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LOST
TRAILS

NoteE.—We offer this department of the “Camp-Fire” free of

to those of our readers who wish to get in touch again with any old friends
or acquaintances from whom the years have separated them. For the benefit
of the friend you seek, give your own name if possible. All inquiries along this
line, unless containing contrary instructions, will be considered as intended for
pubhcatlon in full with inquirer’s name, in this department, at our discretion.
We reserve the right, in case inquirer "refuses his name, to substitute any
numbers or other names, and to use our discretion in all matters pertaining
to this department. Give also your own full address. We will, however,
forward mail through this office, assummg no responstbility themfor We
have arranged with the Montreal Star to give additional publication in then'
“Missing Relatives Column,” weekly and daily editions, to any of our in-
quiries for persons last heard of in Canada.

OULD like to hear from, or know what has be- -

come of Ed. (Wessel) Deckard, at one time
soldier in the Philippine Islands and last heard from
about 4 years ago in London, England.—Address R.
CurriErR EricksoN, Redondo Beach, Calif.

O ANY of the Camp-Fire remember the scout

and military detective who served at head-
quarters of 3rd U. S. Infantry at San Fernando,
Pampanga, in 1900-1 and who was known in that
province and Bulacan as “Lintic” 'Sea “El
Rayo”? And who of them remembers the hanging
of Rojasp—Address No. gs.

OULD be glad to hear from any of my old ship-
mates on the Boston at Manila, May 1, '¢8.—
Address No. L. T. ¢6.

WOULD like to learn whereabouts of an Irishman

called Eugene Geary, last heard of in Balti-
more, Md. Now writing alleged poetry and things
for newspapers.—Address D. Dorsey Guy, 23 E.
Montgomery Ave., Pittsburgh, Pa.

OULD like to locate the old comrades that

sailed with me on the Evening Star, namely,
Percy M. DuBois, R. R. Plum, Chas. Carruthers,
Lester N. Selig, Thos. L. Hogan and Andy Os-
bourne.—Address Capr. A. E. SELIG, 36 Monte
Vista Ave., Oakland, Calif.

I WOULD like to know the whereabouts of
Captain Vaughn of the Canadian Scouts.
He was a lieutenant in Remington’s Guides and a
braver man never lived, He left the Tigers and
went over to join Col. F. Ross, another of our braves.
I last saw him while I was on the S, S. Dept.. Cape-
town. I would be more than pleased to hear from
sny of the boys who were in Remington’s Guides
- in Roberts’ Horse or the Colonial Light Horse.
all knew me as the little Canadian, for I was
boy of seventeen when 1 ran away to South
Address Percy TRESSIDDER, 2705a N.

St. Louis, Mq.

1mp~Fu'e members who have
0 and thereabouts recently and
- years furnish any clues as to
its (if living) of Captain F. T.
*. vachtsman, dilettante and

-r, B. C. ~h~t four
Tow! ~hton,
wed

o

will be greatly appreciated by his erstwhile friend
and companion, J. H. C. MuUrrAY, Staff Sergt.
R. Cz: Engineers, Signal Hill, Esquima.lt, B. C,

ADDRESS wanted by shipmate of Frank (?)
Montieth, who was mate of the four-masted
bark William P. Frye when she sailed on her maiden
voyage, December, 1902z, New York to Shanghai.
—Address W. H. Davis, Chico, New Mexico.

CAN anybody give me- information that will

lead to the whereabouts of J. W. McKenze
who is a hospital apprentice in the U. S. Navy at
the present time? The reason I ask this favor is
because he is a brave young man and because he
saved the lives of my wife and daughter in Peking
China, during the rebellion last year, at the risk of
his own. The last I saw of him was when he left
Peking for the Philippines. I will send the inform-
:nt a check and also my thanks if he will be kind
enough to send me that young man’s address, and his
description. If McKenzie reads this himself he will
save you this trouble and also be compensated for
his brave act—which it was to me if not to him.—
Address, C. J. CarrOUN, 1312 Fourteenth Street,
San Francisco, Calif.

NOT being sure of the spelling of one
name asked for in the lollowing, we
have queried it, so that the man in question
will not be thrown off the scent:

Would like to hear from Frank Miller, Jobn
Cramford and Lee Cramford, who lived in Ennis,
Texas, in Spring and Summer of 1892. I would like
to hear from Private William Harson [?}, 2nd Bat.
1st Scots Guards. The last time I heard from him
he was at Picquet Barracks, London S. W.—Ad-
dress HArVEY Morrrs, Co, D, 22nd Inf., Texas
City, Tex.

WOULD Thomas J. Kelly, last heard of in Co. F,

oth Infantry, in 1905, and also ex-prize-fighter,
please write to Joseph R. Brandamour. Very im-
;Iilort;nt.—Address at Cornelia Street, Plattsburg,

IF IN your “Lost Trails” you can get in touch

with some of my old comrades I would much

like to hear from T. S. M. Cottrell, Corp. McEwen,

Trooper Cooper, Sergt. Dacombe of B Troop,

M. M. P. Rhodesian Campaign of 1896-97. Also
(Continued on page 224)



27 A,

o = | N\ “\

PN \_ N \
i

O
4t

% !
3 'I';‘:',l l.‘/?d( /f.
‘\‘\J(‘“Pr W \AA//

b
1\.:,; g

1013

)

A It
o
o

1
N2 PR

Mile ‘Nir\eru-TWO |

A Tale of Friendship and the Northwest Mounted
by Hulberl Foolner

CHAPTER 1
PALS

EORGE KENASTON sat in
barracks making believe to read
“The Life of Nelson” which lay
on the table between his elbows,

but in reality listening with desirous ears to

a murmur of men’s voices that floated in

through the window. “Barracks” was a

shack fifteen feet by twenty, with log walls

and a canvas roof; and Trooper Kenaston,
age twenty-two, represented the entire
force of the Royal Northwest Mounted

Police of Canada at -Mile Ninety-Two, the

latest established post of the service.

The camp at Mile Ninety-Two marked
the limit of construction for the present sea-
son of a new railway-line across the Rock-
ies. The place was three months old, and
already there were four graves in the ceme-

tery, only one of which had been filled as a
result of natural causes.

During the first week, two Swedes had
done for each other with knives. This af-
fair was hushed up. Since both had died,
it was considered that the ends of justice
were accomplished. But only a few weeks
later Black Mag had shot at Baldy Red
Hafner, bringing down one Frenchy, a
friend, and this gave rise to a scandal.
Wires were warmed, red tape was unwound
and out of the hardest-worked and shortest-
handed force in the world a man was some-
how produced to keep the peace at Mile
Ninety-Two.

Sergeant Markley had brought up Ken-
aston two weeks before, and had remained
a week with him. Since then the youngster
had been on his-own, very much on his
own, for the boys of Mile Ninety-Two
deeply resented the imputation of lawless-
ness that his coming put upon the place.
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Stronghead Gilbey the “mayor” and his
aides, the choice spirits of the camp, con-
sidered that they had run things very well
by themselves. After the last accident,
Black Mag had promptly been invited to
leave town. What more could they do?
Moreover, that unfortunate affair was now
six weeks old, and in the meantime not so
much as a pistol-shot bad disturbed the
peace of the deep valley. And had they
not Stella Gurney to preside over them like
a good genius?

In a way, difficult to explain, but none
the less clear to all, it seemed like an in-
sult to Stella the good, the gentle, the ador-
able, to send the police to Mile Ninety-
Two. As if there could be any rough work
where she was!

Had Kenaston on his coming betrayed a
vulnerable spot, there is no doubt they
would have led him a dog’s life, but in
spite of his youth he proved to be an in-
strument of fine temper. The stiffness of
his back, the steadiness of his eye and his
unquestionable “squareness” won their re-
spect in spite of themselves, and they con-
tented them with letting him alone. Ken-
aston was merely sent to Coventry. They
were scrupulously polite. All conversation
ceased at his approach. None ever ap-
proached his cabin.

Outwardly Kenaston gave no sign of be-
ing aware of anything inimical in their at-
titude. - He, too, according to the traditions
of the force, was polite and offhand to all.
Nevertheless it cut deep. He liked the
boys. They were his kind. He greatly de-
sired to make friends. )

In especial there was Curly Briscoe, the
only other young fellow at Mile Ninety-
Two, a rollicking, reckless blade, a song-
ster and a story-teller by the fire; in short,
the idol of camp. Kenaston was strongly
attracted to one so likable, so different from
himself. But Briscoe joined with the others
of course in boycotting the policeman, and
Kenaston would sooner have cut off his
hand than have held it out to one who
scorned him.

/ TO-NIGHT he was feeling his os-

\\\ tracism with especial keenness. It

had been a momentous day in

camp, and he had been pointedly excluded

from any share in the doings. He thought

that for one day they might have let down
the bars.

The occasion was this: Old man Gurney,
Stella’s father, had passed in his checks
the day before—without compulsion—and
to-day he had been laid away in the fourth
grave in the mountainside above camp.

The first natural death in camp was not
to be allowed to pass without an appropri-
ate celebration. The fact that a man actu-
ally died in bed to their minds went a good
way toward proving the firm establishment
of order. They held it a rebuke to the
policeman. No detail proper to the occa.
sion had been omitted.

Jim Kettle had donated a full black suit
to clothe the corpse. They had made him
a coffin out of pine boards with black calico
out of the store neatly tacked over it
Stronghead had conducted the services be-
side the grave, not according to the prayer-
book perhaps, because there was none in
camp, but none the less impressively. Curly
Briscoe, who remembered parts of some
hymns, had rehearsed the boys throughout
the previous night, and what lines he
couldn’t remember, they extemporized.

On the whole, it had been a notable day,
and Kenaston had had no share in it. His
heart was very sore.

At present the boys were all gathered in
Stronghead’s stopping-house, the last shack
down the row from the barracks, and the
largest edifice in town. Out of respect. to
the bereaved daughter in a neighboring
shack, their voices were somewhat restrain-
ed; nevertheless it was clear to Kenaston,
from a certain ring of abandon in the sound,
that contraband spirits were circulating.
Whether out of pride, generosity, good
sense or a little of all three, he would not
interfere to-night. There are times when
the most efficient constable does well to
close his eyes or his ears.

It should not be supposed that there was
any poignant grief in camp on account of
the demise of old Gurney. Amnybody’s
funeral would have done as well—or any-
body’s wedding. It was merely that the
affair opened the emotional valve, which
provides such relief and refreshment to
men, be they the hardest heads in camp.
As for grieving, it was considered that even
his daughter had no great call to do that.
He had been a disreputable, ill-conditioned
old wretch, a burden to himself and a
shame to the lovely Stella. The forms of
grief were displayed, but secretly the feel-
ing was—a good riddancel
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One day in May, Gurney and his daughter
had appeared unheralded at Mile Ninety-
Two. It might reasonably have been asked
why an old man suffering from a complica-
tion of diseases resulting from an evil life
should have chosen such a remote and
rough asylum in which to make an end, but
on the frontier no one asks such questions.
They were glad enough to get the girl.
Her presence in camp was like a benedic-
tion.

She was as rare and pretty as a pale
Spring flower, and as sweet as a dream of
home to them. In all the country up and
down the line there was nothing even re-
motely approaching her like. They felt
that they had no right to ber, that they
enjoyed her on sufferance, and at first every
man held his breath and walked on tiptoe
for fear of scaring her away.

Later she spread a table in her father’s
shack and served meals to all at six bits a
man. Such meals! Such a hostess! They
became more than ever terrified of losing
her. Every man in camp was in love with
her, according to his own style, but it was
the kind of love that conceived no jealousy
of the good-looking and irresistible young
Curly Briscoe, when he appeared to be
forging ahead in the running.

To the other men it seemed the most
natural thing, the young pair of them.
They hoped, now that she need no longer
wait on her father, she would give in to
Curly, and remain at Mile Ninety-Two to
cheer their eyes and their hearts with her

presence.
~y
camp on this particular night in
July. By and by Kenaston slam-

med his book shut, and went outside. It
was ten o’clock, and in that high latitude
only now beginning to grow dark, He
turned in the other direction from the con-
vivial sounds that mocked him, and to es-
cape them strode out of camp by the tote-
road, through the timber, across the new
grade and down hill toward Banjo Creek.

He was as sore at heart as a new boy at
school, and he hotly resented the softness.
That he, a full-grown man, should find him-
self moping like a girl was intolerable! His
resentment naturally turned against the
men who had rebuffed him.

In this mood he was surprised upon ap-
proaching the creek to see one of the boys

SO MUCH for the situation in

sitting on a log at the end of the bridge, his
back bowed, his arms on his knees and his
head buried in his arms. -He presently
made out that it was Curly Briscoe, the
reckless, the laughter-loving, whom he had
supposed was at that moment either lead-
ing the festivities in Stronghead’s shack or
comforting Stella in hers. Great was his
astonishment at seeing him thus.

Curly was sunk so deep in his painful
thoughts he did not hear the other man
coming until he was fairly upon him. Then
he sprang up, ashamed and furious to be
caught in such an attitude. His face, or-
dinarily as smooth and unlined as Kenas-
ton’s own, and always smiling at the cor-
ners of his mouth, was now haggard with
pain, and with a suspicious redness about
the eyes. It was intolerable to him to have
the other man see this.

“What are you spying around here for?”

The hot blood rushed into Kenaston’s
face. He, too, was spoiling for trouble.

“Spying nothing!” he retorted. ‘“What’s
biting you? Is this your private park?”’

A quarrel flared up like a fire in tow.
There was no sense or reason to it, only
that each rejoiced to find an object to wreak
his soreness upon. Oaths and epithets were
cast back and forth. Curly was the readier
of speech; his was the hotter anger; Kenas-
ton’s slower and deadlier.

“Why don’t you arrest me,” sneered
Curly at length, “for insulting the sacred
red coat of the force! You lobster! You
stiff-neck! You spy! You think you're a
little gorramighty, don’t you, with your
shoulder-straps and your spurs and your
tin carbine! The sight of you’s enough to
make a man sick!”

Kenaston’s answer was to tear off the
red coat and fling it on the ground.

“I don’t have to arrest you,” he cried.
“T’ll beat you on my own account, and beat
you good! Take off your coat!”

It was already off. The cartridge-belt,
and the big .44 that Curly carried for dec-
orative purposes, followed.

“Good!” cried Curly. “Come out on the
bridge. The road’s too cut up.”

The bridge was a simple corduroy affair
about twelve feet wide and twice as long,
without guard or string-piece. Hot weather
had swollen the snow-fed stream, and it
swirled swiftly and noiselessly underneath,
risen to within an inch or two of the
supporting log girders. On either shore,
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immense spruce-trees came down to the
water’s edge.

In the center of the bridge the two young
men, watching each other like cats, sparred
for an opening. They were well enough
matched. Curly was a little heavier, but
Kenaston had an advantage in height. In
their style there was a decided contrast,
for the curls which gave the one his name
were close and black and lustrous all over
his head; his skin was dark and he had
gleaming white teeth that he was prone to
show. On the other hand, Kenaston was
as blond as a Norseman.

A blow was struck, and instantly re-
turned, and forthwith the higher human at-
tributes deserted them. They fought like
males of any species. It was a well-bred
pair, and no sound escaped them. Their
faces were as grim as stone. Only their
eyes blazed. They stumbled and staggered
over the round logs that provided their
footing, and most of the blows went wild. .

Finally Curly sprang back.

“Time!” he cried. “Take off your boots.”

They squatted on the bridge and, hot to
be at each other again, tore off their boots
and flung them up on the bank. Curly was
first on his feet.

“Come on, Rosy-Cheeks!” he taunted.
“Come on, and I’ll put a man’s mark on
your pretty phizl Too bad you weren’t a
gir], Kenaston.”

The trooper, busy with the long laces of
his Strathcona boots, made no answer.
Throughout, he kept his head and his
science better than the other. They went
to it again, their stockinged feet getting a
better grip on the corduroy. A clean blow
on Curly’s jaw made a crack like two
stones clapped together, and jerked his
head back between his shoulders.

Kenaston followed it with his left, and
Curly clinched to save himself. They
wrestled and swayed with heaving breasts.
This, the second and final round, did not
go to full time. They were blind to the
unguarded edge of the bridge. They
swayed to the projecting ends of the loose
logs, which promptly rose and dropped the
pair of them neatly into the water.

The current swept them under the bridge,
bumping their heads on the log girders.
They emerged half-drowned into the air on
the other side and, striking out, scrambled
ashore side by side. They stood up, a lit-
tle dazed, thoroughly chilled of their hot

blood, and streaming with water. They
surveyed each other for a moment and
then the reaction set in. Struck simul-
taneously by the other’s comic, dripping as-
pect, both burst out laughing.

“WHAT was it all about?” said
Curly when he could speak.

“Hanged if I know!” returned
Kenaston.

Their right hands shot out and gripped.

“Quits, then!” they said.

“We’ll never hear the end of this when
the fellows find out,” said Curly ruefully.

“They’ll never learn from me,”’ said Ken-
aston.

“But I've got to go to Stronghead’s to
change. How can I keep it from them?”

Kenaston hesitated, glancing at the other
diffidently.

“Come to my shack,” he suggested very
ofthand. “I'll build a fire, and we can dry
out beside it. The boys are good for all
night at Stronghead’s with the booze.”

“Booze?” said Curly, with a quick look.

“Sure. Anybody could tell by their
voices.” ,

“If you think so, why don’t you go down
and confiscate it?”’

Kenaston scowled.

“To-night? What do you think I am?”
he muttered. “If there’s any left to-mor-
row I'll get it.”

Curly looked at him approvingly.

“You’re almost human!” he said.

Picking up their boots, they made their
way to Kenaston’s shack. Ten minutes
later they were sitting on the floor before a
blaze in Kenaston’s chimney that caused
the steam to rise gratefully from their wet
clothes.

Filling their pipes with the careful atten-
tion befitting the ceremony, they were pres-
ently puffing in unison. A silence fell upon
them. Curly stared at the fire, and Kenas-
ton glanced sideways at Curly. His trouble,
whatever it was, sat with Curly again, and
his face was heavy and drawn in the fire-
light. The fact that he made no effort to
hide it now encouraged Kenaston to seek
his confidence.

Such silences work more potently than
speech. Something had softened in them
both. A sense of common youth and pain
wove a bond between them as they sat.
The firelight and the tobacco-smoke were
propitious. It dimly suggested itself to
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Kenaston that the way to win the other
man’s confidence was to offer his own.

“Seems pretty good to have a fellow
come in to smoke,” he said with gruff diffi-
dence. “You're the first that’s been in
here.”

Curly bestirred himself to explain.

“It was all made up before you came,”
he said deprecatingly. “The boys were
sore about the police being sent. They
haven’t anything against you personally.”

“Sure, I understand,” said Kenaston
quickly. “I don’t blame them. I have to
make good of course. I will in the end.”

There was another silence while they
smoked.

“I've got to make good,” Kenaston pres-
ently went on. “You see this is all on my
own. I lit out from home to ’list in the
police. My father’s a lawyer, a big gun in
the East. He expected me to go in for it.
I couldn’t. Cities and offices and courts
would kill me. I must have the open.”

“Same here,” said Curly. “You suffo-
cate in the streets!”

“I tell you it hurt to go against the old
man,” Kenaston went on. “He’s always
been so square and decent to me. But he
couldn’t understand this. I haven’t heard
from him since Ileft. You see, I’'ve got to
make good, to show him. Hell be the
first to help me to a commission when I
do.”

Presently Kenaston, getting up, made a
trip to the table and back.

“Here’s his picture,” he said, offering it
abruptly.

Curly looked at it with a kind of shy in-
terest.

“Some time I'll bring up my pictures to
show you,” he growled. “My governor’s
dead. He was a parson. I have to keep
that dark around here!”

“How old are you?” asked Kenaston by
and by.

“Twenty-two.”

“That’s my age, too.”

. They measured each other with sidelong
glances.

“It’s all right to have some one your own
age to talk to,” said Curly clumsily. “With
the boys up here I have to keep my end
up, of course, and carry on and never let
anything show But fellows of the same
age—why that’s different. They’re up
against the same things; they understand
each other.”

“Sure!” said Kenaston. “When I came
into camp I spotted you first go.”

YKy THUS was the ice melted. Very
OQ7) shamefacedly they indulged them-

selves in the rare and delicious lux-
ury of the softer feelings, with many a
guilty look over their shoulders, as it were.
As a result they were drawn together like
partners in sin.

Hour succeeded hour, and uncounted
pipes of Kenaston’s tobacco were smoked.
They told each other all about the people
at home, the pranks they had played at
school and, with suitable precautions of
mystery, the girls they had kissed.

More than once they approached by
halting and embarrassed stages to the door
of Curly’s secret, only to sheer off quickly
in alarm. But it was bound to be opened
in the end.

“I suppose you wonder what I was
doing down there by the bridge,” said
Curly gruffly.

“Don’t wonder anything,” said Kenaston
uncomfortably. “It’s none of my business.”

“It is if I want to tell you,” said Curly
aggressively.

The trooper was silent.

After a while Curly said with a poor at-
tempt to carry it off lightly:

“It’s the usual thing, of course.”

‘(A girl?”

Curly nodded.

“Stella?”

He nodded again.

“I thought you were all right there.”

Curly sprang to his feet, and flung back
and forth in the room,

“All right!” he burst out bitterly. “All-
right-crazy, that’s what I am! She’s in my
blood! I can’t think of anything else night
or day! She thrusts me down to toast on
the hottest grid in hell! These good wom-
en can be stony!”

He strode up and down, struggling to
control himself. By and by he came and
sat down beside Kenaston again.

“When we’re kids we think we’re at-
tracted by girls,” he went on more quietly.
“Almost any girl will do then. We think
we’re crazy about this one or that. It’s fun.
It’s nothing like this. I never felt anything
like this before. It’s like a knife sticking
through me! I think she likes me. That’s
the worst of it; that’s what perplexes me.
She doesn’t keep me away from her. We
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talk about everything. There never was a
woman like her. She’s pretty enough to
drive a man mad with wanting her, and
she’s got a mind, a soul, whatever you call
it. She understands what you feel before
you say it.

“I’'m sure she likes me—loves me, may-
be. That makes my head spin. Once when
she thought a tree had fallen on my leg she
came running, white as paper. I wish it
had smashed me! She says it’s friendship.
What is there in friendship for a man? She
talks to me, and generally I can hold my-
self in. But the more I hold myself in the
worse it gets. What’s the use? She won’t
let me—not so much as touch her hand!
To-night I grabbed hold of her; I couldn’t
help it. I won’t do it again. .

“There’s something in the way. I don’t
know what it is. She won’t tell me. You’d
think that now with her father gone, and
she all alone, she’d let me take care of her,
T've plenty to keep her on. But there’s
something in the way of it. I’m near crazy
not knowing what it is. To-night I said
I'd have her anyway. She said—she said
she’d kill herself if I didn’t let her be.
She’s the kind to keep her word. No
woman ever crossed my will before. She’s
like steel and ice and granite. I'm up
against it. I don’t know what to dol”

@3 CURLY came to a full stop, and

M Kenaston, putting out his hand,
gripped his shoulder hard. He of-
fered him the sympathy which has no words.
There was a long silence by the fire. Grad-
ually Curly quieted down.

“I suppose you think I'm a fool,” he
muttered at last, “blubbing everything out
like that.”

Kenaston scowled fiercely.

“Ah, cut it out!” he growled.
know —— well I don’t think so.”

Curly was more comforted than he would
show.

“Well, I feel a lot better getting it off
my chest,” he said trying to be offhand.

Kenaston struggled with his embarrass-
ment, and finally blurted out:

“If she likes you, and you understand
each other, it’s bound to come right. And
anybody could see she likes you.”

They smoked another pipeful apiece,
without saying anything, without needing
to say anything more. At last dawn began
to whiten the window-panes, and Curly

“You

knocked the ashes out on the hearth

“T must get along,” he said.

Kenaston went with him to the door. He
lingered, and their hands gripped.

“It’s pals, then,” said Curly, looking
away.

“Pals to a finish,” mumbled Kenaston.

“We can’t let on,” said Curly. “The
boys would think I—" ‘

“Sure,” said Kenaston. “I’'m not sup-
posed to make any particular friends either.
They don’t do it outside the service.”

“But we’ll get together some time and
talk, eh?”

“Sure thing!”

“Good night, old man.”

““Good night, old man.”

CHAPTER II
THE SHOOTING

AT NOON next day, Baldy Red Hafner
drove into Mile Ninety-Two. Baldy
Red spent his time flitting from camp to
camp along the line, and wherever he ap-
peared trouble followed on his heels. It
was upon his first appearance at Mile
Ninety-Two that the accident had occurred
which gave the place its bad name, He
drove up in his democrat, the smartest trap
on the tote-road and, announcing his inten-
tion of staying a while, sent his team back.
Baldy was a capitalist and a man of leisure,
Up and down the line he had a dozen teams
contributing to his support.

Baldy commanded mysterious sources of
alcohol and, notwithstanding the vigilance
of the police, was rarely seen sober. Indeed,
he carried drunkenness like a plague wher-
ever he went. Kenaston was on hand when
he alighted from his rig. The trooper neatly
and expeditiously ‘“frisked” his baggage,
producing four full bottles, which he
smashed forthwith on the wagon-tires.

The bystanders groaned as the volatile
odor spread upon the air, and Baldy swore
in his picturesque way, but no demonstra-
tion was made against Kenaston, because
their sense of fairness forced them to con-
cede that that was what the young trooper
was there for.

While Baldy Red had the smartest outfit
on the line, there was nothing smart in his
own aspect. He was middle-aged and he
had the look of an unwholesome specimen
preserved in wood-alcohol. His nickname
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described two salient points of his appear-
ance. His features seemed to have run
together in a general flabbiness. He was
obese and unclean. He had a truculent
disposition, and usually bore the marks of
At present his bald pate
showed prominent abrasions, and his shirt-
front gory stains.

Rough as they were, there was hardly a
man at Ninety-Two whose secret soul did
not recoil in disgust from this visitor. But
the law of the frontier reads: Thou shalt
not pretend to be better than the worst.
Consequently they were obliged to make
Baldy Red welcome, and to clap him on the
back with a kind of rough scorn. They
made the most of Baldy’s one virtue—he
was unquestionably game.

Baldy was given the freedom of Strong-
head’s place, and the spirit of conviviality
in camp received a fresh impetus, howsoever
Kenaston had deprived them of the where-
withal to maintain it. The trooper returned
to his shack, dwelling a little bitterly on the
fact that a thing like Baldy was welcome
where he was not.

Working around his own place during the
afternoon, he gradually became aware from
afar that Baldy must have a more serious
aim than mere conviviality in this visit.
Long and quiet-voiced conferences were held
in Stronghead’s shack. There was a deal of
coming and going, and messengers sent to
bring in the boys who were working around
camp., From their expressions it was clear
that matters of serious import were going
forward. Finally, to Kenaston’s surprise,
something apparently happened to arrest
the general good-will toward the new-
comer.

~_ 3 SHORTLY hbefore supper-time Bal-

@ dy appeared at the door of the
barracks, lugging his dunnage and
g deprecatingly.

“I’d like to put up with you, pardner,” he
said to Kenaston with an ingratiating air.
“Me and Stronghead don’t jibe. His place
ain’t big enough for the two of us to-
gether,

According to another law of the frontier,
Kenaston was obliged to take him in, which
he did, masking his repugnance. The
trooper was fastidious, and fastidiousness
is encouraged in the service. :

Thanks to the confiscation of his liquor,
Baldy was more nearly sober than he had

known himself in some time¢. He exerted
himself to be agreeable according to his
lights. He was a handy man about camp,
and he cooked a worthy supper which they
discussed together, Baldy bragging of his
unspeakable exploits, while the young
trooper schooled his gorge from rising. His
meals in solitude were greatly preferable to
this.

Soon after they had finished eating, Win-
gy Degnon came up from Stronghead’s
place with a summons for Baldy, and the
two of them went back together. Kenaston
opened the door and the window to their
widest, and built a fire in the chimney to
purify the place. So great was his relief at
getting rid of his guest that it failed to
occur to him that in view of the well-known
reputation of Baldy for making trouble it
would have been as well to inquire into the
nature of the business that was concerning
the whole camp. He blamed himself for
this later.

To help make clear the subsequent occur-
rences of this night it is necessary to lay out
the setting a little more particularly. As
you arrived at Mile Ninety-Two from down
the line, the barracks was the first shack
you came to. It was on the left-hand side
of the tote-road. Beyond, half a score build-
ings straggled along both sides, and half-
way down the hill was Joe Kettle’s store on
the right, with the Japanese Short-Order
Restaurant almost opposite. Stronghead
Gilbey’s stopping-house—or inn—was at
the bottom of the slight hill, the last group
of buildings in camp.

All the shacks were of the same temporaty
character, with walls of logs and canvas
roofs. When the head of construction
should be advanced, everybody expected to
move on. Humbler shacks and tents were
erected in the clearing, back from the road.
The Gurneys’ eating-house stood by itself,
opposite the barracks and about three hun-
dred yards away.

The careless architects of the camp had
not regarded its natural beauties. To clear
the site they had allowed a controlled fire
to run through the bush, burning out the
undergrowth and scorching the hearts of
the great pines, which now raised their
naked sticks, incredibly tall and thin, and
leaning drunkenly this way and that. Look-
ing dowrrthe slope one had a glimpse of the
magnificent Mount Ellerslie, guarding the
summit of the pass.
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el ONCE more Kenaston sat down to
U J his book in the long twilight, and
- once more his attention wandered.
But he was happier to-night, thinking of
Curly’s confidences of the night before, and
gloating in the possession of a friend.
Through the window in front of him he
could see the Gurney shack. By and by,
as if his thoughts had evoked her, Stella
came to the door and looked about. Ken-
aston was too far away to read her face,
but something in her pose, the thrust
forward of the head, the tense arms, sug-
gested a disquieted mind. She went in.

Presently she came out again and, walk-
ing with rapid, uneven steps, headed ob-
liquely across the clearing toward the road
where it disappeared into the bush. Ken-
aston instinctively got up. There was
nothing on that side of camp except the
creek and the next camp nine miles away.
It was possible she might be going to keep
tryst with Curly. Kenaston blushed at the
thought of thrusting himself on them.
Nevertheless a great uneasiness filled him.
The girl’s crouched, hurrying attitude sug-
gested desperation. He put his boyish
diffidence away and, as she disappeared
among the trees, he set off after her.

In the fragrant gloom of the tall pines
absolute silence reigned; not a rustle, not a
movement, not a chirp; no hint of the com-
panionable suggestions of teeming nights
at home. To Kenaston, hurrying with
strained ears, this stillness was broken by a
dreadful, soft cry, wrung from a woman’s
tortured breast.

He broke into a run. He caught sight of
her dress. She was running too, with head
down and arms outstretched in front of
her, crying as she went.

She gained the bridge. She did not hear
him behind her. In the middle of it she
paused for a second and, flinging up her
head and her arms in wild abandon, cast
herself into the water. At the same instant
Kenaston’s foot spurned the bridge.

She had gone off the up-stream side and
was carried under. He flung himself down
full length on the logs at the other side, and
watched for her to reappear; watched for an
age it seemed to him, with a picture of the
satiny, eddying, dimpled current biting into
his brain as with acid. Finally, as he was
gathering himself to plunge in, h€ saw her
face floating a little under the surface,
merely a suggestion of a white oval, remote,
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behind a clouded glass. He snatched for
her, caught ber and pulled her out with'a
sob of relief.

She had been submerged for no longer
than a few seconds, but she lay limp in his
arms, and scarcely conscious. When she
got her breath she began to whimper piti-
fully, and clung to him with the soft urgency
of a baby. The touch of her hands stirred
something very deep in him, something
hitherto unguessed by him.

He hurried her back to her cabin. In the
outer room he laid her in the rude easy-chair
the boys had knocked together for the old
man to die in. He stood off looking at her
in a quandary; cracking his knuckles, frown-
ing, blushing, wondering what to do next.

“Look here!” he said gruffly. “You've
got to take off your things and get into bed
quick!”

The girl half turned in the chair and hid
her face from him in her arm.

“Go away! Let me be!”

“If you don’t do what I tell you I’ll have
to get Mayzell to come and take care of you
—Black Mag’s gone—"’ he went on dog-
gedly, “and it will be all over camp
to-morrow.”

The girl shrank at the sound of the other
woman’s name,

“No! No!” she murmured.

“Then get into bed and no one will know
but me.”

She rose obediently, and went waveringly
toward the inner room.

He hastened across to his own shack for
his medicine-kit, keeping an eye over his
shoulder meanwhile to make sure she did
not escape again. There was but the one
door to the Gurney shack Returning,
there was no answer to his knock, and he
looked in. Her clothes lay in a wet heap
outside the doorway to the inner room. At
that door he spoke her name, and finally
lifted the curtain with a bashful, frowning
brow. Seeing her safe in bed his face cleared.
But, upon taking in the fact of her wet hair
matted on the pillow, he frowned again.

“You’ll get your death,” he muttered.

In the kitchen he built up the fire in the
stove, and hung her clothes to dry. Warm-
ing a towel that he found, he carried it into
the other room, and knelt at the head of her
cot. He groped with inexpert fingers for
the pins that remained in her hair, and
spread the masses of it over the top of the
pillow,
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He had never seen such hair, much less
dreamed of touching it. It was of the dark-
est shade of brown, a color most beautiful
in the sight of his blue eyes; thick, soft and
full of life. As it gradually dried between his
hands it fluffed and crinkled, and he was
conscious of an odd desire to bury his face
in it.

Her face against the pillow was like a lily
pinned on a white shroud. He thought the
long, curved lashes lying on her cheeks
made a touch of beauty more keen than
anything he had ever felt. There was a
piteous droop to the corners of her pale lips.

He thought she slept, she was so still,
but by and by he saw a pair of tears steal
under the corners of her lowered eyelids
and roll over her temples into her hair.

The sight caused him a surprising pang.

“Don’t fret,” he said grufily. “You're
all right now.”

When her hair was dry, he sat down be-
side her bed, gazing at her and wondering
greatly what unhappy circumstances could
have brought so gentle and lovable a crea-
ture to the brink of despair. He never
doubted it must be the same thing that
parted her from Curly. He linked them to-
gether in his mind—his friend and his
friend’s love. The fact that she was forever
forbidden to himself invested her in Kenas-
ton’s eyes with a pure spirituality that it is
impossible for a man to feel toward any
object that he hopes ever to possess.

(] ‘LOOK here,” he said at last. “I
lq‘\' | don’t want to bother you, but we’ve

<® oot to talk a little. I'm here to see
that things go right. If anybody has done
you wrong, tell me.”

“The law can’t help me,” she whispered.

Kenaston blushed.

“I dido’t mean it that way,” he said
quickly. “Hang the law! Tell me as a pal.
You can talk to me just the same as if you
were another man. Tell me as Curly’s pal,
if you like.”

Her eyes opened wide at that. “You—
you are Curly’s friend?” she whispered
breathlessly.

“To the limit. We have shaken on it.”

“Oh, I'm glad of that,” she breathed.

“But he doesn’t know what’s the matter
any more than me,” pursued Kenaston.
“How can we help you if we don’t know?”

She turned her head away, and closed her
eyes.

“Nobody can help me,” she whispered.

Kenaston was filled with a kind of sym-
pathetic rage at her obstinacy.

“Well, I can’t make you tell me,” he
blurted out. “What am I going to do with
you anyway? I can’t leave you unless you
give me your word you won’t try it again,”

- “I promise,” she murmured. “I—I was
out of my mind, I guess.” His harshness
unnerved her. ‘“Don’t think too badly of
me,” she went on falteringly. “Nobody
knows what I have been through! And what
I have to go through with still! It’s horri-
ble! Don’t think too badly of me!”

Sobs rose and choked her speech. The
sound of the catch in her throat was like a
stab to Kenaston. The sight of the frail
and tortured little thing maddened him.
He could not express himself, only scowl,
and clench his hands and growl.

“Who thinks badly of you! I—we—
Curly and I would give our lives to help you.
Tell me who’s hurting you so!”’

“I can’t! I can’t! It would only make
trouble! Don’t torture me!”

Her head turned ceaselessly from side to
side on the pillow, and one hand wandered
restlessly outside the blanket, palm up.
It suddenly came to Kenaston that it was
asking for his hand, and he gripped it bard.
Feeling the strength-giving firmness, she
sighed, and gradually recovered control of
herself.

“You’re so good to me!”

“Cut that out!” said Kenaston gruffly.
“You'd do as much for me I guess.”

The catch in her breath came at longer
intervals, with deep sighs between. Finally,
he saw that she was really asleep—worn
out by her pain. Occasionally her hand
stirred faintly within his, as if to make sure
he was still there. How long he sat there,
he could not have told, His extended arm
grew stiff to the breaking-point. No wiser
than in the beginning, he continued to beat
his brains for a solution to the painful mys-
tery that eluded bim. Finally he dozed off.

They were roused simultaneously by a
sound of distant angry voices coming
through the window from the direction of
Stronghead’s place. Stella started up in
bed with wide eyes.

“Go! Go quickly!” she cried, urging him
with her hands. “They’ve found out!
They’re quarreling. There’ll be murder
done!”

Kenaston needed no second command.
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" He sprang through the outer room, and
through the door. Stella, careless of her
bare feet and streaming hair, made to fol-
low. He ordered her back. She paid no
attention, but on the threshold of her house
she tottered, and sank down in a heap.
He dared not stop to look after her.

He ran by the shack of the woman called
Mayzell. Attracted by the quarreling voi-
ces, she was listening in her doorway.
Without pausing Kenaston called to her:

“Stella’s sick. Go back there.”

Mayzell had nothing in common with
Stella, but she was human and warm-
hearted. Without question she gathered up
her elaborate tea-gown and ran in the other
direction.
arres AS HE approached the stopping-

PH house, Kenaston heard Stronghead’s

¢&8%  grim voice raised in cold and biting
invective, and Baldy Red’s obscene and
furious replies. No word was dropped to
give him a clue. They were simply raking
up each the other’s past. When he flung the
door open silence descended as sudden and
complete as darkness upon the blowing-out
of a light.

Stronghead was the first to break it.
He muttered, scowling:

“Hanged if I didn’t forget the redcoat.”

Kenaston looked about him. The rough
interior was set out very much as if a trial
were in progress. At his left sat Baldy,
on a box apart from all the others. Down
the room Stronghead faced him, sitting at
the deal-table they played cards on. A
pair of oil-lamps with bright reflectors sus-
pended against the opposite wall threw a
strong light on these two. Wingy Degnon,
Jim Kettle, Curly Briscoe and others stood
behind Stronghead’s chair.

Along the other side of the room ran a
counter suspiciously like a bar, though the-
oretically no drinks were served over it.
On this counter, dangling their feet, perched
half a score more of the leading spirits of the
camp, giving the effect of a jury. There
was another door at the far end of the
room, which stood open, and on the sill sat
Stronghead’s handsome half-breed wife
with an expression of self-conscious apathy,
enough in itself to warn Kenaston.

Baldy was flushed, snarling, defiant, and
perfectly sober. Stronghead had perfect
fontrol, and nothing was to be read in his

ace.

Stronghead was a tall, lean, sandy pioneer,
with an ironic droop to one side of his
mouth, and eyes like points of steel. Sar-
donic was the keynote of his speech. The
strength of a giant with the simplicity of a
babe, a blind foe and an equally blind
friend, “Wronghead” would have served
him almost as well for a name.

Kenaston naturally- addressed himself to
him.

“What’s going on here?” he demanded.

Stronghead stroked his prominent chin,
and his eyes twinkled.

“It’s a fine night, constable,” he drawled.
‘“Never see so many stars since the night
I was cracked on the nut with a brandy-
bottle down to Fox Creek in the old bad-
days. Young men ought to study asteron-
omy. It develops the neck muscles.”

A loud guffaw greeted this sally. Every-
body laughed but Baldy and Curly Briscoe.
Kenaston’s cheeks burned, but his eyes
never faltered from Stronghead’s. Waiting
until the laughter died away, he said
firmly:

“Very funny. But it doesn’t apply. 1
have a right to ask what’s going on here,
and you know it. And you know I have a
force behind me that will back me to the
limit. You call yourself the mayor of this
place, and you claim you’re going to build
it up, and give it a good name. All right.
I'm here to help you. But if you defy the
law and encourage these men to defy the
law we’ll wipe you out like figures on a kid’s
slate.”

Stronghead’s expression changed. But no
one could ever be certain if he meant what
he said—perhaps not even himself.

“Fairly spoke,” he said with a bob of the
head that was an acknowledgment of
Kenaston’s manhood. “I respect an out-
spoken man whether he wears a red coat or
none. Speaking straight myself, I tell you
this is not a case for the police. This is a
private matter. I ask you fair to go back
to your shack and leave me to settle my
own matters in my own house.”

Kenaston, remembering Stella’s cry, was
not so easily to be put off.

“Sorry,” he said curtly. “This is a public
house and this is a public meeting. I can’t
take my directions from you.”

Stronghead shrugged, and looked signifi-
cantly down the line of men perched on the
bar.

Kenaston turned abruptly.
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“Baldy, what’s the matter here?” he
asked.

“None of your — business,” snarled
Baldy. “I can take care of myself.”

There was no laughter at this. All the
men looked at Baldy with a calm air that
embraced and exceeded disdain.

“He’s a foul brute,” said Stronghead
coolly. “Let him go at that.”

Baldy’s answer was a stream of abuse
directed at Stronghead, in which, however,
there was no hint as to the particular cause
of their dispute.

Stronghead took it unruﬁied

“T’ll attend to you directly,” he said.

Kenaston’s eyes traveled keenly all
around the circle. Curly avoided his look
with evident discomfort. Pride or gener-
osity, or both, would not permit the trooper
to appeal directly to his friend.

“Look here, men,” he said to the crowd
generally, “you all know what the force
stands for, and what comes of setting your-
selves against it. Who will tell me what is
the trouble here?”

There was no answer. Kenaston saw a
box near the door, and sat down upon it,
facing Stronghead.

“Here I stay.”

“Very well,” he said.
Ll THERE was a pause. One would
t‘*‘ almost have said that Stronghead’s
* grim face betrayed reluctance. Fi-
nally he looked at the men behind Kenaston
again, and four of them let themselves
quietly to the floor. Kenaston heard them
coming and sprang up to face them, but too
late. They were already on him. He strug-
gled manfully, but he could do nothing
against four. They bore him to the
floor.

Curly, unable to bear the sight, abruptly
left the shack by the back door. Every-
body else looked on with the same oddly
calm air. There was no sound except the
scuffling of their feet and their heavy
breathing. They made no attempt to
strike Kenaston. It was over immedi-
ately. They got him down, and sat on his
arms and legs.

Without any suggestion, the half-breed
woman unconcernedly brought a length
of clothesline, and the trooper was expedi-
tiously and ﬁrmly bound. The four men
lifted him up and bore him ignominiously
out of the door and up the road. He heard
Stronghead tell off Wingy Degnon to watch

him until morning. As yet amazement and
a sense of outrage had Kenaston all agape.
He set his teeth and writhed silently in his
bonds as they bore him jogging and stum-
bling up-road. He could not but have a
feeling that it was all a joke or a bad
dream.

The four dropped him on his own bed and
made off. Wingy Degnon remained. Ken-
aston, who was sparing of speech at all
times, felt the uselessness of parleying with
him, and kept his mouth shut. He ceased
to struggle, and with infinite sly patience
?pplied himself to working his hands

ree.

Wingy paced the room at no pains to
conceal his ill-temper at being excluded
from the rest of the doings below. He let
the door stand open, and often went out-
side to listen. But evidently, having taken
warning from the first interruption, they
had closed windows and doors, and not a
sound was to be heard.

After a long time the voices suddenly be-
came audible again, not raised in anger, but
level and imperative, as of those who have
serious business in hand. They were too
far off for Kenaston to make out anything
of what was said; it was only the still-
ness of the night that enabled him to hear
at all.

From the nature of the sounds it was evi-
dent the men were streaming out of Strong-
head’s shack. Apparently they stood about
outside for a while, talking low-voiced, and
then a sudden, significant hush descended
on them. Wingy came inside quickly and
closed the door, showing a scared face.

An occult sense warned Kenaston of what
was coming. His heart began to thump.
Bound as he was, he managed to raise him-
self. Three shots rang out and went echoing
down the still valley; one shot, a brief
pause and two more almost as one.

Wingy ran outside again. Kenaston
groaned and twisted impotently in his
bonds. The shock to him was almost as if
the bullets had found a mark in his own
body. A shooting, murder perhaps, within
his very hearing, and he not there to prevent
it! Well, he knew there was no excuse to
be made to his officers for this! He had
failed, and disgrace was spelled out in burn-
ing letters before his eyes.

Wingy Degnon ran in, grinning from ear
to ear, and capered grotesquely about the
room.
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CHAPTER III
MISSING

ENASTON was not set free until seven
o’clock next morning. At that hour
Wingy Degnon cut his bonds, grinning, and
swiftly decamped. Kenaston went to his
door and looked out, stretching his cramped
body, chafing his swollen wrists and ankles.
The quiet scene of nature—rough clearing,
surrounding forest, dark mountainsides and
shining peaks all bathed in the brilliant
sunshine—seemed to scout the wviolent
events of the night, and once more he had a
fleeting feeling that he must have dreamed
it. But his heart was too sore—likewise
his limbs. A great stillness prevailed around
the shacks, a suspicious stillness. There
was no one in sight.

Beginning his search he found every man
who had been present in” Stronghead’s
shack ostentatiously at work. One after
another he checked them off until there was
only one remaining unaccounted for—
Baldy Red Hafner. He did not expect to
find Baldy. His absence was eloquent of
what had happened. With all the sunshine
there was a smell of death about Mile
Ninety-Two that morning.

Kenaston went to Stronghead. The big
man was waiting for him with his sardonic
smile. He was alone in his place, labori-
ously casting up the queer accounts he kept.
Kenaston formally demanded to know what
had happened.

“That strikes me as a waste of breath,”
drawled Stronghead, without animosity.
“What for would I take the trouble of
tying you up if I wanted you to know?”

“I want to put you squarely on record,”
said Kenaston, tight-lipped. “Think of
the consequences before you answer. Will
you tell me what happened?”

“I have thought of the consequences,”
said Stronghead calmly, “and I will not tell
you what happened.”

The blood rushed to Kenaston’s face;
the limit of his self-control was reached.

“You’re a fool, Stronghead!” he burst
out bitterly. “You can’t buck the whole
force, with the power of the Government
behind it. You’ve got ahead of me. You’ve
ruined me. But there are hundreds to take
my place. Do you think they’ll let it drop
here?”

“As to ruining you,” interrupted Strong-

head with a kind of compunction, “if:it
comes to a show-down I’ll tell the truth,
and the truth wont ruin you. I've got
nothing against you.”

“What do I care about that?” Kenaxmn
flung out. “You're acting the part of a
fool. It won’t do you any good. Murder
will out!”

Stronghead was betrayed into a sharp
movement.

“Not so fast with your ‘murder,” young
fellow!” he said quickly. “You can take
it from me there’s been no murder done.”

“Where’s Baldy Hafner, then?”

Stronghead shrugged.

“Don’t ask me. I'm not his keeper.”

“Killing then, if you like the word
better.”

“You can’t prove no killing without a
corpse,” drawled Stronghead.

“T’ll find it, don’t you fear,” cried Kenas-
ton. ‘“I’ve got enough to hold you without
it, with what I heard last night, and the
shots and the disappearance of Baldy.”

“Arrest me, eh?” drawled Stronghead
with almost a fatherly air. “Why, go as
far as you like. Better not lock me up,
though. Only make trouble with the boys.
I’'m known, and my word has its value. I
give you my word I will not leave this
place. T’ll be here when you want me.”

Kenaston flung away, baffled. . The
worst of it was he had a sneaking sympathy
for the old man, a suspicion that somehow
Stronghead was in the right.

Certainly Stronghead believed he was.
The fact robbed Kenaston of his own sure-
ness. Altogether, the situation was too
complicated for his simple straightforward-
ness. Nothing was as he had a right to
expect it to be, and he was lost in a maze.

(-] HE DOGGEDLY pursued his in-
&84 vestigation, questioning one man
after another. According to their
several natures, they either evaded his ques-
tions, or lied, or remained obstinately mum.
Not a scrap of information was forthcoming.
Kenaston watched them well, too. In not
one of them was there any betrayal of 2
sense of guilt or remorse. They were grim,
but it was with the satisfaction of an ugly
job well done. Finally Kenaston came to
Curly Briscoe. They were alone together.
“Say, I'm sorry,” Curly said uncomfort-
ably. “But what can I do? I don’t take
back anything I said the other night about



At Mile Ninety-Two

friendship. Can I speak to you as a friend
instead of a policeman?”

XKenaston was aware somehow that there
were changes within his friend. Curly was
excited and anxious, but there was a secret
-spring of gladness at work. He spoke from
a lighter breast. His eye kindled covertly.

““Sure,” said Kenaston gloomily.

- “I don’t want to lie to you,” Curly went

on. “Of course I know what happened last
- night, but I took an oath not to reveal it.
- You wouldn’t have me break that?”’

“No,” said Kenaston.

“Don’t look so down in the mouth,” said
Curly. “Nobody could blame you for what
happened.”

“Blame me!” said Kenaston bitterly.
¢“There’s nothing to say. I’ll have to get
out of the force, and go home with my tail
between my legs!”

“Not on your life!” said Curly stoutly.
¢“They can’t spare good men as easy as that.
Time enough to think about it when it
happens!”’

Kenaston went back to his shack, and
wrote an exacl account of the affair as he
knew it. This he addressed to his nearest
comrade, Stukeley at Mile Fifty-Three,
with instructions to forward it to head-
quarters at Carlingford, and for Stukeley to
come himself to his assistance. It is a say-
ing that there are always three gangs on the
grade; one coming, one going and one at
work. Kenaston gave his letter to a discon-
tented navvy on the way out, without
much assurance that it would be delivered.
As a matter of fact it was not. He consid-
ered riding the thirty-nine miles himself for
Stukeley, but he did not dare abandon his
chase and let the trail grow cold. The
regular mail-carrier was not due for a week,
and Sergeant Markley, on his monthly
round, not for three weeks.

Kenaston searched the camp for telltale
tracks. Up and down the road, all the way
between his place and Stronghead’s, there
was a mess of footprints, suggesting nothing.
Beyond Stronghead’s there was only a rut
or two in the road, no fresh footprints.
Neither could he find any place up or down
where a body of men had stiuck off the
road. He was very sure they had not come
up past his place, where he had lain awake
all night with straining ears.

All this suggested to him that the body,
if there was a body, must be concealed in
one of the houses, and he transferred his

IS

search from door to door. No obstacle was
raised. Indeed, the men cheerfully helped
him to pull up the floors to make sure there
was no freshly dug grave beneath. This
advanced him not a jot.

Kenaston did not minimize Stella’s im-
portant place in his mystery. He had not
forgotten that she had instantly thought
of murder when the quarrel started in
Stronghead’s place, but, dreading the ordeal,
he left her until the last. He found the
other woman still with her, and Stella re-
fused to talk to him without her being
present.

Plain terror showed in the girl's white
face, and it was clear to Kenaston that she
too had knowledge of what had happened.
His formal questioning elicited nothing.
He spared her anything further, He had a
weaker vessel to resist him here, and he
guessed he could probably break her down
if he chose. Remembering her agony of the
night before, he took his chance of being
dismissed from the force rather than save
himself that way.

The missing man’s effects were still in
Kenaston’s shack. He went through them.
It was only a traveling-outfit and, notwith-
standing Baldy’s means, a meager one; a
few articles of clothing, blankets, cooking-
utensils and grub. All Baldy’s money went
into whisky and horse-flesh. There were no
papers, letters, memoranda, nothing to
shed any light on the owner’s taking-off.

He devoted the remaining hours of day-
light to a minute and systematic search of
the ground adjacent to camp. In his mind
he laid out the territory in squares, and
traversed every foot of one square before
passing to the next. Not a sign of any dis-
turbance of the earth rewarded him; not
even an unexplained footprint.

Early on the following day he went to it
again, spending fifteen hours on his feet
with no better success. He completed an
entire circuit of the camp for a space of
three hundred yards all around, with an
excursion down the tote-road beyond
Stronghead’s to the end of the grade.

For his years, Kenaston was no mean
tracker. No rain had fallen and, even
though they might have buried the body
still farther off, he could not understand
how they had succeeded in crossing the
stretch he had searched—and carrying a
heavy burden too, without leaving their
tracks behind them.

o
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He was now completely at a loss.
began to have a despairing feeling that
there must be hocus-pocus in it. A body is
not so easy to dispose of. It was his first
case, and his own youth and inexperience
scared him. He sent out another letter for
aid. This, he learned long afterward, got
no farther than the first.

During these days Kenaston worked and
vexed his brain in solitude, which is not
good for a man, least of all for a young one.
Lack of sleep and worry caused the bloom-
ing color that gave him his derisive nick-
name to fade. The worst of it was the inac-
tion. There was nothing for him to do,
having completed his search, but watch and
wait, and hope against hope for aid from
the outside. '

He occasionally met Curly, who gave
him a friendly look but no speech. It hap-
pened at this time that a continued spell of
hot weather had swollen all the mountain
streams. An important bridge had been
washed out below, and no freight or sup-
plies were coming_through, so that the
camp was more than ever cut off from the

world.

@ Kenaston was eating his lonesome
supper by the window of his shack,

when Curly came by outside and,. pausing

with a great pretense of looking over

toward Stella’s, said:

“The meat is running low. . I’m going up
on the mountain to-night to see if I can get
a goat at daybreak. Like to come?”

Kenaston’s heart leaped at the prospect
of companionship.

“Sure!” he said.

“Bring a blanket and a little grub, and
meet me in an hour at the mouth of Falls
Creek. Better not let anybody see you
coming.”

Kenaston cleaned up his shack and, after
letting the proper time elapse,. struck
straight back into the bush from his stable,
to avoid observation. Reaching the shore
of the little river in the bottom of the valley
that collected the mountain streams one
by one, he proceeded up-stream to the
point Curly had named. A rough boom
had been thrown across the river here to
facilitate the crossing of the surveyors of
the line.

Curly was waiting at the other side.

“Thought you needed a bit of an outing,”

AT THE end of the third day

He'
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he said offhand. “A man’s got to change
his thoughts or he goes stale.”

“Right!” said Kenaston. “I
this.”

“Let’s agree not to mention the case of
Baldy till we get back, and avoid trouble,”
suggested Curly.

“Agreed!” said Kenaston,
forget it for a while.”

They applied themselves to their climb
without further parley. For the first hour
the way led up over the tangled, fallen
tree-trunks alongside the bed of the stream.
At the brink of the feathery cataract which
gave the water-course its name they struck
a trail worn in the first place by the moun-
tain-goats themselves, who do not choose
to go around obstructions, but over them.

Speech was impossible except at the mo
ments when they paused to breathe, when
Curly would call Kenaston’s attention toa
new glimpse of the valley, or Kenaston
would point out an effect of the failing light
over the westernmost spur of the mountain.
The man of the open who deprecates the
display of feeling, almost with horror, in-
dulges himself this way. There is not much
under the wide sky that escapes him.

“Great!” Kenaston would say;
“Bully!” from Curly.

needed

“I want to

and

CHAPTER 1V
A CAMP ABOVE THE TIMBER-LINE

SHORTLY before dark they reached
their intended camping-place, at the
edge of the timber-line, a couple of thou-
sand feet above the valley. They built
their fire in a gully at the base of the naked
peak of rock. It made a cheerful glow in
the dark, and bannock and tea after the
climb was feod for Olympians. Afterward
there was tobacco-smoke and friendly
speech. Speech, however, proved not so
easy. Every avenue they chose led them
sooner or later to the tabooed subject.

Curly turned his back on the fire to look
down into the dim gulf beneath them. The
pale Summer stars around the rim seemed
to be under them where they sat.

“Gosh! you seem to get a fresh start up
here!” he said. “The things that bothered
you down there don’t seem to matter %
much.”

“Sure!” Kenaston agreed. “It’s great
to find out suddenly how big the world &
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and that there’s something else besides——’"

‘“‘Besides what?”

“Oh, the things that worry you till every-
thing else is shut out,” Kenaston explained
vaguely. “I'll hate to go down again to-
morrow. What are you looking at?”

“Oh, just to see if any of the lights in
camp show. But it’s too straight down.”

“Her light?” suggested Kenaston slyly.

“If you like.”

“How is she?”

“All right,” Curly said with a constrained
air that shut off further questioning along
that line.

A silence resulted.

“Anyway,” said Kenaston after a while,
“we’re good friends. Even this business
can’t spoil that.”

“You bet it can’t,” said Curly. “Say,'m
sorry for the rotten position you’re in.
But it’s bound to come right. I tell you
there’s been no wrong done.”

“Easy,” warned Kenaston. “We'’re get-
ting pretty close!”

They rolled up side by side in their
blankets. Curly, like a man with a mind
at ease, immediately fell asleep; Kenaston
not so quickly. But there was refreshment
to body and soul in the keen air of the
mountain-height, and comfort in the near
breathing of his friend. A healthy reaction
from his worries set in.

“Hang it all, I’ve done the best I could!”
he said to himself. “Let them come up and
pitch me out, and find out who did it if
they can!”

Whereupon he rolled over and went to
sleep likewise.

The first night on the ground after sleep-
ing in a bed is bound to be more or less

troubled. By and by Kenaston awoke and, -

finding sleep banished from his eyelids, sat
up to enjoy night on the mountain for
a while. He filled his pipe, and lighted it
from an ember of the dying fire. Curly
slept still, but restlessly, tossing in his
blanket and muttering.

Kenaston smiled at the muttering, and
his eyes softened on the other. His friend!
A young man’s breast lifts up at the word.
No woman had a place in Kenaston’s heart,
and it was all for his friend.

Curly’s wotds earlier had reassured the
trooper. He went on to dream of the time
when this wretched business should be
ended, the crime discovered, Stronghead or

whoever it was punished, Curly and Stella
2

happily married, and he, Ken, the friend of
them both.

Suddenly Curly said in his sleep with
perfect distinctness:

“He’s dead.”

[.] ALL the blood rushed to Kenas-
SR ton’s heart, and he forgot his dream
and his pipe. A painful struggle
was precipitated in his breast. He had
heard that if a sleeping man be questioned
according to the trend of his dream, very
often he will answer truly. But he could
not cause his friend thus to betray his secret
while he slept. That was unthinkable; he
would not ask the question. Howsoever,
it may be that the great desire in his heart
to know communicated itself to the sleeping
man. At any rate the question was an-
swered without being asked.

“Baldy Red,” Curly went on in the
hurrying toneless voice of the sleeper.
“Sh?’t through the heart, and a good job,
too.

An agony of indecision scattered all
Kenaston’s faculties. Duty dragged him
one way, loyalty to his friend the other.
The two things were of nearly equal force
within him, and the struggle was frightful.
A cold sweat broke out over him. He tried
to rise, but he was chained down. Mean-
while the great desire to know still exerted
itself, and again the question was answered
without being asked.

“Put him in the middle of camp, and the
trooper will never find him. Bury him in
the mud-hole in front of Jim Kettle’s place.”

With all his heart Kenaston wished the
words unspoken. But there they were, and
must be acted on. The great question still
remained unanswered: Who did it? Ken-
aston would not allow himself to think it.
In a sudden panic lest his unconscious
friend should tell him any more, he leaned
over, and shook him.

“Wake up!” he said sharply.

“What’s the matter?” murmured Curly
sleepily in his own voice.

“Roll over,” said Kenaston.
snoring fit to wake the dead.”

“Oh, sorry!” said Curly, choosing a new
position, and immediately falling asleep
again. There was no more sleep for his
partner. )

When it grew light Curly automatically
awoke, and set about making a fire and
breakfast. Kenaston confessed that he had

“You’re
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not slept, and Curly ascribed it to the hard-
ness of their bed. His mind was now run-
ning on the hunt, and he was not very ob-
servant of such things anyway, so that
Kenaston’s haggard look and evasive eyes
suggested nothing further to him than
sleeplessness.

They set out in search of their prey.
Kenaston went on with it like a dream.
The chase was not eventful, and at break-
fast-time they returned to camp empty-
handed. Curly suggested they try again
next night. Kenaston agreed, but stipu-
lated that they sleep in their beds, and
start at daylight. He did not expect to go
himself.

Returning to camp, they passed the fate-
ful mud-hole in front of Jim Kettle’s in
company. This hole had some time since
been given up as a bad job, and the wagons
now passed around it. There was water in
it when all the rest of the road was dry. No
longer disturbed by wheels, the water was
clear on top, with muddy clouds hanging
suspended beneath. The morning sun was
reflected in a cheerful glare from the surface,

As they approached, Kenaston became
afflicted with horrid self-consciousness. His
heart began to beat as if he expected what
was hidden there to rise from the surface as
they passed. He wondered that Curly did
not read his knowledge of the secret in his
face. But Curly’s mind was untroubled.
He was whistling blithely, as they circled
the pool, and he kicked a clod of earth
into it.

“That place ought to be filled up,” he
remarked offhand.

It was a long, long day to Kenaston. He
schooled himself to sleep as long as he could.
Afterward, in order to divert suspicion, he
made believe to resume his search around
camp. But his thoughts never strayed from
the mud-hole, and what he expected to find
there that night. During the afternoon the
sky clouded over, promising complete dark-
ness later, which suited his purpose.

The idea of putting the corpse in such a
place savored of Stronghead’s ironic humor,
and Kenaston never doubted his man. His
police instinct was now thoroughly aroused.
While he still felt compunctions as to the
manner in which he had acquired the secret
from his friend, he had none toward Strong-
head. And he was beginning to taste the
sweets of success in prospect.

Self-confidence returned. To-day, when

he met Stronghead, and the old man
chaffed him, he could give as good as he
took. -

“T’ve got you!” he said to himself,

In thus dwelling on the satisfaction of
getting the best of Stronghead, he forgot
Stella Gurney’s unexplained interest in the
affair. He had not seen Stella since the
morning after the shooting.

{%‘ IT WAS one o’clock before perfect
‘\ quiet descended on the camp and

Kenaston could venture forth with
his spade. He wore rubber boots to his hips.
It was as dark as he had hoped. In a way
the darkness hampered his work, but it con-
cealed him, which was more important.
Now, unless some one stumbled on him,
there was little danger of his being inter-
rupted, for on one side of the pool was the
store, with Jim Kettle sleeping at a safe dis-
tance in a room behind, and on the other
side the Japanese, even though they might
hear or see him, were never the ones to give
the alarm. Arakawa and his partner She
gaihedai had an infinite capacity for mind-
ing their own business.

There was about two feet of water in the
center of the hole. Cautiously wading in,
Kenaston thrust his spade into the soft mud
of the bottom. He had two hours of com-
plete darkness before him, and he took his
time, lifting each spadeful from the water
with infinite care not to make a splash, and
letting it slide off on the hard ground beside
the hole. -

It was a rare dark night for the latitude.
The shadows of the shacks with the sug-
gestions of leaning tree-trunks behind made
a picture painted with lampblack on an
indigo ground. It was so still that a hint of
the snoring in the surrounding houses
reached Kenaston’s ears. Occasionally an
owl hooted down the valley.

He had lifted perhaps a double score of
spadefuls when, upon thrusting the imple-
ment down again, the iron point pressed
something softly resistant. A strong shud-
der passed through the trooper’s frame, and
all the ghoulish, churchyard tales he had
ever heard rushed back on him. He could
have vowed he smelled corruption in the
air. It was not an agreeable job to be en-
gaged on alone in the dead of night. Tiny
beads of sweat broke out on his forehead,
and he paused to wipe his face, and to steel
his nerves.
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This was hardly more than the beginning
of his work. Feeling his way with the spade
as best he could, he loosened the earth all
around the object that resisted it. When
he had removed all that he could explore
with the spade-point, he bent over and,
thrusting down his arms, dug with his
hands. Seizing the wrappings of the bundle
that lay there, he tugged at it with all his
strength. Little by little he loosened it.
Finally it yielded out of its clutching bed,
and out on the dry ground he drew a heavy
object of significant shape, wrapped in
many thicknesses of canvas encased in
dripping mud. By this time there was a
tinge of green in the indigo background.

Kenaston made no attempt to shovel
back the earth he had removed. His dis-
covery was bound to come to light in the
morning anyway. He wondered, in passing,
how they had been able to put the body
away without leaving any sign. He dragged
his bundle up the road, no longer especially
careful to make no sound. However, the
camp was sunk in slumber, and no one
heard him.

Reaching his own door at last, he lit a
lantern and, cutting the ropes around the
bundle—a piece of the very rope that had
bound his arms on the same night—un-
rolled the many wrappings, and looked on
what was contained within.

In a wilder state of civilization, such
sights are taken more as a matter of course.
Death is always just behind a tree, and
they are on grim, familiar, joking terms
with him. Kenaston was young, but it was
not the first time he had looked on death by
violence. He held up his lantern and gazed
down with the same old, and ever new, start
of amazement and awe. What was it that
had changed the sanguine, boisterous,
egotistical man he had supped with to this
. insensate lump dragged about by one and
another, and thrust into a hole?

N WHILE he contmued to look, his
k&‘/ mind ran busily ahead. It would
%’ be no easy matter to arrest Strong-
head and carry him out in the face of the
whole camp. Stronghead had given his
word not to run away. Perhaps it might be
better not to say anything, to take no action
until he got help. In that case, he reflected,
should he not try to conceal the evidences
of his work in the mud-hole, and hide the
body in the stable until he was ready to act?

Kenaston never doubted that Strong-
head had fired the shot. The wound in the
body was horridly obvious. As he looked
at it, Kenaston slowly frowned, and his
heart began to contract with apprehension.
It was too big. Stronghead’s revolver, as
everybody knew, was a modern, hammer-
less .32. This gaping hole had never been
made by a .32. Kenaston hurriedly turned
the body over. In doing so, he felt the
bullet behind the back under the coat, and
presently it rolled out on the ground. It
was of .44 caliber. There was only one gun
in camp of that size, and it belonged to
Curly Briscoe.

He let the body fall back, and stood gaz-
ing at it stupidly, while the fact burned it-
self in. His friend! He hated his job then.
The brave career he had planned for him-
self turned to dust and ashes. Anything
but a policeman to hunt down one’s friends!
For the moment he was ready to burn the
red coat, and cast in his lot with the law-
breakers.

But a spark of hope sprang into life. The
conviction that Stronghead had done the
thing still stuck in his mind. The fact that
Baldy had been shot with Curly’s revolver
did not necessarily prove that Curly had
aimed it. Stronghead might not have had
his weapon handy, while Curly, it was
known, always carried his. What more
natural than for Curly to lend it to the
older man?

But Kenaston looked again, and his
hopes were quenched. For he saw that two
hats had been wrapped up with the body;
the first, Baldy’s own battered black derby,
the other, a dashing, stiff-brimmed Stetson,
with a tooled leather band. It was Curly’s;
his name was written inside. A double
bullet-hole through the crown explained
the necessity of putting it away, and ac-
counted for one of the shots Kenaston had
heard. He could no longer doubt what had
happened. Baldy’s revolver had been
buried with him also. Two of the chambers
were empty.

It was now beginning to grow light, and
Kenaston blew out his lantern. He could
not bear to leave the grim relic exposed to
the merciless day, and he dragged it out of its
coverings, inside the shack. The soaking,
muddy canvas he gathered up and thrust
within his stable. Returning to the house,
he changed his clothes and removed the
traces of his night’s work from his person.
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This done, he stood gazing at the clay with
hanging arms, at a loss what to do next,
when suddenly a shrill, sweet, whistled call
broke on his ears. It was the meadow-
lark’s song, the private signal agreed upon
between him and Curly. He had forgotten
that Curly was coming to breakfast with
him. A groan broke from him, and he
instinctively thrust the body under his bed.

CHAPTER V
BRAVADO

CURLY breezed in, as cool and smiling
4 as the morning itself. He carried a

“Overslept myself,” he announced cheer-
fully. “We ought to have been ready to
start by now.”

Kenaston, making believe to busy him-
self with the stove, stole a surprised glance
at his friend. This was anything but the
picture of a man with a killing on his con-
science. He wondered how Curly had avoid-
ed seeing the disturbance at the mud-hole
on his way. Perhaps this air of his was
mere bravado. But his look was as open
as the sky.

“Haven’t you started the fire yet!” Curly
went on. putting the pail down. “You're
as bad as me. I brought water.”

This explained how he had missed seeing
the mud-bole. He had come by way of
the camp’s common well, which was be-
hind Jim, Kettle’s place. Kenaston wished
that Curly had taken warning. How was
he to tell him out and out? How was he
to arrest a man that had come to eat with
him?

He was reminded by a tinkling sound in
his pocket that he had a pair of handcuffs
ready. His hand shook as he lighted the
fire. Impartially observing them both, an
onlooker would unhesitatingly have picked
Kenaston as the man with guilt on his soul.

“You’re looking seedy,” said Curly. “No
sleep yet?”

Kenaston shook his head.

“Can’t understand it,” said Curly. ‘“I'd
sleep if it was my last night on earth.
You’re hipped on this Baldy business. Put
it out of your mind for a while.

“That’s easy to say,” muttered Kenas-
ton.

Curly came further into the shack. “The
floor’s all wet,” he said unsuspiciously.
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“From—from my bath,” stammered Kep-
aston.

Curly commented facetiously on his
friend’s high-flown notions of cleanliness
and produced pipe and tobacco.

“If breakfast isn’t ready I've got to stay
my stomach with a smoke. Rotten bad
habit, eh?”

He plumped himself down on the edge of
the bed. Kenaston shuddered. From
across the room he could see what was
under it.

Curly sniffed delicately.

“I must say for a clean man you keep a
funny smell around your place,” he said
teasingly. “Somethmg stale. You need to
fumigate, old man.’

Kenaston dropped a stick of wood thh
a clatter. Never until now had he sus-
pected the existence of nerves in himself,
He made no attempt to reply.

Curly rattled on unheedingly.
ing to be a bully fine day! The air up
there is like champagne. We'll have a
great time. Forget your troubles, old man.
Loosen up! Let’s be jolly while we——"

He stopped. Kenaston, looking at him
swiftly, saw that he was staring down at
the floor between his feet. A trickle of
water was slowly creeping from under the
bed, with little twists and pauses on the
floor like a sluggish worm. Kenaston held
his breath.

“Where's that from?” said Curly cur-
ously.

“Look and see,” said Kenaston hoarsely.

Curly looked at his friend, surprised at
his tone. Then, ducking his head, he

“It’s go-

‘glanced under the bed. He sprang up,

drawing a sharp breath between his teeth.
For an instant his eyes bolted wildly, his
head went back. He couldn’t get breath
enough. But he forced down the clamps of
his self-control, and presently his eyes met
Kenaston’s firmly. They looked at each
other in pale, grim silence. There was no
sound in the shack but the murmur of the
newly lit fire in the stovepipe.
g “So you found him. Smart work.
Why didn’t you tell me when I first
came in?” -
Kenaston avoided his eye. “I—I tried
to,” he said. “You made it hard for me.”

A harsh note of laughter broke from
Curly.

AT LAST Curly said quietly enough,
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“You've got a great way of breaking the
news,” he said.

“Maybe you think this is easy for me,”
Kenaston burst out.

“Easy? What do you mean?”’

“Well, I found the bullet and your hat.
T know you did it.”

Curly threw up his head.

“Very well, I did do it,” he said deﬁa.nt-
Iy. “And D d do it again.”

Kenaston stared. “You take it pretty
easy,” he said.

“You don’t know what led up to it,”
Curly said. His voice rang oddly. ‘“Some-
body had to do it; and why not me?
Though they string me up in the jiil court-
yard, and burn my body in lime, I'll never
be sorry for it!”

“Tell me about it?” said Kenaston.

Curly shook his head.

“Not as an officer,” Kenaston said stiffly.

“It’s not my secret,” said Curly.

There was a silence. They watched each
other askance. It was now fully light out-
of-doors, and through the side window of
the shack they could see the pink flush of
sunrise creeping down the snowy flank of
Mount Ellerslie. Around camp the sleepy
chickadees were beginning to bestir them-
selves.

“Well what are you going to do about
it?”” asked Curly at last.

“I've got to arrest you,”

Curly nodded.

“Will you give me your parole?”’ asked
the trooper.

Curly promptly shook his head.
erty is sweet,” he said with a smile.

Kenaston made a step toward him.
“Then I've got to——"’

Curly broke for the door. Kenaston was
too far away to intercept him, but with
lightning swiftness he caught up a chair,
and slung it across the floor ahead of Curly.
It was timed to a nicety. Curly sprawled
helplessly over it. Before he could recover

Kenaston said.

“Lib-

himself, Kenaston was upon him, and the

handcuffs clicked.

They picked themselves up, avoiding
each other’s eyes. In the conflict of his
emotions Kenaston scowled and pursed up
his lips to whistle, like a guilty schoolboy
trying to look unconscious.

“I'm sorry,” he growled. ‘“Maybe it
wasn’t quite square, the chair. But the
odds are against me. I can’t take any
chances.”

“Square enough all right,” Curly said, as
uncomfortable as the other. “I’'m not
blaming you.”

Kenaston closed the door, and stared un-
happily out of the front window. Curly
with his manacled hands picked up his
pipe, and thrust it between his teeth again.
He turned the chair over, and straddled it
with his elbows on the back. Seeing Kenas-
ton’s dejected back he scowled fiercely.

“Oh, buck up, Ken!” he said in a voice
made harsh to conceal the real feeling in
it. “Gad! I don’t blame you a little bit!
It’s just the rotten circumstances we’re in.
You'’re a policeman and I’'m a killer, and
you couldn’t do any differently. What
does it matter? You're a good head, and
T'm a good head and we think a heap of
each other. Nothing can change that!”

Kenaston made no answer, but his re-
lief and gratitude showed in a sidelong
gleam of his eye toward his friend. He
turned to the stove, and made a great clat-
ter among the covers and the pots to hide
his confusion.

“We've got to eat, anyway,” he said
grufily.

Curly whipped up his cheerful spirits.

“Yea, bo! Though we hang as high as
Danny Deever in the morning!” he cried.
“My pipe went out in the fracas. Strike a
match for me, old boy. T’ll make you wait
on me hand and foot now!”

Kenaston’s spirits leaped gratefully to
join him in his foolery.

“My foot will wait on you promptly,
anyway,”’ he retorted.

He held the lighted match over the bowl
of Curly’s pipe, and their eyes beamed
kindly on each other again. It was a great
relief to their feelings to slang each other.

“Hey! Get a move on with the break-
fast!” cried Curly. “You're as slow as
Stronghead’s old bell-mare at the head of
the pack-train!”

“What do you expect?” retorted Kenas-
ton. ‘A man can’t be undertaker, police-
man and cook all at once!”

“Undertaker?”” Curly flung back,
grave-robber, you!”

They laughed like boys.

Curly’s bravado knew no limits.

“I say,” he went «n with a nod over his
shoulder. “Suppose we ask our friend to
wait outside. Two’s company; three’s a
crowd. Breakfast won’t do him any good.
He's lost his taste for bacon.”

“You
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“Watch the bacon, then,” said Kenaston.
“I’ve lugged him up and down already un-
til my back aches!”

And so, while Curly stirred the bacon
with his bound hands, the intruder was as-
sisted out of the shack. Curly never ceased
his humorous commentary, but it was ob-
servable that he kept his back turned from
the time that It appeared from under the
bed until It disappeared through the door.
Kenaston removed It to the stable, and laid

It upon fresh straw.

; s

a ridge, bacon, tea and bread. When
* it was put on the table they looked
at each other in embarrassment. Curly
suddenly thrust out his hands.

“Parole for half an hour,” he said humor-
ously. “I’ve no notion of being fed like a
suffragette.”

Kenaston unlocked the handcuffs, and
laid them on the table between them. They
continued to joke largely, to hide the fact
that neither had any appetite.

“Rotten food,” said Curly.

“What do you expect? Peacocks’
tongues?” retorted Kenaston. ‘““You're
the guest of the Government now. No-
body kicks at f ee grub.”

“Government be blowed!” said Curly.
“When we get down to Carlingford I’ll
have my meals sent into the jail from
Crazy Ike’s. Best restaurant on the linei
Gad! think of eating fried eggs again! Do
you remember what an egg tastes like,
Ken? Tll eat a dozen a day while you're
choking on Government rations.”

“Don’t you worry,” said Kenaston. “I’ll
be your guard, and I’ll have to eat h If of
everything that’s sent in to make sure they
are not slipping you a rat-tail file.”

When Curly was finished eating he coolly
picked up the handcuffs, and snapped them
on his wrists again.

“What’s the order of the day, Cap?” he
asked with a show of unconcern.

“We’ve got to be on the road in ten min-
utes,” said Kenaston.

“Afraid of an attempted rescue, eh?”” said
Curly slyly. “You could hardly expect me
to help you fight them off, could you?”

“I shouldn’t expect it, » said Kenaston
good-humoredly.

“You know I’ve only to raise my voice

suggested Curly with a shrewd look.

“I know it,” said Kenaston grimly.

BREAXKFAST consisted of por-
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Getting up, he strapped on his belt with
service-revolver and shells.

“For me?”’ asked Curly with a twinkle.

Kenaston shook his head.. ‘For any-
body who lays a hand on you.”

“Well I'm not going to bawl for help like
a slapped brat,” said Curly. -

Kenaston busied himself making ready
for their ride.

“What are you going to do with——2"

Curly nodded in the direction of the
stable.

“Leave him,” said Kenaston. “T’ll send
back Stukeley from Mile Fifty-Three to put
him away. Look here,” he went on,
“there’s one thing I'd like to know. You
don’t have to tell me if you don’t want to.”

“What’s that?” asked Curly.

“How did you put him away without
leaving any marks?”’

“We drove a wagon up beside the hole
and threw all the dirt in it. Then we shov-
eled it back ‘without its touching the
ground.”

“No wonder!” said Kenaston.

He sat down to strap on his spurs, and
Curly, rising, went to the front window and
looked out. For many seconds he stood
there without moving. Finally the trooper
stood up.

“All ready,” he said.

Curly turned swiftly. There was a great
change in his face. The light of reckless
bravado had failed, and the heavy, anxious
lines that Kenaston had seen before were
drawn around his eyes and mouth.

“Ken,” he stammered, “God knows I
hate to ask it, but how can I go with-
out——"

“Without what?” asked Kenaston, sur-
prised.

“Ken, I've got to see Stella before I go,”
he blurted out.

Here was emotion forcing another crisis
on them. Kenaston came to a dead stop.
His face fell absurdly. He scowled.

“How can I, Curly?” he said with an ag-
grieved air. “It isn’t right. You shouldn’t
ask it. Think of the fuss she’d make! It
would queer the whole thing! What good
would it do?”

“She’s all alone over there,” Curly went
on, muttering hurriedly and shamefacedly,
still looking out of the window. “How can
I leave her without a word? Nothing is
understood between us. How can I go
without knowing where I stand? There’s
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her to think of, too. She’d imagine the
worst, finding me gone with you. I want
to cheer her up a little. You don’t know
what she’s been through!”

“Don’t I!” thought Kenaston.

“‘Be fair to me, Ken,” Curly hurried on.
““You know if I resisted arrest it would
bring the whole camp about your ears.
They’d never let you take me. But I'm
going quietly. You owe me this much.
Don’t make me beg it of you!”

“It’s just the same. You might as well
go direct to Stronghead,” objected Kenas-
ton. “Shé'll never let me take you. And
I can’t fight her.”

“You don’t know her!” said Curly quick-
ly. “She’s clear grit. She’ll do what I tell
her. T'll explain to her. Il make her
promise not to raise an alarm till we’ve
been gone two hours.”

Kenaston scowled the harder as he weak-

ened. ‘“How can I let you go over there?”
he growled.
“You go,” said Curly eagerly. “I swear

T’ll not stir from here, or make a sound
while you’re gone. Bring her back with
you. Five minutes is all I ask. You can
hear everything I say.”

“I don’t want to hear it,” said Kenas-
ton in hasty alarm.

He hung in a wretched state of indeci-
sion.

“Ken,” said Curly, “if it was you——"

“Oh, I'll bring her,” he blurted out, and
darted out of the door, fearing a demonstra-

tion of gratitude.
@ ed on Stella’s door. A startled
voice presently answered him.

“Who is it?”

“Kenaston.”

‘““What do you want?”

“Briscoe is at my shack, and we want to
speak to you for a moment. Will you come
over?”’

“Is anything wrong?”

Kenaston was nonplused how to an-
swer. He fidgeted and frowned on the
doorstep. The frightened voice repeated
the question in a higher key.

“Please come right over,” he said gruffly.

When he came back Curly was still at
the window. ‘“Hold out your hands, com-
manded Kenaston.

Curly obeyed, and Kenaston unlocked
the handcuffs once more, and slipped them

CROSSING the clearing, he knock-
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in his pocket. They avoided each other’s
eyes.

“Thanks, old man,” said Curly.

“You can’t talk to a girl with your
hands tied,” mumbled Kenaston.

Almost immediately Stella came running
like a doe across the open space. The rich
hair that had ensnared Kenaston’s fancy,
and many another man’s besides, was flying
behind her in two soft braids. Stella had
the grace of Nature, which is best set off
by plain print dresses. The one she had
on was blue, lighter than her eyes. Stella’s
eyes were of a blue that arrested the atten-
tion a good way off, like a phenomenon.

A serene prettiness is potent enough in
its way, but the sight of beauty in distress
is like a two-edged sword to mow men
down. Stella’s wide, pained eyes and hag-
gard cheeks caused Kenaston a shock of
compassion that was like a physical hurt
in his breast. She swept past him where
he stood in the doorway, straight to Curly,
like an arrow. XKenaston quickly closed the
door on her, and went around the house to
saddle the horses, and drive the sight of
her from his mind.

When his beasts were ready he led them
out, and tethered them at the upper sdie
of the house, out of the range of sight of
anybody who might happen to look up the
street so early. He went back to the door.
The five minutes were up, but he could not
bear to break in on them. He hung there
unhappily, until presently Curly himself
opened the door. His face was grim and
drawn.

“You were right,” he muttered to Ken-
aston. “She shouldn’t have come. It only
hurts.”

M STELLA was standing inside, lean-
-3 | ing against the wall with her back
“ to the door, her face hidden in her
arm—the simple attitude of utter abandon-
ment to grief.

Kenaston scowled unhappily at the sight.

“All ready,” he whispered to Curly.
“Come on.”

She heard and wildly flung about.

“No! No! Not yet!” she cried.
a minute!”

“Stella!” Curly said harshly. “I prom-
ised him. And you promised me!”

“It’s more than I can bear,” she cried
wildly. “Kenaston, wait a minute. I want
to tell you something. Don’t you know

“Wait
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there are times when the law is in the
wrong? Look at me! You know me a lit-
tle; do you think me a bad woman? And
him, you know him, could he do anything
low or mean or cowardly? What does the
law want with him then? He did it for
me! What does the law want with dragging
my wretched story into the light?”
Kenaston felt that he trembled on the
verge of complete discovery, and he shrank

from it. The sight of her agony seemed .

to drag the heart out of his breast, and the
very pain of it turned him hard and stub-
born.

“Stella!” cried Curly again.

“I will tell him! I will tell him!” she
cried.

“I forbid you!” he commanded. “What
good is all this? The man has got to do
his duty. He’ll take me anyway. I prom-
ised to go.”

She collapsed in a chair. “Then go, go
quickly,” she said in a mufiled voice.

The two men went out, closing the door
behind them. Around the corner of the
house they untied the two horses and,
swinging themselves into the saddles, took
to the road without speaking. There was
nothing to say. Curly rode with his eyes
fixed on space like a blind man.

Just before the forest swallowed them
Kenaston cast a final glance over his shoul-
der down the road through the camp. Ashe
looked, a figure appeared on the last door-
step down the row, and stood stretching
in the early sunshine. It was Stronghead.
Kenaston schooled his nerves to betray no
movement. He glanced swiftly at Curly.
Curly did not look behind him.

Kenaston looked down the row again.
Stronghead had discovered them, and the
stretch was arrested midway. He darted
around the house. At that moment the two
riders were swallowed in the wood. If they
had got away but one minute earlier, Ken-
aston thought!

Curly had seen nothing. They trotted
briskly over the soft earth. At the bridge
Curly pulled his horse into a walk to avoid
making too much noise. At the other side
he drew up and held out his hands to Ken-
aston.

“Put ’em on,” he said brusquely. ‘“Pa-
role’s ended.”

Kenaston nodded, and did so. He broke
a switch. “We’ve got to ride,” he mut-
tered as brusque as the other. He gave
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Curly’s horse a sharp cut, and the two ani-
mals broke into a gallop.

CHAPTER VI
A GALLOP ON THE TOTE-ROAD _

KENASTON did not doubt they would
be followed, but he considered his
horses as good as any in camp and, barring
accidents, he was hopeful of showing clean
heels to the crowd. Moreover, he still had
the hope of meeting Stukeley or others of
his comrades on the way in to his help.

For thirty miles east of Mile Ninety-Two,
the road was execrable, and any speed was
out of the question for either Kenaston or
his pursuers. Enough curses had been
called down on the head of the engineer of
the tote-road to damn him to the deepest
pit, if they had been hearkened to. Per
haps he had done the best he could, but the
freighters were unable to understand why,
when the valley appeared to extend through
on a level, they were obliged to climb over
one steep spur of the mountains after an-
other. On the hills the way was broken
with rocks and holes; in the hollows it was
not a road, but a morass.

At the top of one of the long ascents,
Kenaston pulled up to breathe the horses,
and to look behind him. From this point
he could overlook a certain stretch of the
road in the bottom of the valley, nearly a
mile behind. As he watched the place he
saw a tiny black spot move across, followed
by another and another, four in all. They
were horses, and ridden at a gallop. Strong-

" head had not wasted any time.

Kenaston glanced at his prisoner. Curly
had seen the pursuers also but he made no
comment. The trooper slipped out of his
saddle and, unfastening his halter-rope,
tied Curly’s ankles together loosely under
the horse. _

“Sorry,” he said uncomfortably. “ButI
can’t take any chances.”

“Oh, rats, don't apologizel” growled
Curly.

That was about all the speech they ex-
changed en route.

Owing to the washout of the bridge down
the line there was no freighting on the road,
but they occasionally met pedestrians singly
and in pairs, with their packs on their backs,
either laborers looking for work on the grad
or gold-hunters with their field-glasses, thzli
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geological hammers and their ever-searching
eyes. The tote-road had this season un-
locked the pass for prospecting. All the
wayfarers stared curiously at the sweat-
covered horses, and the two grim young
men who bestrode them. The handcuffs
were not much in evidence while Curly held
his rein, but the relationship between red-
coat and the other was clear. The riders
paused to speak to none.

_ This valley leading down from Ellerslie
Pass was like a narrow corridor in the
earth, guarded by ranks upon ranks of sol-
dierly peaks, those behind looking over the
shoulders of the front rank, and glimpses
of others still farther and farther behind.

When it rained in the valley all the peaks
drew mantles of white about their shoulders,
and in the gullies above the old snow hard-
ened into ice, and each gully fed the thread
of a stream. The same river which flowed
below Ninety-Two still accompanied them,
gathering up its threads and its skeins from
the mountains, and waxing greater all the
way. By turns it meandered back and forth
through a bit of a green meadow, or plunged
hoarse-voiced through a gorge where the
valley narrowed.

Generally speaking the road was laid out
high above the proposed line of the railway.
Down below they had glimpses of the raw
grade, and the rock-cuttings. Most of the
camps were at some distance off the road.

Kenaston had hoped to bring his prisoner
into the post at Mile Fifty-Three before he
stopped. Here he could at least divide his
responsibility. He was sorely in need of
sleep. It was merciless to his horses to run
them hour upon hour, but with Strong-
head’s party somewhere close behind, he
felt impelled to urge them until they
dropped. While he was still fifteen miles
away they began to fail rapidly, and he was
obliged to consider what to do. If Strong-
head’s party was still following close, their
horses must be played out too. But it was
possible they might have secured fresh
mounts from one of the camps. Kenaston
was under the disadvantage that, while
Stronghead was able to get frequent reports
of his progress from the pedestrians, he had
no way of finding out what Stronghead was
doing. XKenaston finally decided to take
the time to change horses at Agnew’s
stopping-house, Mile Sixty-Five. Agnew
was known to have plenty of horses, some
good ones.

Up to this time they had met no one they
knew. About two miles from Agnew’s
they glimpsed two familiar figures from
afar, which caused Kenaston to frown,
and draw closer to his prisoner. It was
Husky Decker and Jim Bent of Mile
Ninety-Two, who had been sent down to the
plains a day or two before the accident of
Baldy to buy cattle to relieve the meat-
famine. A breed-boy was driving half a
dozen lean steers along the road, while
the two white men followed, lounging com-
fortably in their saddles.

2] IN ORDER to avoid stampeding
— the cattle, Kenaston was obliged to
slow down to a walk, and pull off
to one side. He took the bridle of Curly’s
horse, and led him past. Husky and the
other, taking in the significance of this
maneuver, pulled up, showing faces of un-
bounded astonishment. Evidently no news
had come down the line. They waited,
expecting an explanation. Kenaston saw of
course that he had nothing to hope for
from them. He observed with a secret anxi-
ety that their two horses were fresh, and
fretting at the bit. It was a point against
him.

“Hello! What’s up?”’ cried Husky.

Kenaston, nodding curtly, urged his
weary horses into a canter again.

“Police business,” he said stifly. “Sorry,
can’t stop.”

Curly, passing his friends, winked at
them, and waved his manacled hands.

Topping a slight rise some hundreds of
yards beyond, Kenaston looked back.
Husky and Jim were still sitting on their
motionless horses, looking in his direction
as if stupefied with astonishment. The hiil
cut them off. A mile farther, hearing hoofs
behind him, Kenaston looked again, and
saw the two riding hard on his trail. Seeing
him look around they pulled up and foi-
lowed, keeping the same distance, to Ag-
new’s. When Kenaston rode into the
stable-yard they drew up at the gate and
waited there, making no attempt to inter-
fere, but attentively watching all that went
on.

It was a typical freighters’ stopping-
house, built at the edge of an unexpected
meadow in the bottom of the valley. The
yard was fenced with stout pine-poles,
three bars high. As they rode in the gate
a little log shack faced them, thatched with



26

sprouting sods, and with door and window
comically askew. On their left was the
stable, crouching low on the ground for
warmth, and the corral with its higher fence
between stable and dwelling. On the other
side only the three-bar fence separated the
yard from the little “prairie.”

In answer to Kenaston’s peremptory
hail, old Agnew appeared in his doorway.

Just how old he was, no one knew. He
was gone in the knees and his back was
bowed. They called him “Link” Agnew,
it may be because his eyesight was still
keen, or because like the lynx he was all of a
color; clothes, skin and hair, an ashy brown
that rendered him almost invisible against
his customary background.

“T want two horses,” Kenaston said.
“Police business.”

The old man took time to weigh the situ-
ation before he answered, and his cunning
eyes showed a gleam that bespoke anything
but friendliness to redcoats.

“Horses?” he drawled, without moving.

Kenaston was already on the ground,
busy with his girths.

“Horses, I said!” he repeated with a
commanding glance. ‘“‘And_ look sharp!”

The old man hobbled across the yard
with a burlesque assumption of decrepi-
tude; groaning loudly, one hand on the small
of his back. The men at the gate snick-
ered. Kenaston’s face burned, but he held
himself in. A young man is at a disadvan-
tage with a septuagenarian. Old Link
knew he was safe. Meanwhile Kenaston’s
anxious ears already imagined more hoofs
pounding the trail.

He gritted his teeth, and worked with
dogged swiftness. After throwing off his
own saddle and bridle, he untied Curly’s
feet and motioned him to dismount and
stand by the fence. Removing the other
saddle and bridle, he led the wearied horses
into the corral and turned them loose.
Curly, meanwhile, coolly produced smoking-
materials and, aided by the top bar of the
fence, filled his pipe and lighted it with a
deftness that suggested he might have been
handcuffed all his life.

Link Agnew presently issued from the
stable leading a pair of horses, with loud
oaths and comic byplay. It was an”aged
team that had been worn out on the grade,
raw-boned, spavined, and dejected of mien.

“Whoa there, Silver-Heels! Whoa, Star-
light!”” he roared, jerking their halters in an

Adventure

assumed passion, while the old horses
pricked up their ears and stared at him in
mild astonishment. “Darn you, be quiet!
Hanged if I give you any oats for a week!”

The men at the gate roared. Curly
laughed too, with a deprecating side-glance
at Kenaston. It was not at all funny to the
trooper. He set his jaw and, avoiding the
circus in the middle of the yard, strode
forthwith into the stable to look about for
himself. The good horses were well known
up and down the road. He saw a gray
that he recognized, and a speedy sorrel geld-
ing and, untying them, led them out,

-Tying them to the fence he saddled the
gray for Curly. Link now appeared to think
better of his antics and, letting his old
horses stray, came over and started to sad-
dle the sorrel. When the gray was ready,ata
word from Kenaston, Curly swung himself
into the saddle, and Kenaston tied his
ankles as before. Kenaston felt a sense of
gratitude toward his friend and prisoner.
Curly at least did nothing to make his job
any harder, and he might easily have done so.
All this time Kenaston’s ears were stretched
for the sound of more hoofs on the road.

Link got the sorrel ready, and strolled
away toward the house with an innocent
air. Kenaston did not see the wink he
tipped the two men at the gate. But the
minute he touched the saddle he realized
how he had been fooled again, The sorrel
sprang all four feet in the air, and plunged,
bucking and squealing with rage, all around
the yard. Husky and Jim could not con-
tain their mirth at the sight. Link watched
from his door with well-feigned astonish-
ment. The two old horses trotted out of
harm’s way into the stable.

A bucking horse had no terrors for the
policeman, and he kept his seat easily.
But the precious moments were flying, and
Kenaston enjoyed being laughed at no more
than any other young man. A wholesome
rage purpled his cheeks, and made his blue
eyes snap. The horse was not a bad one,
and he guessed what was the matter. Sev-
eral minutes gpassed before he was able to
dismount. As5soon as he left the saddle the
horse quieted. But it was too late; he now
heard plainly what he had been fearing: the
sound of many more hoofs up the road.

Lifting his saddle he saw, as he expected,
that Link had left a crease in the saddle-
blanket across the horse’s backbone. Ha-
stily smoothing it and girthing up again, he
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mounted. At- that instant Stronghead,
Jim Kettle, Wingy Degnon and Slim Pete
Waters rode around a bend in the road.

SEEING XKenaston and Curly a
view-halloo broke from them; and
loud greetings were exchanged with
Husky and Jim Bent. The newcomers
drew up at the gate. Kenaston saw that
their horses were as weary as his own had
been. Possessing himself of Curly’s bridle-
rein, he watched them grimly. Six to one
was heavy odds, and there was old Link
besides, who would not scruple to cut him
down from behind if the chance offered.

There was a low-voiced consultation at
the gate, Stronghead apparently explaining
to Husky and Jim Bent what had hap-
pened at Mile Ninety-Two and instructing
them as to the part they were now to play.
At the end of it these two turned their horses’
heads and trotted on down the road, cutting
off Kenaston’s way to Mile Fifty-Three.

Leaving the three others in the gateway,
Stronghead then rode into the yard. He
came toward Kenaston.

“Hello, boys,” he cried with sardonic
geniality. “You rode away this morning
without telling us good-by.”

Kenaston drew his revolver.

“Keep your distance,” he said harshly.
“I will shoot any man that interferes with
my prisoner.”

Stronghead laughed loudly, echoed of
course from the gate. '

“Bless his rosy cheeks!” he cried. “A
reg’lar little firecracker ain’t he! I bet
you're a reader of Old Sleuth’s Library,
sonny.”

Kenaston kept his face.

“Order your men to stand away from the
gate,” he commanded.

“Stand away from the gate, men,”
roared Stronghead, leering at them.

They did not move of course. Strong-
head looked back at Kenaston with an inno-
cent, ironic shrug.

“I can’t handle them,” he said.

Link Agnew had ventured out of his
shack again.

“I want horses,” Stronghead said to him.

The two of them disappeared inside the
stable. Kenaston looked about him sharp-
ly. There was but the one gate to the yard.
He could not risk rushing it, for in a mix-up
the trembling sorrel was the least dependable
of all the horses, and if he bolted with him

- en that one.

he would surely lose his prisoner. He had
a sense of being trapped there. He backed
his horse and Curly’s against the fence, and
grimly watched his chance. He had no
doubt that Stronghead was preparing some
ingenious surprise for him. It was hard to
feel their lines tightening about him, and
be obliged to wait for them to act.

Meanwhile the men at the gate had pleas-
antries for Curly. .

i “?Hey there, Curly, goin’ to ’list in the po-
Ce »

“’List nothing!” retorted Curly. “If
they offer me a commission I’ll think it
over.”

“I'm goin’ to join the Salvation Army,”
said Wingy. “Bet I'll be a major ahead
o’ you.”

“Drum-major, maybe.”

“Ask Rosy-Cheeks what he uses for the
complexion,” drawled Slim Pete.

“Ask him yourself.”

And so on.

Link Agnew came out of the stable lead-
ing a strong buckskin that Kenaston knew.
He was not as fast a horse as the sorrel, but
he had good sense and endurance. The
trooper blamed himself for not having chos-
Old Link was spry enough
now. He changed Stronghead’s saddle and
bridle to the fresh horse, and went back for
another.

The buckskin was known as a jumper.
A light broke upon Kenaston. He saw his
opportunity, and he hesitated not a second.
Suddenly urging his two horses forward he
rode ahead of Curly, and sprang from the
sorrel to the buckskin without touching
earth, an old police trick. The sorrel went
cantering around the yard.

Seizing Curly’s bridle again, and wheeling
both horses, he put them squarely to the
fence, urging them with voice and spur.
It was a long chance to take, but it won.
They took the jump cleanly. He let go
Curly’s rein as they rose. The animals re-
covered well and bounded like jack-rabbits
across the meadow to the road.

It was all accomplished in a few seconds.
The three, seeing Kenaston’s intention,
shouted and urged their horses into the
yard. But they crowded each other in the
gate and, by the time they got in, Kenaston
and Curly were out.

Turning, they dashed out again, and
down the road to intercept them, but their
horses were spent. Seeing the uselessness of
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such a chase, they pulled up and came back
for fresh horses. Kenaston and his prisoner
gained the road and, galloping up a little

rise, passed out of sight.
# once more they heard hoofs behind
them, and Kenaston turning saw
the sorrel coming like the wind bearing
Stronghead. There was nothing on the
road could equal this horse for speed. Ken-
aston pulled his horses aside, and Strong-
head flashed by, sawing at the bit.

With three before him and three behind
him in the road, Kenaston was not much
better off than before, but at least he was
out of his trap and in motion. Things
can not look so black when the blood is
racing. It was a nerve-racking ride for the
young trooper. He knew that those ahead
would never allow him to bring his prisoner
into Mile Fifty-Three without an attempt at
rescue, and he did not know behind what
bend in the road or clump of willows or
jutting point of rock they lay in wait.

Thrusting his left arm through Curly’s
bridle-rein, he guided his own horse with his
left hand. In his right he carried his re-
volver free and, putting down his head,
rode hard.

They came upon a man walking in the
road who drew aside, startled at the sight
of the gun. Pulling up, Kenaston eagerly
questioned him. He said that three men
had passed him but a minute or two before,
riding at a gallop. So they had joined forces.
Kenaston wondered a little why they should
still be riding hard, as if they were the fugi-
tives, and he in pursuit.

He went on at a more moderate pace. A
few minutes later they met a small party of
laborers walking in. These men swore
that no other riders had passed them with-
in an hour. Kenaston, hearing this, set his
jaw. It was evident the ambuscade was
prepared.

There was nothing for him to do but to
ride straight into it and take his chance.
To wait would simply be to allow them to
close up on him fiom behind. Nor could he
leave the road, for the mountainside was
impassible for horses. He spurred on reck-
lessly, holding his revolver ready.

They rode through a stretch of poplar-
bush with thick undergrowth, and issued out
in anothe1 meadow, flat and narrow between
the bases of the mountains on either side.

TEN minutes later, riding hard,

-up in Kenaston’s breast.

Adventure

Kenaston was surprised that they were al-
lowed to reach it unmolested. There was
no sign of their adversaries in the long open
space. At the other end stood another
stopping-house, Pete Leduc’s. Hope sprang
Since the odds
were so great against him, he determined to
intrench himself in this shack, until he could
by some means get word to the post, now
only nine miles away.

The hope was no sooner born than it died.
There arose a great shouting and pounding
of hoofs behind them, and the three men
came galloping after them out of the wood.
They had hidden to let them pass. Kenas-
ton struggled hard to pull up, for he saw
their plan, but his horse and Curly’s, mad-
dened by the shouts and the pounding of
hoofs behind them, were not to be stayed.

The whole six of them tore across the
meadow as in arace. Stronghead had chos
en his spot well, this level, soft stretch of
road. Kenaston sensed the lariat swinging
around Husky’s head.. He endeavored to
swerve, but his horse was unmanagable.
The noose sang through the air, and dropped
over Kenaston’s shoulders. Instantly Hus-
ky’s horse, in obedience to the bit, planted
his four feet and slid.

Kenaston was plucked out of his saddle
like a raspberry from its stem, and flung
violently on the ground. His revolver ex-
ploded harmlessly as he struck.

To the trooper that was the end of things
for the time being.

CHAPTER VII
AT PETE LEDUC’S

WHEN Kenaston came to, it was to find
himself lying in a bunk. Sitting up,
nauseated and dizzy, he held his splitting
head between his hands, and strove to col-
lect his faculties. As sight slowly returned
to his throbbing, tortured eyes he made out
the usual log-walled interior, and he saw
that there was a woman moving about the
room. She was a half-breed, not young,
built thick and strong like a draft-animal,
and with heavy, forbidding features. He
recognized her at last as Pete Leduc’s wife.

Gradually all that had happened came
back to him,

“What time is it?”’ he asked thickly.

She shrugged, unconcerned for his condi-
tion.



At Mile Ninety-Two 29

“I got no clock me,” she said.

He bethought himself of his watch, and
pulled it out. It required an immense and
painful effort to focus his eyes on the hands.
It had stopped at twenty minutes to twelve.

“How long have I been here?”” he asked.

“Maybe 1 t'ink two hours,” she said.

“Where did they go?” he demanded.

A walled look came over her dark face.

“I not look,’’ she said shortly.

“Did they leave my horse.”

She shook her head. ““Take all horses.”

“What horses have you here?”’

“Pete him go to Mile Fifty-Three with
the team,” she said. “Gone all day. Only
one old horse here; him no good.”

“When will Pete be backr”

She shrugged.

“Who knows? Him maybe get drunk, I
t’ink.”

The effort to force his sick brain to think
exhausted him. He fell back in the bunk
with a groan. The woman continued about
her work.

After a while he began again.

“Is there any man around the place?”’

“There is a boy,” the woman said. “He
is my son.”

“Tell him to saddle the horse and bring
him.”

“You too moch sick to get up, I t’ink,”
she said with an indifferent glance.

“Tell him to bring the horse,” Kenaston
repeated irritably.

She shrugged and went out of the house.

He dragged himself out of the bunk.

. Only his boots had been removed when
they laid him down. He managed to pull
them on. He could not lace them, because
the blood rushed to his head, blinding him
with pain. His hat and his revolver lay on
the table. Possessing himself of them he
made his way to the door. He was com-
pelled to sit on the doorstep and press his
head between his hands again.

The woman passed into the house again
without looking at him, Presently the boy
came out of the stable, leading a broken
old horse. He was a healthy looking lad of
seventeen with a bright eye; a more human
look than his half savage mother. Kenas-
ton was once more endeavoring to lace his
boots. Understanding the difficulty, the
boy knelt down and did it for him,

“Which way did they go?” asked Ken-
aston.

Glancing inside to make sure his mother

was not looking the boy nodded toward the
west.

“All of them together?”

He nodded.

Kenaston slowly worked out his painful
train of thought. At first he had meant to
ride into the post at Mile Fifty-Three for
help, but on seeing the boy he changed his
mind. Honesty was written in the lad’s
clear, bright eye, and he determined to
send him. For himself, sick and dazed
though he was, a commanding inner voice
urged him like a trumpet:

“Follow! Follow! Follow!’

He could not endure lying-by even for an
hour. He had to be after them, though it
meant footing it as far as Link Agnew’s.

“Would you like to earn five dollars?”’ he
asked.

The boy nodded, showing two rows of
gleaming teeth. . .

Producing his note-book Kenaston wrote
with infinite difficulty:

DEaR STUkE: Cracked on the head, can’t see
well. Trouble at Ninety-Two. Ask h'dq’rs for
two more men and come quick yourself. Give the
boy five dollars for me. KEen.

. Tearing out the leaf, he handed it to the
0y.

“Give it to the policeman at Fifty-
Three,” he said. ‘“He will pay you. You
take the horse. I have horses at Link
Agnew’s.”

From within the shack the woman
started to berate her son in Cree, and
Kenaston, who knew a word or two, gath-
ered that she was forbidding him to leave
the place. The boy, however, started for
the gate, and by his expression of ingenu-
ous delight at the prospect of the reward,
Kenaston was pretty well assured he would
deliver the note.

They parted at the gate, the boy riding
eastward on his hobbling nag, and Kenaston
turning his face toward Link Agnew’s.
As he proceeded he could make out the re-
turning tracks of eight horses in the road.

KENASTON never afterward liked

%~ to think of that walk. Inaddition to

: the trouble in his head, he ached in
every muscle, and the pain in his back was
such that he could not stand upright. His
whole body cried out for ease and rest, and
the exertion of walking brought the sweat
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streaming down his face. He would not sit
down, though he staggered on the way like
a drunken man, fearing if he stopped he
would never have the strength of mind to
get under way again.

Most of the distance passed in a blank of
pain, with only that imperious inner voice
forcing him to keep on putting one foot be-
fore the other. It was a little over four
miles to Agnew’s, and it took him nearly
three hours to make it.

This treatment, though it is one that few
would care to undergo, is nevertheless effi-
cacious, and Kenaston was better when he
got there. However, his body was no longer
to be denied. He had to have some sleep.
Link Agnew, now that the prisoner had
got safe away, was sufficiently hospitable.
Kenaston hoped that Stukeley might over-
take him while he slept.

Pausing only to make sure that his two
horses were all right, and that his saddles
and bridles were there, the trooper flung
himself into a bunk, and was immediately
lost to care.

The inner voice awoke him at midnight.
He sprang up remorseful at so many hours
lost. He was still sore, but much refreshed
in body and mind. Stukeley had not arrived.
The old man, hearing him move about, fed
him before he left. He rode away under a
pale night sky, leading his second horse.
At dawn he passed Mile Eighty; at sunup
he pulled up at the door of his own stable
and put his horses away, just twenty-four
hours after he had taken them out.

The first thing he noticed was that the
body had been removed in his absence.

Kenaston had no expectation of finding
Curly at Mile Ninety-Two. Curly had
often talked about crossing the pzss and go-
ing on down the almost unknown head-
waters of the Campbell River, and there
could be little doubt that he would do so
now. Itprovided his natural way of escape
to the settlements across the mountains,

+ and thence to the Pacific Coast. Curly was
an experienced riverman.

The camp was as quiet as when he had
left it, no soul in sight; and Kenaston
guessed that Curly "had already gone on.
Otherwise they would surely have kept
watch., So he took the time to feed his
horses and himself. He bathed, and
cleaned his uniform, which had suffered not
a little in his fall.

Once more looking his spruce and sol-
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dierly self, he felt much better. Mounting
his horse again, and leading the other, he
rode down between the houses with a bit of
a jingle and swagger that was excusable
under the circumstances.

They should see that they had not suc-
ceeded in downing him!

The sound of hoofs brought sleepy fig-
ures in a hurry to the doors and windows,
and the word flew about camp on wings
that Kenaston was back. Drawing up at
Stronghead’s, without dismounting he
leaned over and pounded on the door.

Stronghead himself opened it, and fell
back a step with astonishment writ large on
his features. To see Kenaston returned at
all was surprising, but Kenaston revived,
restored and renovated, Kenaston sitting
his horse as if turned out for parade, affected
the old man like an apparition. No one at
Mile Ninety-Two had ever seen Stronghead
lose his sang-froid even for a moment before,

“Well ’'m 1”” he muttered.

Kenaston tasted his little triumph.

“What did you do with the body out of
my stable?”” he coolly asked.

“Told the boys to bury it on the hill,”
Stronghead said. ‘Seemed more decent
than letting it lie around to be gowped at.
You can get it any time you want. I have
the hat, the gun, the bullet for you, all the
evidence. We didn’t want to take no unfair
advantage.”

Kenaston nodded, secretly wondering,
and a little dazed at Stronghead’s queer no-
tions of fair play. He was ready to kill the
policeman in the performance of his duty,
but he carefully saved his evidence for him!

Kenaston dismounted.

“Give me the best horse you’ve got,” he
said, “and keep these two while I am
away.”

The police, by arrangement, had first call
on Stronghead’s horses, so whatever his
private feelings were the old man was
obliged to accede. A boy was despatched

to the stable.

o

iﬁ Stronghead asked curiously.
“Nobody,” said Kenaston, flick-

ing his boot.

Stronghead stared, and swore under his
breath. Most of the other men were now
gathered in the road. They displayed no
animosity toward Kenaston, only a strong
curiosity and—was it a little sheepishness?

“WHO came back with you?”
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Stronghead looked around the circle, and
called up his sardonic laugh.

" “Well, I suppose we're all gone coons
here for assaulting a policeman,” he said
facetiously.

Kenaston saw that he had made real way
with them, and he saw his chance to go
farther.

““As to that,” he said seriously, ‘“‘you took
your chance. If they have me up for losing
my man, I have to defend myself. Butif I
bring him in safely, as I mean to do, I'll
make no complaints.”

Stronghead stared at him oddly. His
facetiousness took on a forced look. A mur-
mur of surprise traveled among the others.

“That’s white,” murmured Stronghead.
“That’s white! Look here!” he said aloud,
“do you call me a white man?—outside of
this here business?”

Kenaston frowned with embarrassment.

“I bear you no ill will,” he said.

“Do you call me a white man?” persisted
Stronghead.

“Yes, in your own way.”

“Good! I could ask no more. Will you
shake hands as one white man with an-
other?”

Kenaston was greatly surprised. He
offered his hand blushing, and it was well
gripped. At the same time he wondered
fleetingly what his inspector would say if
he could see him shaking hands with the
man who had taken his prisoner from him
the day before. Life is a complicated thing!

Stronghead’s thought was similar.

“This is a mixed-up case,”” he said with a
wag of the head, and one could have sworn
he was in earnest at last. “The 1ight seems
wrong, and the wrong seems right! But we
ain’t got nothin’ against you. You’re dead
game, and we respect you for it. I’m sorry
we ain’t on the same side. I don’t know
how it will all come out. But if you ever
come back among us, you’ll see we ain’t no
desperaydoes. And we’ll be glad to have
you, Rosy-Cheeks!”

The fresh horse was led around, and
Kenaston, to cover his confusion, swung
himself into the saddle.

“Good-by,” said Stronghead. “We hope
you'll never get your man, but here’s luck
to you otherwise!”

Kenaston nodded and frowned, in the
effort to keep his face, and prodded his
horse’s ribs. He trotted away hot-cheeked
and filled with a great confusion of emotions.

But at any rate it was sweet to win the ad-
miration of an adversary like Stronghead.

He was followed by jeering cries from the
crowd, but this time having a certain
friendly ring he had not heard before:

“So long, Rosy!”

“Never mind, 'taint your fault you're a

‘lobster!”’

“If they kick you out of the force, come
back to us, Rosy-Cheeks!”

CHAPTER VIII
THE TRAIL

WORK on the railway-grade ended ata

point half a mile on the other side of
camp, and the tote-road ended here also.
Beyond, there was only an ancient pack-
trail used from time immemorial by the
Indians of the plains when they brought
their tanned hides to barter with their
cousins of the coast-ranges for furs. Over
the summit of the pass and down the valley
on the other side of Cheval Noir cache, the
ancient meeting-place, was a distance of
seventy-five miles. At the cache the Camp-
bell River became navigable for canoes, and
here the traveler must take to the water,
There was no land trail beyond.

When Kenaston struck the pack-trail,
the fresh tracks of Curly’s horse were
plainly visible calling him on. The lust of
pursuit sprang up again, and he ceased to
bother his head about the whys and the
wherefores of the case. He had to bring in
his man, that was all. He guessed that
Curly had started at daylight, and would -
therefore have about three hours start of
him. From the tracks it was evident that
he was riding moderately, under no appre-
hension it seemed of immediate pursuit.

Kenaston had high hopes of overtaking
his man before he took to the water. It was
important for him to do so, because Curly
was an expert with the paddle while Ken-
aston could only ride a horse. Neveirtheless
he curbed his impulse to extend his beast on
the bad trail. The troopers are taught that
a killing pace is slowest in the end, and that
a man’s horse must be given full time to
graze and rest, however hot the man’s own
spirit for the chase. Kenaston’s horse had
to be saved seventy-five miles’ worth of a
bad trail.

The trail had been rarely used during
late years. Being so ancient, it was easy to
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follow, but in the bush it was blocked by the
windfalls, and under the heights, heaped for
long distances with the débris brought down
by snowslides. For much of the way the
floor of the valley was set out with a forest
of mountain-firs, with here and there an
ancient standing apart, superb, unique,

kingly in individuality. Through the upper-

branches Kenaston caught arresting
glimpses of dazzling, giddy heights of snow.
The actual summit of the pass was so flat
he never knew when he passed it. By and
by he saw that the stream in the bottom of
the valley, now reduced to a mere trickle,
was flowing the other way.

About three o’clock in the afternoon his
heart leaped at the sight of the ashes of
Curly’s noon fire beside the trail, in an
opening where his horse had cropped the
grass.

Kenaston could not tell exactly how long
before Curly had gone cn, but the black
embers were still wet from the water he had
thrown on them before leaving. He urged
his horse as hard as he dared, and only
camped that night out of the sheer necessity
of allowing the fainting beast to feed. Next
morning he found that Curly had camped
only an hour ahead of him—the grass still
showed the imprint of his recumbent body.
But he had gone on; whether an hour or
five minutes before, Kenaston could not tell.
The tracks of his horse were very fresh.

For a distance of ten miles this morning,
a lake filled the valley, lying squeezed and
tortuous between the tremendous heights
that hemmed it in. The old trail was
merely scratched out of the precipitous face
of rock that rose out of the water, and an
awful black depth was suggested below.
Kenaston’s horse trembled and faltered on
the way, and anything beyond a slow walk
was out of the question. Above the cliffs
on either side the timbered slopes had been
burned over long ago, and the forests were
of bleached gray sticks. The whole scene
presented a forbidding and infernal beauty.

Beyond the lake, the way went steeply
down, the augmented stream roaring
hoarsely through a succession of gorges.
Nearing the end of the ride, Kenaston no
longer spared his horse, but put him reck-
lessly through and over the obstructions on
the old trail. There were innumerable signs
that another had ridden hard through
there, only a very little while before. But
Kenaston got no sight nor sound of him.
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He could not mistake when he came to
the old cache. He issued out of the moun-
tains through a noble gateway, giving on a
broad valley between lesser heights, tending
northwestward. The stream pulled itself
up in its headlong course, and went on
silkily and demurely, like a maiden feigning
that wild motion was unknown to her. The
site of the old meeting-place was marked by
a clearing beside the river. Upon it was a
small encampment of Indians—eight teepees.
Among their little horses Kenaston quickly
distinguished the bulk of Champion, one of
Stronghead’s best. He looked to his re-
volver. The Indians were sitting about
under their Summer shelters of leaves, but
there was no white man visible among them.

OF THE first one he met Kenaston,

brusquely putting aside greetings,

demanded where the white man
who had ridden the horse was.

The words were strange to the man, but
he could not mistake the sense. He pointed
down the river, and went through the mo-
tion of paddling. Pointing to the sun he
indicated that it had moved but a few inches
on its course since Curly had gone. Ken-
aston was bitterly disappointed.

These Indians were of the Sapi tribe, no
relation to the Crees across the mountains,
and their speech was strange to Kenaston.
They were a little people and gentle-
natured. They hung back shyly under
their shelters, contenting themselves with
staring at the redcoat, the women snickering
among themselves. They were plainly
amazed at the advent of a second white
man so close on the heels of the first.

The one man who had the temerity to
face him, perhaps the head-man, was a
wizened little creature, full of quaint, seli-
conscious vanity. He darted into his teepee
and returned with a battered little phono-
graph and its horn, which he displayed to
Kenaston like a little girl with a new doll.
He had but the vaguest idea of its purpose,
and it was broken anyway, but that did not
affect his pride of possession.

Under happier conditions Kenaston
would have been glad to mend it for him,
but at present he was possessed of a single
idea. He struggled to make himself under-
stood. A white man never takes so kindly
to the sign language as his red brother.
What Kenaston was trying to find out was
the nature of the river below.
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When the Sapi understood what he
wanted he became graphic. For a journey
of four sleeps’ distance—four fingers held
up, the eyes closed and the head on the
shoulder, the river was as smooth as he saw
it, but below that, “Wah! Wah!’ big bil-
lows, sharp roeks, terrible whirlpools, and

steep walled canyons, all vividly illustrated.
" There was a story concerning five whites
on a raft and two in a dugout, not all of
which Kenaston understood. But the dé-
nouement was clear; all seven of them had
been drowned in the rapids.

Kenaston asked if he would go with him,
showing money.

The Indian’s eyes gleamed, but his re-
fusal was firm.

Kenaston asked if any man would go,
with a like result. His people were not
great travelers, the redskin let him under-
stand.

Kenaston surveyed the innocent-danger-
ous stream that swirled smoothly around a
point into the unknown, and the cold hand
of apprehension was laid on his breast. He
was no waterman. Once embarked on that
stream he knew he would have to see it
through to the end, for the current was too
swift for him to dream ever of returning
that way. Hundreds of miles, he knew,
separated him from the first white settle-
ments down the river.

But there was no use dwelling on the
chances against him. Putting that out of
his mind, he applied himself to effecting an
exchange of his horse for the best dugout
they had, together with dried meat, mocca-~
sins and an additional blanket. It was soon
accomplished and, immediately pushing off,
he concealed his unhandiness with the pad-
dle as best he could until he was hidden by
“the first bend.

It was lucky, he told bimself ruefully,
that he was not dependent on his own
efforts to make his way. The current
gripped his canoe as in a giant hand, and
swept him around the points, one after
another, forward and back, until he lost
all sense of the distance he had gone.

For four days thereafter the world was all
. his own. He saw no human face, nor any
" sign of human influence. That other world
of men and affairs began to seem immeasur-
ably far off. He found himself talking to
himself, to prove that there was such a
thing as speech. His acuter apprehensions
in respect to the river passed, for it never
3
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altered its silky, swift flow around its un-
countable points, between the shallow, un-
broken, spruce-clad banks. At this season
the river filled its bed almost to the brim.
Over the trees looked the mountain-tops,
with patches of vivid green showing amidst
the snow-fields of the summits. Camping
under the mighty spruces was like sleeping
in the vaulted aisles of a cathedral.

As humanity receded he came into closer
touch with wild life. * Moose and caribou
swam across the river, or crashed away
through the bush. Startled beavers flung
themselves into the water as he passed.
One night a mountain-lion padded around
his camp, mewing petulantly like a great
cat, and occasionally showing a gleam of
green eyes in the firelight. Xenaston
reached for his gun, but the cat thought
better of his temerity.

Kenaston occasionally saw the remains
of Curly’s fires along the banks, from which
it appeared that he was not gaining on him
much. Kenaston did not spare himself like
his horse, but what he put in in hard work
and long hours, Curly must have made up
in greater skill. Sometimes he appeared to
gain an hour on him, only to lose it later.
Still Kenaston was improving himself daily
in the management of his cranky craft.
Finally, one morning he found the ashes of
Curly’s fire just around the point from
where he had camped himself. They had
actually slept all night within hailing dis-
tance of each other!

Kenaston’s chagrin was unbounded. If
he had paddled but ten minutes more! He
applied himself to his paddle with an un-
spoken vow not to eat nor sleep that day
until he came within sight of his quarry.
g turning into a straight reach of the

river longer than any he had passed,
Kenaston’s eyes were attracted by an infini-
tesimal twinkling spot far down the river,
no bigger than a mote dancing in a sun-
beam. The perception of it came to him
gradually; it was the regularity of the
twinkle that finally arrested his attention.
Suddenly, with a bound of the heart, it
broke on him what it was—the flash of a wet
paddle in the sun!

The end of his long chase was in sight.
An immense satisfaction diffused itself
through the trooper’s breast.

The twinkling spot disappeared around

IN THE middle of the morning,
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the lower bend, and, as the next few reaches
of the river were short, Kenaston did not
see it again. But every ounce of strength
he possessed went into his paddle. Finally,
rounding a point longer and sharper than
those before, the sight of Curly sprang at
him from the center of the picture, a start-
ling sight after so many miles of solitude.
There he was, quite close, paddling serenely
all unconscious of pursuit, searching the
banks idly for new sights as he went.
Kenaston bore down on him grimly. Sud-
denly Curly raised his voice in song, an
extraordinary sound there in the quiet
wilderness, as if some one should bawl out
in church,

Curly never thought of looking behind
him. Presently laying his paddle thwart-
wise, he allowed the cance to drift, and
produced smoking - materials. Kenaston
silently covered a third of the distance that
separated them. His own heart was beating
fast in anticipation of the shock that
awaited the other man. He paused only for
an instant to transfer the handcuffs from
his coat, lying in the bottom of the boat, to
his trousers’ pocket.

Curly filled his pipe, and his canoe slowly
swung around in an eddy of the current.
Pressing the last of the tobacco into the
bowl], he raised his eyes— to see Kenaston
no more than a furlong off.

An involuntary shout broke from each
man. Curly snatched up his paddle, and
the race was on.

CHAPTER IX
BLACK CANYON

ENASTON’S mind had been too close-
ly bent on the chase during the last
few hours to mark that the character of
the river after so many miles was at last be-
ginning to change. The mountains pressed
closer together, sending out spurs on either
side, around the bases of which the river
had to snake its way. The banks became
higher and bolder, and outcroppings of rock
appeared. The current slyly increased its
flow, and there was white water on some of
the bends.

In one place a shattered spur of brown
rock reached all the way across the river,
the detached masses sticking up out of the
current, and the water pouring through the
interstices like sluices. Every moment the
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scene became wilder and more threatening.
But Kenaston, forgetting the dangers he
had been warned of, had no eyes for any-
thing but the other dugout two hundred
yards ahead. Work as he would, he could
not lessen the distance.

Sweeping around the next bend, another
great ledge of naked rock came into view,
this one unbroken, and apparently extend-
ing from shore to shore, blocking the stream.
It was only when he came close that Ken-
aston saw the whole pent-up current escap-
ing through an opening scarcely a hundred
feet wide at the end of the ledge. -Below,
the banks of the river pressed close together,
rocky, steep and high, and Kenaston be-
came aware of a deep, hoarse roar issuing
from between, that turped his heart to
water.

He remembered the vivid sign-language of
the Indian, and the story of the seven men
who were drowned down here.

Curly stopped paddling, allowing Ken-
aston to draw closer. i

“Land here!” he shouted pointing to the
shore. “This is the Black Canyon. You
can’t go down here!”

The whole place had a horrible look, and
Kenaston was tasting fear such as he had
never known outside of dreams. But he
merely ducked his head a little, and pad-
dled on.

“Land, you fooll” cried Curly.
suicide for you!” .

There was a voice inside Kenaston which
prompted him to the exclusion of every-
thing else.

“You've got to do it! You've got to do
it! If he goes down there, you've got to
follow!”

Curly, with a shrug, applied himself to
his paddle again. An instant later he

¢ ‘It’s

- rounded the point of rock, and the long

dugout with an indescribably graceful mo-
tion curtsied down with the released cur-
rent, and was logt to Kenaston’s view behind
the ledge.

A few moments later Kenaston himself
issued around . the rock, and the unmufiled
roaring of the water below struck on his
ears like a clap. He was never to forget his
first look of the place. At his bow was a
slope of water smooth as ice, spreading out
fan-wise below the ledge, and with ugly
little eddies writhing and sucking at its
edges. At the bottom of the slide the water
turned over in an immense comber forever
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rolling without advancing an inch, fixed in
Kenaston’s path like a wall of water. Be-
yond, there was simply confusion, a wild
dance of the waters, flinging white arms in
the sunlight, and roaring louder than a con-
flagration. o

He could see a quarter of a mile of this,
as far as a bend in the walls of the canyon.
The suggestion of something hidden around
the bend was infinitely more terrifying than
the worst of what he could see. For aught
he knew there might be miles of it to go
through, always growing worse. . He had a
glimpse of Curly, a wildly tossing black spot
in the welter below; then he lost him.

He was carried down theslide at railway-
speed, but with the odd feeling that he was
the fixed spot in the world, and the rocks
and the trees on the bank tearing by. His
dugout crashed into the foaming comber,
and plunged through into the turmoil be-
yond, enveloping him in a smother of spray.
The fear in his breast gave place to a kind of
insane exhilaration. He could have shouted
aloud. He was no longer capable of think-
ing. Only an instinct impelled him to pad-
dle like a demon, for only by moving yet
faster than the rushing water could he
retain a vestige of control over his craft.

Kenaston had seen storms at sea. Here
the conditions were reversed. At sea the
water is fixed and the waves roll. Here the
_water rushed down and the waves stayed in
their places. Under him the dugout was
tossed and thrown into grotesque postures,
like a dervish. He watched it detached, as
something in which he had no great concern.
- The most persistent motion was a series of
crazy plunges over the strange, fixed waves.
The boat was too short to reach from crest

to crest; too long to take the contour of the-

hollows. Consequently she either had to
break in two or stick her nose in. She did
the latter, and the crests of the waves fell
aboard, as heavy as stones, until Kenaston
wondered how she still floated.

There was a narrow channel, now on one
side, now the other, where the water was
deepest and roughest. Kenaston’s eyes
caught and clung to it ahead by intuition,
and so guided his craft. On either side as
he shot down, broken rocks reached out for
him, showing their fangs and snarling hor-

ribly. Close along shore were quiet little y jaws of hell twice in succession.

pools, where sticks sailed slowly round and
round as if moved by clockwork.
Before he knew it he was around the bend.
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His heart leaped in his throat to see close
ahead, where the shaft of a big undermined
spruce-tree reached close over the stream.
The end had been broken off short, but the
channel of the current, making in under
that bank, carried him straight for the butt.
He thought it was all over and, closing his
eyes, waited for the crash. But he never
ceased paddling, and somehow he got safely

around the end.
er bend before him. When he was
swept past the point, through the
smother, he sensed the end of the canyon-
walls ahead, and a suggestion of smooth
water, welcome as light to a man recovering
his sight. But he had not yet won it. The
rapids reached their wildest culmination in
the efforts of the water to escape out of the
trap laid for it by the bend in the walls of
ck. A whirlpool, or a series of whirlpools,
seized Kenaston’s canoe and swept it
around and around in disport of his feeble
efforts with the paddle. The dugout stag-
gered under the impact of opposing cur-
rents, and the waves-leaped aboard from
every direction. .

Paddle as he might, he could not escape
that infernal circle. No sooner had he
made a yard than he was caught and
thrown back. The water came at him from
all sides at once. The dugout filled and he
could no longer guide it. The uproar and
the confusion bewildered him like a night-
mare. He waited for the end to come.
Suddenly his boat was thrown into a quiet
backwater under a jutting point of rock.
There was a strip of beach two yards wide,
on which beat a miniature surf. The dug-
out staggered drunkenly, and sank under
him as her nose touched the sand.

Scarcely knowing how he had been saved,
he scrambled out on the land and, pulling up
his boat, rescued what of his goods had not
already been washed away, and dumped out
the water. He looked about him, a little
dazed, and his heart sunk, for he saw that
his backwater was above the whirlpools,
and he must still force his way through that
incredible turmoil in order to escape.

His courage failed him at the prospect.
It was too much to ask’a man to brave the
He sat
down on the end of his boat staring at the
place stupidly.

But when a thing has to be done, it has

THERE was a second and a sharp-
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to be done. Very soon a better heart re-
turned, and he got up, ashamed of his mo-
mentary weakness. At any rate, he told
himself, he had now the advantage of being
able to study the place before committing
himself to it. He climbed the rocks a little
way in order to get a bird’s-eye view of what
was before him. Descending again, he
launched a log out of the backwater, and
carefully watched what befell it. By this
and that he discovered that close under the
opposite wall of the canyon there was a
channel where the water escaped through,
comparatively unhindered. If he could
manage to get his boat over on that side
before he was caught!

A fit of recklessness succeeded. He
quickly launched the dugout, almost gay at
heart, and eager to get it over with.

“What's the differ!” he said aloud.
“Whether it ends now or fifty years hence!
A man can only do his darndest!”

Paddling up to the top of the backwater,
he headed obliquely across. The current
snatched him violently, and he was in-
stantly engulfed once more. Again he
could not tell what was happening, but only
paddled like a machine driven at top speed.
The roar filled his ears. The spray blinded
him. He felt the shock of the waves leaping
aboard. But he managed to skirt around
the edge of the worst place, and when he
came to, once more floating in quiet water
in a half-sinking condition, the turmoil was
all behind him.

The walls of the canyon fell back, and a
lovely little lake was spread to his view,
with high green banks all around, and offer-
ing an unruffled bosom to the sun. Qut in
the lake a few hundred yards away lay an-
other dugout, its occupant anxiously watch-
ing the mouth of the canyon. XKenaston
felt a great sense of relief.
come through all right!

At sight of the other, Curly, too, sentup a
cheer. Kenaston’s mind glanced at the
oddity of the situation, the two of them en-
gaged in a desperate chase, and each worry-
ing about the other’s safety.

Kenaston was obliged to land on the
point to empty his dugout of water. Out
in the lake Curly waited and watched.
Throwing in his sodden outfit again, the
trooper took after him with a will. Curly,
with a derisive wave of the hand, set off
down the lake.
hardest, and Kenaston had the irritating

The boy had.

He did not paddle his
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sense that the other, sure of his ability to
escape when he chose, was only playing with
him. He overhauled him appreciably.

The little lake made almost a perfect
round, about half a mile in diameter. After
the uproar they had come through, it con-
veyed an effect of ineffable peace. It had
no outlet that Kenaston could see, even as
they drew close to the other side, but he
suspected Curly knew where he was going.
On this side precipitous cliffs of yellow rock
rose out of the water, and the trooper
guessed that the current found its way
around a corner of the rock that was invisi-
ble head-on in the strong sunlight.

He was right. He finally saw the hole
that the lake poured its waters into, like a
barrel digcharging its contents through its
bung-hole, or like the torrent out of a leader
in a shower. A sharp bend in the walls of
rock closed up what was beyond. At first
Kenaston could see only the hole, but he
heard the voice of the place, and imagina-
tion pictured the long plunge and the boil-
up below. His heart began to beat pain-
fully again. How much more of this had
he to go through! -

He was now within a hundred feet of
Curly, and Curly was loafing. Finally he
stopped paddling, and turned his head.

“Come on, Rosy-Cheeks,” he taunted.
“Here’s another bit of white water! Come
on down if you're not afraid.”

The taunt had a tonic effect on Kenaston.
He set his jaw and drove his paddle home.
Curly allowed him to come within ten yards
before he got under way again. The two
were precipitated down the slide with only a
dugout’s-length between them. XKenaston
did not remark how Curly took to one side.
He instinctively held to the middle. Past

“the points of rock like sluice-gates confining

the discharge, Curly with a dexterous
twist nosed his dugout into the backwater.
He spun ardund and almost rolled under,
but righted in still water. Kenaston, seeing
the maneuver too late, was swept help-
lessly by. He heard a laughing call behind
him:
“So long, Rosy-Cheeks!”

CHAPTER X
WHITE WATER

MMEDIATELY engaged with the
boil-up at the foot of the slide,
Kenaston forgot™ Curly and everything
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else. This place had a very different
look from the first canyon. This was the
typical canyon, with smooth walls of rock
rising sheer out of the water. There was no
such mad turmoil as he had been through,
and comparatively little uproar. Never-
theless it had a sinister look, and there was
something terrifying in the very silence
between the walls.

Kenaston was not long in finding out
wherein the danger lay—whirlpools. There
was an S bend in the narrow walls of rock,
and the escaping current, thrown from side
to side, and thrown back on itself, was
twisted into great silent whirlpools, contin-
ually forming and spinning and bursting,
only to form again. It was like the stirring
of a spoon in a bowl, which carries a train
of little whirlpools in its wake—only these
were ten feet across! There is something
- inexplicable and uncanny in the force of a
whirlpool that lays a cold hand on the heart.

Kenaston was thrown helplessly back and
forth by the diverse currents. A whirlpool
yawned beside him,'a horrible black hole
without any bottom, so close he could have
leaned over and dropped his hat into it. It
raced along beside him for a space, and
burst. Another began to spin close ahead.
Paddling desperately, he sought to evade it,
but his bow was drawn in as by a magnet.
He hung there for a terrifying moment,
bow slowly sucked under, stern rising, the
whole craft drunkenly agitated like a reed
in the current. He could do nothing but
cling to the sides. Then suddenly the water
boiled over him. The dugout lurched. He
was hurled out of it.

He struck out instinctively, but it was as
if a giant hand closed about his ankles, and
slowly drew him down. He went down,
straight on end, and spinning sickeningly,
down to the very bowels of the river it
seemed. Then suddenly the force was
reversed, and he was violently thrust up on
the surface.

He had but a glimpse of the sky and a
taste of sweet air, when he felt himself
seized again—as by a monster lurking under
the surface, and was drawn down despair-
ing, drawn down slowly until his head was
like to burst. He tried to draw water into
his lungs and so end it, but the instinct of
self-preservation was tqo strong.

He was cast up on the surface again in a
half-conscious state. This time a human
hand closed firmly in his hair, and he heard

=
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a voice command, as from an immense dis-
tance:

“Hang on to the stern, and strike out
with your legs!”

He gripped the gunwale, as only a drown-
ing man can grip. Curly wielded the paddle
desperately, dodging the whirlpools. Fi-
nally they were swept out into the placid
river once more.

Curly headed for the shore, and when the
bow of the dugout grated on the shingle,
Kenaston crawled out on hands and knees,
and cast himself down to get his breath and
his senses back. Curly pushed off again.
Kenaston wondered without caring much
if he was being abandoned there, empty-
handed. But Curly’s purpose was merely
to secure the second dugout, which he had
spied coming down with the current, bot- .
tom side up. He brought it ashore,

S 50 THERE they were, reunited
MY once more. They had been through
= too much to feel any sense of
strangeness at the situation. Everything .
was taken for granted. All that Kenaston
said was, when he could speak:

“What did you do that for? One boat’s
enough now.”

Curly shrugged and smiled dryly. “Oh,
you can'’t let a good boat go to the deuce.”

By the smile Kenaston knew that he in-
tended to escape at the first opportunity.
Nothing more was said for a good while,

As a matter of fact, Kenaston was pretty
badly done up. He could only lie and wait
for his strength to come back. Curly
showed a certain gruff solicitude. Building
a rousing fire on the shore, he forced Ken-
aston to undress and roll in the blanket he
gave him, while he spread the trooper’s
clothes to dry. Meanwhile, by his scowling,
uneasy glances, it was clear Curly had
something on his mind. It finally tran-
spired.

“Look here, Ken,” he blurted out, “you
know I wasn’t trying to drown you by
getting you to go in there. It must look
like it.”

“Sure, that’s all right,” said Kenaston
quickly. ‘“Chances of war.’

“But I thought you'd get through easy,
since you navigated the Black Canyon all
right. Gad! It gave me a nasty turn when
I saw you go under.”

“What did you stop for, anyway?”’ asked
Kenaston. “You would only have had to
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follow me down after I had gone down.”

Curly smiled secretively again. ‘“There’s
more than one way of skinning a cat—or a
mounted policeman,” he said. ‘“You don’t
know this country as well as I do.”

Speech was somewhat difficult, but there
was amity between them—helped out by
tobacco-smoke. Kenaston was secretly full
of admiration for Curly’s coolness, resource-
fulness and ready humor; while Curly was
no less astonished by the trooper’s uncon-
querable gameness, and a little ashamed,
maybe, that the odds were s6 much in his
own favor.

At the same time Curly was determined
upon escaping, while Kenaston, knowing it,
was equally determined that he should not
escape.

When his clothes were dry, Kenaston
dressed, and announced his readiness to go
on. Curly shook his head.

“You've got to have a good rest,” he
said. “We’ll both be better for a couple of
hour’s sleep.”

They crawled side by side within the one
pair of blankets they had, and Curly, like
an honest man and a healthy, instantly fell
asleep. Not so Kenaston. Every fiber of
him craved sleep. He knew that it would
be like the sleep of the dead, once he yielded
to it, and he suspected that Curly meant to
leave him the blanket, perhaps, and half
the food, and clear out while he was uncon-
scious. And yet he had to have sleep.

He felt in his trousers’ pocket for the
handcuffs he had slipped in upon first
catching sight of Curly. They were there.
He drew them out, and sitting up, weighing
them in his hand, debated the painful
choice he had to make. Curly had saved
his life—how could he now take advantage
of his sleep? His head was splitting. He
half wished he hadn’t been saved. But,
since he was, there was no choice. The
thing had to be done.

With a sigh, he turned back the blanket,
and snapped one of the bracelets on Curly’s
left wrist, the other on his own right. He

then lay down, and slept, too.
on his wrist. Curly was sitting up
beside him, laughing,

“That was a sharp trick, all right,” he
said, without any ill will. “Take ’em off,
and I’ll cook the dinner.”

Kenaston had no intention of taking

HE WAS awakened by a sharp tug
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them off, but the idea of appearing ungrate-
ful made him sick at heart. Avoiding the
other man’s eye, he said in a low tone:

“lI suppose you won't give me your

Curly stared. “——, no!”’ he cried.
“You didn’t take me. I could have escaped
if I'd wanted to let you drown. I owe you
nothing!”

“Sure, you owe me nothing,” said Ken-
aston unhappily. “But that’s not the
point.”

Curly rattled the chain impatiently.

“Here, take ’em off,” he commanded.
“We can’t go around tied up like a brace of
hounds.”

They stood up, Curly looking impatiently
for the production of the key. Kenaston
drew it slowly out of his pocket. He
glanced at Curly as if asking his pardon,
and with a quick movement tossed the
little key as far as he could into the river.

For an instant Curly stared stupidly at
the spot where it had disappeared. Then
his face became suffused with red, and he
flung upon Kenaston with an oath.

“So this is what I get for pulling you out
of the water!” he cried.

It was a bitter situation for both. Ken-
aston’s soreness blazed up in anger as hot
as the other man’s.

“I didr’t ask you to save me,” he cried.
“] was willing to take my chance. If you’re

parole!”

13

. sorry you saved me, you've got your gun.

I left it to you while you slept, on purpose.
I'm willing to have you get away any
time—that way.”

Curly turned away.

“What do you think I am! You know
you've got it on me!” he muttered sullenly.
i about together on the shingles, re-

plenishing the fire, and putting on
water to boil, exactly as Curly had said,
like two dogs in a leash. Nothing enrages a
young man so much as to be made ridicu-
lous in his own eyes. This hurt Curly more
at the moment than the fact of his having
lost his chance to escape. Add to this the
wild hatred a man conceives for the thing
he is tied to against his will. Curly mut-
tered and swore and jerked Kenaston this
way and that. Kenaston bore it with con-
siderable patience, but patience has a limit.
There came a time at last when Curly, giv-
ing Kenaston a vicious pull, was promptly

KENASTON and Curly moved
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- jerked back again. In an instant they had
- flown at each other.

Surely never fought two men in a stranger
case! They could not reach each other;
they could not get away. They thrashed up
and down the beach, panting, slipping on the
stones, striking and fending with their free
hands, passionately jerking at the steel
chain that bound them until their wrists
were bruised and bleeding.

For the moment Kenaston was as wild
to break the bond as Curly. It soon came
to a clinch, an ineffectual clinch, hissing in
each other’s ear, straining and staggering
and wearing themselves out to no purpose.
Science and fair play both went by the
board in their madness. Curly had a great
advantage, for it was his right arm that was
free, and he bad not been half drowned that
day. Xenaston went down at last, Curly
kneeling on his chest, his free hand on the
trooper’s throat, and madness in his eyes.

Kenaston’s strength relaxed, and a
strange look appeared in his eyes. One
would almost have said he smiled. The
sight dashed Curly’s anger. His hand fell
from the other’s throat. He got up.

“Why do you look at me like that?”” he
asked hoarsely.

He had to repeat it.

“I thought,” Kenaston whispered husk-
ily, “what a good way to settle up the mat-
ter. I wish you had ended it.”

Curly’s rage passing left him sick and dis-
pirited. He turned away with a groan.

“I don’t know what it’s all about,”
Kenaston went on apathetically; “I like
you, more than you will ever know. And
Stella. But I know nothing. You all put
me in the wrong, somehow. But I've got
to go on with it while I'm alive. You ought
to bave let me drown.”

Curly made no answer.
was too confused, too painful.

By and by, pulling themselves together,
they ate in silence, and afterward em-
barked, always in silence, leaving the second
dugout on the beach. Bound as they were,
it was impossible to paddle, so they sat in
the bottom of their boat, and let the current
carry them. They turned their backs on
each other, and affected to be studying the
scenery.

This was an intolerable situation, for
each one carried a warm and generous
heart under his shirt. It could never have
been guessed from their scowling faces that

The situation
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each young man was acutely unhappy, and
longing to bridge over the gap, without
knowing how to begin. It was Curly who
spoke first.

“Say, Ken, I acted like a beast,” he said
grufily.

Kenaston made no answer, but turned
his hand in the manacle and gripped the
hand that was bound to his. The pressure
was instantly returned. - They felt enor-
mously relieved and embarrassed. Some-
body had to say something quick to relieve
the situation.

“I say, Ken,” Curly blurted out, “lend
me your hand a jiffy to fill my pipe with.
T’ll give you the lend of mine any time.”

They laughed, and breathed more freely.

CHAPTER XI
THE FACE AT THE BARS

NINE days later, after a journey of
twelve hundred miles, Xenaston
brought his prisoner safely into headquar-
ters at Carlingford. He received no par-
ticular commendation for his feat. Such
things are taken as a matter of course in
the force.

There had been no more exciting adven-
tures en route. On the day after the fight,
a serious obstacle to their journey had pre-
sented itself in the Gilchrist rapids, a long
and dangerous descent.

But as they sat on the shore debating
the seemingly hopeless problem of how two
men handcuffed together might navigate
the perilous channel, two Indians appeared
poling up-stream, and a bargain was struck
with them to act as pilots. The red men
were frankly amazed at the predicament of
the whites, but such was the difficulty of
explaining the situation by signs that
Kenaston gave it up. Without doubt a
tall story was carried to the teepees.

On the afternoon of this day they hove in
sight of a cluster of buildings on the shore,
which Curly said was Fort Edward, the
farthest outpost of civilization on this side
the mountains. Kenaston immediately
landed, not wishing to show himself and his
prisoner. The mounted police have no
jurisdiction this side of the mountains, and
Fort Edward enjoyed an unholy reputation.
Kenaston suspected it might be considered
in the light of a good joke to separate him
from his prisoner. He had lost his red coat
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in the canyon; to render himself still less
conspicuous, he now blackened the yellow
stripe on his breeches with charcoal.

They floated past the settlement before
dawn. At this point the Boardman River
comes into the Campbell, and the united
streams turn at right angles to the south
on their long journey to the Pacific. They
were now likely to meet travelers at any
time, a prospect welcomed by neither. Ina
new country it is difficult to avoid stopping
and giving a full account of yourself. Qur

two young men were sensitive as to their

extraordinary union.

They had their first encounter with a
white man as they sat on the bank smoking
and digesting the noon meal. He appeared
slowly poling an ancient dugout against the
current, close under the bank, meanwhile
holding animated converse with his dog.
~ “Yes, I know I got rotten drunk, Boko,
but a man had ought to get drunk some-
times for the good of his soul. These sober
fellers they get so puffed up with pride they
can’t keep the ground, but an ornery human
man, he gets drunk and he feels like thun-
der; and it makes him humble, Boko. And
the good book says: ‘Blessed are the hum-
ble and meek.””

“Turn around,” whispered Kenaston to
Curly, “as if we were making a back-rest
for each other.”

This attitude concealed their handcuffed
wrists from the river side.

Seeing the other dugout, the voyager
called in his monologue, and searched the
bank for its owners. Greeting them with-
out any embarrassment, he came ashore.
A little spaniel sprang after him, shook him-
self, and frisked about to stretch his legs.

The newcomer offered his hand in turn to
Curly and Kenaston. The latter was com-
pelled to give him his left.

“Wrenched my other wrist,” he said
carelessly. '

The stranger sat down and, producing a
pipe, settled himself for a good gossip. He
had the queer, naive, original look of one
who has lived long alone. His garments ex-
hibited an intricate patchwork design. His
hair hung to his shoulders.

He followed up the invariable opening;
“Where you from?” with all the other
stock questions of the stranger’s catechism.

Kenaston answered guardedly, and the
newcomer made up his mind that they were
prospectors who had stumbled on some-
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thing “good” up the river. The glitter
appeared in his eyes that is always asso-
ciated with the thought of the yellow metal,
Kenaston let him think what he would.

He volunteered some information about
himself. ) ’

“They call me Crusoe Campbell,” he
said, “along of my wearing my hair long,
and always living alone. Me and Boko’s
company enough. Times we trap when the
fur is good. Times.we work for wages when
the grub-stake is low. Times we prospect
a little, and times we just trip and look at
what there is to see. I was brought up
careful, though. An easy-going, wise old
bum, that’s me—Crusoe Campbell!”

When Kenaston could get in a -question
or two on his own account, he learned that
they had seventy-five miles of smooth water
to Lecky’s Creek, where the canyons and
the rapids began again, and the river be-
came impassablé, except for short stretches,
all the way to the coast. A little steamer
ran between Fort Edward and the Creek,
but she had gone down only the day before.
At the Creek she connected with the weekly
stage for Yewcroft on the railway, three
hundred miles south of where they were.
The stage was due to leave the following
morning. :

Hearing this, Kenaston became anxious.
Traveling by the aid of the current alone,
they would have all they could do to make
it. He devoutly wished that Crusoe would
continue his journey, but the old man was
enjoying himself too well.

He set about preparing a meal.

“It’s good to have somebody new to talk
to,” he confessed. ‘“These fellers up and
dovzn the river, they don’t appreciate
me.”

Finally, there was no help for it. Ken-
aston nudged Curly, and they rose. The
tie that bound them could no longer be
concealed. Crusoe’s jaw dropped, and his
eyes seemed about to start out of his
head.

“What the deuce——!” he began.

Kenaston and Curly climbed somewhat
sheepishly into their canoe.

“Hey! Wait a minute!” shouted Crusoe.

Kenaston waved his hand, and pushed
off. As they passed out of sight they
heard:

“All the way from Cheval Noir Cache,
linked up like the Siamese twins, What do
you know about that, Boko?”
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DURING the rest of the day, and

all night under the light of the

Aurora, they floated down the
smooth, swift stream, sitting back to back
in the parrow dugout, and helping her
along with little paddles Kenaston had con-
trived, suitable to the use of one hand.
They chewed dried moose-meat to keep
themselves up, and drank from the river.

They were in time for the stage. At
Lecky’s creek they found the end of the
telegraph, and came once more into touch
with the world. Kenaston reported to
headquarters at Carlingford, and asked
that another man be sent to meet him at
Yewcroft. Covertly looking over the other
intending passengers on the stage, he saw
to his relief that they were mild citizens,
not likely to interfere with an officer in the
performance of his duty.

They found Sergeant Markley waiting at
the railway, and Kenaston was able at last
to yield up his responsibility. The three of
them returned over the mountains by train
to Blackfoot; thence north »ig the branch
line to Prince George, and west over the
new line to Carlingford, where they arrived
at last, having almost completed a gigantic
circle since the chase started from Pete
Leduc’s. ]

On the fourth night after their arrival,
Curly and Kenaston were playing checkers
in the little log shack that served for a
guard-house at headquarters. Kenaston
had been assigned with another trooper to
alternate in guarding the prisoner, and to-
night it was Kenaston’s trick.

Curly generously refused to bear.him any

ill will for his capture, and as a result they

were on closer terms than they had ever
been. To-night the devil of restlessness had
hold of the prisoner. Losing the game, he
swept the men off the board, and jumped up.

“Can’t play any more,” he said. “I’ve
got the jumps to-night. I don’t know
what’s the matter with me. Do you be-

lieve in premonitions, Ken?”

“Wouldn’t know one if I saw it,”” said
Kenaston.

“Don’t laugh,” said Curly frowning.
“Men always laugh, and make out there’s
nothing in it. They know better! There’s
not much use you and me making believe to
each other after what we’ve been through!”

“Get it off your chest,” said Kenaston.
“I don’t laugh at what I can’t under-
stand.”

“When a man lives much in the woods,”
Curly went on, “his senses seem to become
sharpened somehow. He feels things that
he can’t explain. He has warnings. The
natives are more sensitive to it than we are,
In the fur-camps, myself, I have heard old
Etzeeah say, ‘The trader is coming to-night.
He is coming from the south,” and send out
a man to bring him in. There are too many
proofs. You can’t deny the thing.”

“I don’t deny it,” Kenaston said. “I
only say it never happened to me. What of
it?”

“Well, I have that feeling now,” Curly
said striking his breast. ‘‘Something is go-
ing to happen, or something has happened.
I don’t know. I seem to hear some one call-
ing me, calling me, and here I am tied hand
and foot.”

“But any man when he’s locked up feels
like beating the door with his fists,” said
Kenaston.

“It’s more than that. I didn’t feel this
way at first. I can’t help worrying—about
Stella.” ,

“She has the whole camp to take her
part.”

“I know. But there’s something wrong!”

He took an impatient turn up and down.

“How long have I got to stick this out?”
he said irritably. “When are they going to
put me up on trial anyway?”’

“There’s the case to prepare, and wit-
nesses to bring down,” Kenaston answered.
“Court opens in nine days. I suppose
they’ll be ready then.”

“Nine days!” cried Curly. “How will I
ever put them in?”

“But after that?” asked Kenaston guard-
edly. ‘“Are you so sure of getting off?”

“We can prove it was in self-defense.”

“Then why were you so keen to get
away?”’

“Of course it looks foolish, now that I’'m
caught,” said Curly. “But—well, we were
afraid the facts might come out.”

Kenaston could not help stiffening when-
ever the mystery showed its veiled face. He
felt that his friend ought to confide in him
as a friend, but pride would not let him
speak of his grievance.

“If they should send me up, Stronghead
and the boys will never rest until they help
me break out,” said Curly carelessly.

“You shouldn’t tell me that,” said
Kenaston, frowning.

Curly laughed.
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“I should think you’d be satisfied with
bringing me in and convicting me. You’ll
get great credit out of this case.”

“A fat lot I care about that,” said Ken
sorely. .

His tone arrested Curly’s attention.

“What’s the matter?”” he asked.

The grievance peeped out at last.

“Nothing,” said Kenaston bitterly. “You
talk about our being friends and all that,
and you keep me in the dark; you don’t
trust me.”

Curly came and gripped the other’s
shoulder.

“I can’t tell you, Ken,” he said simply.
“But you mustn’t think it’s from any lack
of trust in you. Put yourself in my place,
At the trial, they’ll have you on the stand,
and if I tell you anything it will have to
come out. We have sworn among ourselves
that we will all hang, sooner than have the
story come out in court. Only wait until
after the trial, and whether they decide to
hang me, or lock me up, or let me go, I
swear I'll tell you as my friend everything
that led up to the shooting of Baldy. Are
you satisfied?”

Kenaston nodded.

“Let’s have another game and forget
about it,” he said grufily. ,

“Before we drop the subject I want to
ask you a favor,” Curly said diffidently and
earnestly.

Kenaston looked his question.

“I don’t know how much you know, or
what you’ve guessed, but I want you to
promise me you won’t bring Stella’s name
into the case in any way. You can see I'm
in deadly earnest when I say I would rather
hang than drag her into this.”

“I promise,” said Kenaston shortly.

They shook hands on it, and turned to
the checker-board, more moved than either
would show.

Nilye
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THE game was about half through
when both men were called to sharp
' attention by the scratching of a
finger-nail on the window beside them.
Kenaston thrust the lamp to the other end
of the table. Outside the window they
made out, with a shock of surprise, Strong-
head Gilbey clinging to the bars, smiling
and nodding reassuringly.

“I knew it,” muttered Curly.

Kenaston, with a strange mixture of feel-
ings agitating his breast, leaned, over the

table and flung up the window. Strong-
head, thrusting a great ham of a hand, be-
tween the bars, grasped Curly’s hand, then
Kenaston’s with an equal will. Kenaston
saw that he took and held Curly’s hand ina
peculiar fashion, but he supposed it was
the sign of some secret order both be-
longed to.

“Welll Well!” said Stronghead jovially.
“Here we are again! I just got in. Open
the door, and I'll come in and smoke a pipe
with you, and we can talk things over.”

Now Stronghead was not ordinarily dis-
posed to the jovial manner, and Kenaston's
suspicions were instantly on the alert.

“Sorry,” he said. “It’s against all rules.
You can come in to-morrow morning if you
get a permit from the inspector.”

“Permit! Here I am!”

“I’'m not allowed to let you speak to
Curly,” said Kenaston. “You'll have
to go.”

“You can’t stop me saying what I want
from here,” said Stronghead.

“There’s an alarm-bell on the roof. I
have only to pull the rope in the corner
there——"

Stronghead laughed agreeably, again. It
was not like him to ‘be so pleasant in the
face of a rebuff.

“Gosh! here’s hospitality for you!” he
said. “It’s a cold night, boy, to be standing
around outside without a fire.” )

“Sorry,” said Kenaston. ‘“Come backin
the morning.”

“Im not armed,” said Stronghead.
“I’'m alone. I’ll come in hands up, and you
can search me at the door. What more-do
you want?”’

There was more of this back and forth,
and Kenaston’s patience began to wear
then. .

“What’s the use, Stronghead?” he said.
“Apart from the regulations, you know
yourself I’d be a fool to listen to you after
what has happened.”

“Well, have it your own way,” Strong-
head said with a shrug.

Turning away, he disappeared.

Kenaston, leaning across the table, peered
into the darkness to make sure he was going.
He finally closed the window, and turned
back. During his colloquy with Strong-
head, Curly had been standing slightly be-
hind him, and close to the lamp. He bad
not.spoken. Turning to him now, Kenaston
was dumfounded at the change he saw.
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Curly’s ruddy-brown color had paled to
a sickly yellow. His eyes stared sightlessly
before him, and between his parted lips his
teeth showed clenched together, as a man
clenches them to keep from crying -out in
agony.

CHAPTER XII
THE PAROLE

“ HAT’S the matter?” Kenaston stam-
mered.

He could not take in the evidences of his
senses. He had seen nothing to account for
such a shocking change in Curly.

Curly, with a gesture of helplessness,
turned and, crossing the room, flung himself
face down on his cot.

“Why, what’s the matter, Curly?” Ken-
aston repeated, following him, all at sea.

Curly merely groaned. The sound
seemed to be torn from his very entrails.

Kenaston, mystified and profoundly
moved by the sight of his friend’s distress,
very naturally lost his temper.

“Tell me what’s the matter,” he said
sharply, “or cut out this foolishness.”

Curly got up from the bed. He could not

_keep still. He walked back ‘and forth
grinding his teeth, Kenaston watching him
with a frown. Finally he approached the
policeman and, averting his face, held out a
crumpled piece of paper. He made several
attempts before he could speak.

“Stronghead passed it to me,” he said in
a husky murmur.

And Stronghead had been making talk
merely to give Curly time to read it!
thought Kenaston.

Returning to the table, he spread the
paper under the lamp, and this is what he
read—there was no salutation:

Tain’t likely the police will let us talk private so
T'll write this out and slip it to you. Stella is sick.
She’s been fretting about you ever since. At last
she come down with a fever. We've got the Doc up
from Mile 83. She’s too sick to be took down to
the hospital there. Three days now she’s been
clean out of her head. All the time she calls for you.
When anybody comes in she jumps up and cries:
“Here he is!”

The Doc says she’s burning herself up. I made
him give it to me straight. e says we must pro-
duce you if we want to save her. So I've come to
get you. All night I'll have an cngine waiting with
steam up on the siding. At the end of steel I got
horses waiting saddled and bridled. Stop at nothing.
If you can’t make it by yourself to-night, we'll get
up something together in the morning.
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When Kenaston finished reading, the
eyes of the two young men met. One was
now as pale as the other,

“I told you I heard her!” murmured
Curly. ’

Kenaston’s breast was transfixed with
awe.

They continued to stare at each other
with eyes that scarcely saw for horror.
Slowly the full hideousness of the case he
stood in was revealed to the trooper. What
he had been through was laughable beside
this. Here was the girl dying, the engine
waiting on the siding, the key in his, Ken-
aston’s, pocket, and only his oath, like a
flaming sword, barring the way.

“Oh, what did you show it to me for!” he
gasped.

“You're going to let me go,” said Curly
unsteadily, “or I've got to kill you!”

Kenaston fell back a step, touching the
hilt of the revolver in his belt.

“You fool!” he cried harshly.
armed.”

“I could have killed you before you
turned around,” Curly said. “With my
hands. But I held myself. You are my
friend. You are going to let me go.”

Kenaston drew his revolver,

“You’ve got another guess!” he cried.

“All right,” Curly said in the dull voice
that seemed to have no relation to him.
“Shoot me and kill us both. What’s the
difference?r But you've got to choose.”

““There’s nothing to choose,” Kenaston
said. “I will not let you go. It’s not fair
to ask it.”

Curly’s voice rose and broke at last.

“Fair!” he cried. “What is fairness at a
time like this! You think a lot of your
brass buttons, don’t you! More than of a
dying girl—— O my God! Stella dying!”

His cries were like knives in Kenaston’s
breast. The pain of it made his brain reel.

“I will not let you go,” he repeated
stupidly.

“I'll come back,” Curly said eagerly.
“Give me two days to go, two days to see
her through, or to bury her, and two days
to come back. I swear I'll give myself up
again within a week. Look at me and
you’ll know I’'m telling the truth!”

Kenaston shook his head.

“T can’t do it,”” he muttered.

“Then shoot me, and end it,” cried Curly
passionately. “I saved you out of the river.
I held my hands to-night when I could have

“I’m
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strangled you—Dbecause you were my friend.
What does it mean to you? Nothing!
You're not a man at all but a wooden
block!”

As passion loosed Curly s tongue, pain
hindered Kenaston’s. Curly was always
the readier of speech. XKenaston could not
express himself. His words lagged and fell
under the burden of his pam

“You don’t understand,” he said, speak- -

ing with infinite dlﬁicultv “It’s not brass
buttons, or lives, or friendship. I can’t do
it. When you take an oath you can’t break
it. It’s something stronger than you. I
can’t talk about it!”’

“An oath!” Curly scornfully flung back.
“It’s a kind of conceit! Hang my friends,
but let me keep my oath! There is little
Stella lying out of her head with pain and
trouble, and calling me, calling me—O
God!—and you stand there stiff and correct
and talk about your oath. You're a cold-
blooded imitation of a man!”

KENASTON had reached the limit
of what he could bear.

“There is still a way out of it,”
he said very, very quietly. “You know
where the key is”

He raised the revolver and aimed it—at
himself.

A swift revulsion of feeling passed over
Curly. He leaped across the room, and
held his friend’s hand.

“Ken, for God’s sake!” he cried in a voice
sharp with fear. ‘“There’s no need of that!
I thought you didn’t care! I thought you
didn’t feel anything. What would I have
done if you had ! There’s no need of it.
I’ll be back in a week. Can’t you stand a
week in quod for me? They’ll let you out
when I get back.”

“Yes, disgraced,” muttered Kenaston.

Curly’s arm went swiftly around his
shoulders. He still trembled at the nar-
rowness of their escape from tragedy.

“That’s what you say,” he went on with
rough tenderness. “But a man doesn’t need
to feel disgrace because a certain gang is
down on him. There are other men and
other places. And I know you'’re the
bravest and truest pal in the world. Any-
way, you still have your gun. I know you
won’t want to use it when you think,
but you can if you insist on it. Only
promise me yowll hold your band for a
week!”
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“Very well,” Kenaston said, slipping the
gun in its holster.

Producing the key, he unlocked and un-
barred the door, and flung it wide. The
night air enveloped them.

Seizing hat and jacket, Curly paused to
throw his arm around Kenaston’s shoulders
again.

“God bless you, Ken!” he murmured
brokenly. ‘I never knew a fellow like you!
We’re none of us worthy to tie your laces!”

Kenaston closed the door after him, and
mechanically locked and barred it agam.
He flung himself on the cot.

HINGSTON, the Inspector in
charge at Carlingford, himself not
much more than a youngster, had a
great liking for the youngest man of his
command, and was secretly very proud of
his exploit in bringing in Curly Briscoe.
All of which made the scene between them
next morning the more painful. When the
astounding news reached him, he sent for
Kenaston, and interrogated him in private.
It did not last long, for Kenaston, realizing
the preposterousness of trying to justify
himself, stuck to the bare statement:

“Ilet him go. He will be back in a week.”

The repetition of these two sentences
roused Hingston to an insupportable pitch
of exasperation. One must know some-
thing of the history of the mounted police,
and have entered into their fanatic devotion
to an ideal of duty, to understand the in-
credulous amazement that filled the young
Inspector’s breast. To his mind such a
thing simply could not be!

“You fell asleep!” he cried.-
the key from you!”

“If he had escaped I would have given
the alarm,” said Kenaston dully. “I let
him' go.”

“You let him go!”’ shouted the Inspector
“After chasing him hundreds of miles, and
nearly drowning yourself, and spending
Heaven knows how much of the country’s
money! If it was only to let him go, what
did you bring him in for? You're mad!
You ought to be in a strait-jacket!”

Kenaston made no reply. What was
there for him to say? He only longed to
get the scene over with.

“Do you know where he’s gone?” de-
manded the Inspector.

“I can’t tell you,” muttered Kenaston.
“He’ll be back in a week.”

‘“He stole
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The exasperated Inspector sprang to his
feet. “If you say that again——! Don’t
tempt me too far! You insult my intelli-
gence. Did you ever hear of a man coming
back of his own free will to be hanged?
You’re mad, I tell you!”

He strode up and down his quarters.
“To think that a madman should have the
power to ruin us all like this! You’ve dis-
graced the force! You've undone all my
work here! You've dragged our colors in
the dirt! You've made us laughing-stocks
for all the thugs and blacklegs up the line!—
we who held our heads so high! The men
will tear you limb from limb if they get
hold of you!”

Kenaston stood, listening dully. He had
already taken so much, his very capacity
for suffering was exhausted.

“What am I to do with you?” cried the
Inspector.

“Lock me up for a week,” muttered
Kenaston. -

““And then?”

Kenaston shrugged.

The Inspector sent him away. He was
stripped of his uniform and locked up under
guard in the same hut where he had stood
guard the night before. His guards did not
spare him. Meanwhile the Inspector took
measures to trace and pursue the fugi-
tive. It was quickly discovered that he had
gone west up the line. Two men were
despatched on his trail.

A WEEK later Kenaston faced his
superior officers again. This time
Inspector Hingston appeared as his
accuser before the court martial that had
hastily been called. No less a person than
the High Commissioner himself sat at the
head of the table, to hear this unprece-
dented and inexplicable case. The Surgeon-
General was also present for the purpose of
observing the prisoner, and passing on his
sanity.

At the conclusion of his examination of
the prisoner the Surgeon turned to the
Commissioner saying:

“I am obliged to state, sir, that the ac-
cused trooper appears to be in the full pos-
session of his faculties.”

The head of the force looked at Kenaston
with the same expression of incredulous,
amazed anger, that the face of every officer
present showed.

“Have you anything to say?”’ he asked.
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Kenaston shook his head. In ‘the seven
days -that had passed he seemed to have
aged more than twice that number of years.
A nature such as his suffered intolerably
under the contempt of his fellows. No one
knew what he had been through, and no
one would ever know, for he could not
speak his feelings. He felt their angerand
hatred surrounding him like a wall. Any-
thing he might say would only make mat-
ters worse.

Anyway, there was nothing to be gained
by speaking. If Curly returned before the
day was out, it would justify him-—partly.
If he did not, Kenaston fully intended to
end the matter in his own way. During the
week opportunities had been left in his way
of ending it. It had occurred to more than
one man as the only possible mitigation of
an unspeakable disgrace.

“I regret that we are forced to abandon
the theory of insanity,” the Commissioner
began in icy tones, “for it provides theonly
charitable explanation of your act. You
are a young man of first-rate antecedents,
hitherto a credit to the force. You accom-
plished a difficult capture in the face of
great odds, and brought your man in
according to the best traditions of the
Service. Four days later, according to your
own statement, you opened the door of his
prison of your own free will and let him
walk out. You refuse to speak for yourself,
or to explain your act. I am therefore
driven back on the ugly supposition that
you were bribed.”

Kenaston flinched as if he had been
struck across the face with a whip. It
seemed there was a degree of pain he had
not reached even yet.

“How you expected to benefit by a bribe,
I can not say,” the Commissioner went on;
“nor why, if you were bent on casting honor,
decency and the good repute of men to the
winds, why you did not try to escape with
the prisoner. You have had a fair trial.
You have been invited, urged, commanded
to speak in your own defense. In your con-
tinued refusal to do so I must believe the
worst, and my duty is clear. It is but just
that you should suffer the penalty your
prisoner would owe the law for the offense
of which he is presumably guilty—man-
slaughter.” The commissioner stopped.
His lips pursed. Then, grimly, distinctly:
“George Kenaston, the sentence of this
court is that you shall be confined——"
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HE GOT no further, There was a
commotion outside, the sound of
running feet and voices raised.
There was a scuffle with the sentry outside
the door, then the door was banged open,
and Curly Briscoe strode in, flushed and
breathless.

Briscoe and Xenaston had no eyes for any
one there but each other. A cry broke from
Kenaston, the first utterance of the intoler-
able agony, so long bottled in his breast.
His stiffly held figure wavered—and went
down in a heap.

Curly sprang to him, and lifted him up,
thrusting others aside. He put him on a
chair that some one pushed forward.

Kenaston was conscious, but shaking like
a leaf. Leaning over him, with an arm
around his shoulders, Curly whispered
swiftly:

“I was delayed. I couldn’t let them take
me, and bring me in, as if I wasn’t coming
myself. It’s all right. She’s better. She’s
going to get well. We owe it to you!”

The court was in confusion. For once
the starched officers had lost their impreg-
nable self-possession.

“Who is this man?” the Commissioner
was heard to ask.

Half a dozen voices informed him.

“Give an account of yourself, Briscoe,”
he commanded.

Curly straightened his back and, keeping
his hand on Kenaston’s shoulder, faced the
Commissioner resolutely and respectfully.
“] am not in your command, sir,” he said
quietly. ‘“Why he let me go, and where
I've been, are matters between him and
me only. I am here ready to stand my
trial.”

“Yery commendable of you,” the Com-
missioner said sarcastically. ‘“But the fact
of your returning does not excuse him for
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letting you go in the first place. And your

defiance of the court will not help him.”

Curly saw that he had made a mistake.

“T'll tell everything but my own private
affairs,” he said eagerly. “I can testify for
him. If you want men on the force there’s
a man for you, the gamest and the truest
that ever wore your uniform!”

Kenaston already recovered, stood up
again, blushing and scowling, mightily
ashamed of his moment of weakness, and
embarrassed by Curly’s enthusiastic eulogy.
Curly had no shame in displaying his feel-
ings; he stuck close to him, with his arm
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about his shoulders, while he addressed the
court,

“We were friends before this trouble be-
gan,” he went on. ‘“We each needed a friend
at the time, and we meant a lot toeach
other. But when he found out that I shot
Baldy Hafner ”

“Hold on!” interrupted the Commis
sioner. “You must know that anything you
say here may be used against you later.”

“I know 1t,” said Curly coolly. “I say
when he found out that I shot Baldy Hafner,
he never let friendship interfere with his
duty. He made a stand against the entire
camp; he risked his life not once but half2
dozen times; food and sleep and rest were
nothing to him until he brought me in.

“Once in a while something happens that
is above the law. It was so that night a
week ago. I showed him I had to go. It was
a matter of life and death. There was no
time to tell the Inspector. He either had
to let me go at once—or risk the death of
one who was very dear to both of us. Ican
tell you that much. You needn’t think it
was easy for him. He turned his gun on
himself, and told me to take the key off his
body. I stopped him from pulling the
trigger. 1 made him promise he’d wait a
week before doing it. If I hadn’t come back
he would have ended it to-night. I tell you,
if you break him for this, there’s no justice,
no fair play in your force, and what’s more,
you're breaking the best man you ever had!”

The court arose in confusion. Kenaston
and Briscoe were confined separately under
guard. Later, after stormy conferences be-
tween the officers, it was rumored, the High
Commissioner asserted his authority, and
reinstated Trooper Kenaston.

He was relieved from active duty unti
the trial of Briscoe, at which he was re-
quired as a witness, Afterward, it was
intimated to him, he might expect to be
transferred to a post in the far North.

CHAPTER XIII
THE TRIAL

ARLINGFORD was the brand-new
county-seat of a brand-new county,

of which the trial of Curly Briscoe was the
first to be spread upon the record. It was
at the terminus of the latest-completed
division of the new railway. Three after-
noons in the week a train came staggering
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over the billowy road-bed. from Prince
George, the capital, and the three following
mornings it staggered back. The town was
not a beautiful place. A single wide street
stretched away at right angles from the
track—not so much a street as a troubled
morass of pasty yellow mud, bounded on
each side by a wooden sidewalk raised high
on piles. Wo to any wayfarer who ven-
tured or fell off the sidewalk! When a citi-
zen desired to cross the street, he went down
to the depot-platform and came back on
the other side!

Short branches of the elevated sidewalk
led off to the packing-box houses, likewise
built on piles. The houses were painted in
delicate shades of pink, green or yellow,
and set off with big signs; restaurants, pool-
parlors, cash-stores. Up at the head of the
street on higher ground stood the building
of the Mounted Police establishment, which
antedated the railway. These were more
substantial-looking structures of squared
logs, whitewashed. There was a flagpole
with a Union Jack making a bright spot
against the sky. The background of Carl-
ingford,whichever way you looked,was filled
up by wide, flat stretches of boggy clay cov-
ered’ with charred stumps, and the scrub
of a later growth.

The rough newness of Carlingford differed
markedly from the the rough newness of
Mile Ninety-Two, and there was an even
greater difference in the spirit of its dwellers,
all the difference between something tame
and something wild. Civilization and Prog-
ress were ever on the lips of the Carling-
forders. They had come to stay. They
drove bargains, speculated in real estate and
put their money in the Bank of Commerce.
Their feeling toward the prodigals of the
construction-camps was naturally therefore
one of severe disapprobation, mixed per-
haps with a resentful envy,

There was no court-house yet,and the
trial was held in Ed Sollers’ pool-room, the
largest floor in town. The pool-tables were
knocked down and removed, that no such
suggestions of frivolity might impair the
dignity of the proceedings. A dais was
built for the judge, a box for the witness
and a kind of miniature grand stand for the
jury. Prisoner, lawyers and witnesses sat
below, and the general public was railed off
in the body of the room.

The space was not sufficient, for all the
business of Carlingford and the surrounding
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district was suspended on the day of the
trial, and men women and children came
crowding to share in the delicious excite-
ment of seeing a man on trial for his life.
Those who could not get inside crowded
about the door and the windows, feeding
upon the crumbs of information that were
passed out.

The affair of the shooting was still
shrouded in mystery, which greatly in-
creased the excitement. A score of fan-
tastic stories were in circulation. It was
positively known that the prisoner admitted
the killing. The rest was guesswork. In
the main, sentiment ran against him, though
the women were for him because he had
lustrous, curly. hair and gleaming teeth—
but they were not on the jury.

The men, pleased with their new toy of a
court, desired to see it do something. More-
over there were ancient insults to be
avenged.

“We’ll show these outlaws from up the
line that they can’t put it all over us,” was
the feeling. ’

The young Crown-attorney felt that he
had both jury and citizens with him, and
consequently swelled with self-confidence.
The even younger lawyer, the only other
lawyer in town, who represented Curly, felt
it too, and was correspondingly dispirited.

Even his Honor the circuit judge, a little
crab-apple of a man, who sat in his silken
gown behind a deal table looking like a re-
mote abstraction of justice, socon showed
that he was against the prisoner too. To
offset all this there was Stronghead Gilbey
and the other witnesses from Mile Ninety-
Two. Feeling the adverse current they dis-
played their zeal for the prisoner to a degree
that was injudicious. Thus feeling in the
courtroom ran high.

GEORGE KENASTON was the
principal witness for the Crown. On

==l the stand the trooper still showed
the effects of what he had lately been
through. There was nothing of the boyish
remaining in his grim set face. On the
other hand Curly was confident and un-
ruffled. The two {riends avoided each
other’s glance. Kenaston told his story
with a dogged attention to detail that told
of a painful duty almost overfulfilled in the
determination to fulfil it.

Layburn, the Crown-attorney, a san-
guine, aggressive young man with red hair
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and a raucous voice, was drawing the story
out. Kenaston was his only important wit-

ness, and the trooper’s lack of animus .

against the prisoner annoyed the lawyer
a little.

“You say you arrested him the morning
after you discovered the body,” he said.
“Why then was there such a delay in bring-
ing him in?”

“He escaped,” said Kenaston.

“Ah!” cried Layburn, flinging a meaning
glance toward the jury. “I hadn’t heard of
this before. How did he escape?”

Kenaston hesitated for the fraction of a
second. This was the part of the story he
did not want to tell. But he had to.

“When I was bringing him in over the
tote-road,” he said, ‘“some of his friends
pursued us. Near Pete Leduc’s I was
roped from behind, and pulled off my horse.

_The fall stunned me. When I came to he
was gone.”

“Who roped you?”

“Husky Decker.”

“Who was with him?” ?

“Stronghead Gilbey and Jim Bent.”

Layburn looked pleased at the mention of
Stronghead’s name.

“Desperate men!” he exclaimed. “Inter-
ference with an officer in the performance of
his duty. This is a serious offense. Why
haven’t you laid a complaint against Husky
Decker?”

“Because I brought my man in,” said
Kenaston. “It would look like spite if I
complained against him now. It would
injure my usefulness as an officer if I were
stationed among them again.”

“But hasn’t the fact that the prisoner
tried to escape an important bearing on
this case?”

“I didn’t say he tried to escape. The
rescue was got up by his friends. He did
not help them in any way.”

“But he preferred to run off with them
rather than stand his trial, didn’t he?”

“Yes,” said Kenaston, “but you must
put against that the fact that later, when
he had got safe away, he saw my canoe
upset in the Campbell River, and he came
ﬁpd pulled me out. That is how I got

im.”

“Stick to the answers to my questions,
please,” said the lawyer sharply. '

Kenaston’s generous anxiety to see that
the prisoner received his due had the effect,
unforeseen by him but quite natural, of
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prejudicing the jury in Kenaston’s favor at

the prisoner’s expense.

Layburn asked abruptly:

“Have you a friendly feeling toward the
prisoner?”’

Kenaston flushed.

“T don’t see what that has to do with this
case,” he said quickly. “I brought him in.”

“And a mighty creditable piece of work,
too,” said the lawyer suavely. “But an-
swer my question, please. Have you a
friendly feeling for the prisoner?”

“Yes,” said Kenaston.

“Thank you, that is all,” said Laybum
with a meaning smile in the direction of the
jury. “Mr. Caswell, the witness is yours.”

The mystery enveloping the case was not
lightened to any degree until William Gil-
bey was called to the stand for the defense.
At the sound of his name the crowd stirred
in anticipation, and necks were craned
Stronghead’s reputation was great in the
land. He propelled his great body deliber-
ately toward the witness-stand, and dropped
into the chair, showing his characteristic
ironic smile.

“YOU were an eye-witness to the
.9‘ shooting of Baldy Hafner?” began
— Caswell.

“I was,” said Stronghead grimly.

“Please tell the court what you saw.”

The crowd sat up with attentive ears.

“Well; as the policeman has testified,
there was trouble in my place that night,”
drawled Stronghead, ‘““and it. finally nar-
re ed down between Baldy and Jim Ket-
tl e____)!

Layburn jumped up. “I object,” he

said. “How do we know that this had any
bearing on the case? What was the
‘trouble’ ?”

“Overruled,” said the Court. “You will
have an opportunity to question the witness

.directly.”

“It narrered down to Baldy and Jim
Kettle,” repeated Stronghead, “and it was
agreed to settle it with pistols at thirty
yards. So we all went out in the road in
front of my place.”

“Who was present?”’ asked Caswell.

Stronghead gave a list of their names.

“Go on.”

“I measured off the distance, and they
took their places. It was a fair night, and
at that season there was light enough for
them to aim by. Johnny Trudeau was
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Jim’s second, and Slim Pete Waters acted
for Baldy. Jim was facing east, and Baldy
facing west. At midnight what little light
there is comes from the north, so neither
had any advantage that way. The rest of
us stood half-way between them, but back
from the road among the stumps, out of
range. Curly Briscoe was the nearest to
Baldy. Istood a little in front of the others
with a white handkerchief in my hand.
When I dropped it, that was to be the sig-
nal—"

Stronghead made a dramatic pause. The
silence 1n the room suggested that every
breath was held.

“Go on!” said Caswell sharply.

“Before I dropped the handkerchief,”
Stronghead said slowly, “Baldy turned and
fired pointblank at Curly Briscoe. The
bullet went wild. He fired again. Curly
ducked, and the bullet went through his
hat. By that time Curly had his own gun
out, and he shot him dead. What else

could he do? Baldy had four more bullets

in his gun.”

Stronghead came to a stop, and a long
breath escaped from the crowd. Another
surprise was sprung when Caswell immedi-
ately turned the witness over to his adver-
sary.

It was not altogether Caswell’s fault that
he appeared to be handling his case so
badly. Both Curly and Stronghead had for-
bidden him to ask certain obvious questions.

Layburn faced Stronghead, bristling like
a terrier, while Stronghead smiled down on
him with grim benignity suggesting a mas-
tiff. At the same time any one who knew
him well could have told that Stronghead
was anxious. Indeed, this was the critical
point of the case. Layburn rashly under-
took to fence with him a while before get-
ting down to serious business.

“I understand they call you Stronghead
Gilbey,” he said.

“They do.”

“How did you earn that distinguished
appellation?”’

Stronghead’s smile broadened.

“A kind of term of affection the boys give
me,” he said slyly. ‘“‘Along of my supposed
ability to carry a load without staggering
under it.”

There was laughter in the court—largely
from Stronghead’s party.

“T see!” said Layburn sarcastically.
“What were the boys all doing at your
4.
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place on the night in question? Drinking?”’

“Yes,” said Stronghead, “‘orange-mead.”

This was received with a roar. Layburn
abandoned this line of questioning in some
discomfiture.

“You are a friend of the prisoner?” he
said.

“I am,” said Stronghead promptly.

“You would do anything to get him off.”

“Anything short of lying.”

“Are you sure?”’ sneered Layburn.

A vein stood out on Stronghead’s fore-
head. He held himself in. After a brief
pause he said with ominous mildness:

“I'd be glad to have you repeat that to
me outside, when this case is over, Mr.
Layburn.”

“Stick to your answers,” snapped the
lawyer.

“Stick to your case,” retorted Strong-
head.

This led to a general wrangle in which
the witness, both lawyers, and finally the
Court took a hand.

When quiet was restored Layburn said,
with a glance at the jury to take them into
his confidence, “Why, if this was a clear
case of self-defense such as you have de-
scribed, why did you go to such trouble to
hide the body? And when it was discov-
ered, why did you take such desperate
means to rescue the prisoner?”

Stronghead hesitated. On the one hand
he had sworn not to lie. On the other he
had sworn not to let the truth come out, and
between the two he was graveled. He man-
aged to keep his face, but little beads of
perspiration sprang out on his forehead.
He finally fell back on facetiousness.

“Why, wouldn’t we be wanting to save
this young county the expense of a trial?”
he said.

Layburn flushed.

Turning to the Court, he said: “Your
Honor, I ask that the witness be admon-
ished against making flippant answers.”

“Repeat the question,” directed the
Court.

The attorney did so.

Stronghead had been holding himself
under a tight leash. He was filled with a
strong man’s detestation of the sneers,the
cheap smartness, the offensive vanity of
the Crown-attorney. Brought to bay his
self-control snapped. His eyes blazed, and
his voice was the voice of the mastiff in
anger. :
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“PLL tell you why we rescued
(&} the prisoner!” he cried. “We are

free men, and we can settle our
private affairs without outside interference.
We want to see justice done, and we set no
store by the justice of lying newspapers,
and thievish little lawyers, and womanish
counter-jumpers that measure men with
their yard-sticks.”

It did well-nigh irreparable damage to his
friend’s case. An ugly murmur passed
through the room. Every man of Carling-
ford was touched to the quick. Every man
on the jury scowled.

There was another wrangle between
counsel. Afterward Layburn proceeded,
highly pleased by the visible effect of
Stronghead’s outburst on the jury.

“You were the head-man at Mile Ninety-
Two, the mayor?”

Stronghead had himself in hand again.

“Just after a manner of speaking,” he
said ironically. “Nothing official.”

“And you let this go on, you arranged the

details of the shooting?”

_“It was Baldy's own idea to leave it to
the guns,” said Stronghead. “And it was
the will of the crowd. Neither me nor no-
body else could have stopped it.”

“Why did you have the policeman tied
up, and carried to his shack?”

“For the same reason I have just given
you. We didn’t want no interference in our
private affairs.”

“If the duel was arranged between Baldy
and Jim Kettle, why did Baldy suddenly
turn on Briscoe and shoot?”

Again an infinitesimal pause before
Stronghead answered. He quickly recov-
ered himself.

“Don’t ask me what evil was in his black
heart,” he said carelessly.

“You have no right to cast aspersions on
the dead!” cried the lawyer, virtuously
indignant.

“Strike out the adjective,” ordered the
Court.

“What was the quarrel between Jim
Kettle and Baldy, the original quarrel?
What were they going to fight about?”

Stronghead shifted his quid to the other
cheek, and recrossed his legs.

“Well, that was not so much Jim Kettle’s
quarre! as mine,” he said. ‘“But the boys
wouldn’t let me stand up to Baldy, though
Baldy was keen for it, because they said I
was a better shot than him. So they
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drew lots for it, and it fell to Jim Kettle”

“A lottery!” sneered the lawyer, “with
every chance against Baldy!”’

Caswell objected, and was sustained.

“What did you have against Baldy?”
continued Layburn.

“There was a matter of fifteen hundred
dollars owing him » .

“Ahal” cried the lawyer. ‘“Now we'Te
getting at it! He came up to collect what
was owmg him, and he got killed for his
pains.’

“Not so fast,” said Stronghead grimly.
“I had the money there to pay him. I bave
the money at this moment to pay to bis
executors, or to anybody the court may
direct. They all saw me offer it to him, but
he was ugly and he refused to take it. He
wanted to fight me for it.”

“Do you mean to tell the Court that you
owed the man fifteen hundred dollars, and
he preferred to stand up and be shot at
rather than take the money?”

“That is the truth.”

The Crown-attorney gave way to derisive
laughter, in which some of the jury so far
forgot themselves as to join.

“How do you explain such an extraor-
dinary situation?” -~

“I don’t explain it,” Stronghead said
bluntly, “You can take it or leave it
There were about twenty witnesses.”

“What did you owe him the money for?”

Stronghead’s face hardened. He was
ready for this question, and there was no
uncertainty.

“That is my private business,” he said
“I refuse to answer.”

Layburn appealed to the court, and his
Honor directed the witness to answer.

“Meaning no disrespect,” said Strong-
head with a kind of grim politeness, “a man
has his rights. I refuse to answer.”

The Court, a little nonplused by the wit-
ness's firmness, took the question of punish-
ing him for contempt under advisement.
Meanwhile Layburn returned on his tracks.

“Do you know why Hafner shot at
Curly?”

Stronghead shrugged. “There had been
hard words passed,” be said. “A while
back, Curly called Baldy a —"”

The court-room appeared to relish the
forcible Saxon epithet. .

“Every man of you was against Baldy?”
suggested the attorney.

Stronghead fell into his trap.
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“We were,” he said promptly. “We
hated and despised him. That’s why we
were so set on seeing strict fair play done.”

Layburn sneered, and looked at the jury.
‘“You hated and despised him?” he repeated.

“That’s what I said.”

““That is all,” said Layburn abruptly.

ONE after another the eye-witnesses

to the affair gave their testimony.

Nothing new was brought out. They
all corroborated Stronghead in every detail,
and refused to answer the question he had
balked at. No one was deceived by their
apparent anxiety not to divulge Strong-
head’s private affairs. It was felt by all
that the real key to what had happened lay
in the answer to that question: ‘“What did
Stronghead owe Baldy Hafner the money
for?”

Jury and public alike felt cheated at the
prospect of the case ending in as deep a mys-
tery as it began. Layburn, observing the
working of baffled curiosity in the jurors,
was not ill-satisfied to have the witnesses
defy him. When half had testified, he gave
up cross-examining them in affected disgust.

The prisoner’s friends damaged his case

" beyond repair.

When he arose to sum up, Layburn car-
ried judge, jury and spectators in his hand.
Excepting the judge, they were not edu-
cated up to the decorum of a long estab-
lished court, and they showed in their faces
they were only sorry they could not hang
the prisoner.

“Manslaughter” and “twenty years”
were whispered from one to another in the
courtroom.

All this redounded to Layburn’s self-
esteem. He swelled and strutted and
spouted for an hour and a half. Measured
by the standards of Carlingford, it was a
wonderfully finespeech. Recalling how they
had seized the policeman and prevented him
from witnessing their fell proceedings, how
cunningly they had gone about concealing
the body and how desperately they had
striven to rescue the prisoner, he demanded
to know if these were the acts of innocent
men. He dwelt on the fact that every man
at Mile Ninety-Two was the self-avowed
enemy of the deceased, and he pointed out
the suspicious unanimity of the stories they
had told.

“What good is the evidence of these
men,” he asked, ‘“‘when they have shown

that they will stop at nothing in order to
get the prisoner off?”

He drew a damning indictment from the
refusal of the prisoner’s friends to tell all
they knew about the case.”

“You have seen to what lengths they will
go to help him,” he shouted. “You can be
sure they would tell all that lay behind the
shooting if their dear friend had no guilty
share in it!”’

He went on to suggest terrible things
that had been kept back. Inferentially he
had a strong case. Loud applause followed
on the conclusion of his speech, suppressed

-with difficulty by the Court.

It began to look serious for the prisoner.
Curly lost his confident smile, and Ken-
aston, under the mask of the trooper,
showed harassed and anxious eyes for his
friend. At a safe distance one may laughat
the prospect of a long jail-sentence, but it
ceases to be funny as it draws close—when
one is young!

Curly and his friends, secure in the recti-
tude of their private consciences, had not
spent any thought in getting up their case.
Now it appeared to them. as if theyhad -
made a mess of it. This thing called the
Law, which they had despised in their ig-
norance, had Curly. in its horrible tentacles.

CHAPTER XIV
A WOMAN’S HONOR

OUNSEL for the defense in his sum-

ming-up was effective in inverse ratio
to the confident Layburn. The unfortunate
young attorney, whose own client and his
friends would not support him, had not a
leg to stand on. He was brief.

The case hurried to its conclusion. His
Honor charged the jury in the good set
phrases of judicial impartiality. He elim-
inated murder in the first and second de-
grees, but made it clear that he expected
them to bring in a verdict of manslaughter.

He was interrupted before he reached his
peroration. An excited boy came pushing
his way through the crowd at the back of
the room and, rushing to the rail, leaned
over and whispered in Caswell’s ear. The
Judge stopped his address, and frowned.
The dispirited young lawyer jumped to his
feet as if electrified.

Without consulting the prisoner, he said
breathlessly:
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“Your Honor, I ask the indulgence of the
Court. I have just been told of a witness
who has important testimony to give for
the defense. 1 move to reopen the case.”

“This is most irregular——"" began the
Judge.

“I assure you it is as much a surprise to
me as to your Honor,” said Caswell.

- “Well, produce him,” snapped the Judge.

“Tt is a woman,” said Caswell.

The prisoner turned to his lawyer with a

startled, whispered question. Caswell
nodded.
“I forbid you to question her,” Curly

whispered imperatively.

Caswell shrugged.

“It’s too late,” he said.

The spectators quickly surmised that
something dramatic was in store. The
prisoner stood up and turned a strained,
white face toward the door. Every eye fol-
lowed his. During the wait, men could hear
the ticking of their watches.

Finally two women were seen slowly mak-
ing their way through the press at the door.
When they issued from among the standers,
a low, breathed exclamation escaped from
the crowd. Their dramatic expectations
were more than realized. It was a girl, pale,
fragile, sweet as a snow-flower, with a face
heroic in its lines of pain and resolution.
The other woman was obliged to support her.

It was Stella Gurney. As she slowly
passed up the aisle she swept a glance
around the room, and the wistful beseeching
sweetness of it changed the whole course of
popular opinion in Carlingford.

They did not understand yet who she
was for, but they were ready to be for her.
A murmur of sympathy followed her.

Reaching the rail, she addressed the
Judge breathlessly:

“I am not too late?”

His Honor, moved, upset, exasperated by
this intrusion of the dramatic into his sober
court, grunted inarticulately.

The prisoner leaned toward her.

“Stella, I forbid you to say anything,” he
commanded in a low, shaking voice.

“Silence!” shouted his Honor.

SHE merely smiled at Curly with a
% sad sweetness, and allowed Caswell
; to lead her to the witness-chair.
She gave her name to the clerk in a low
voice, and was sworn.y The faces of the men
of Mile Ninety-Two showed a strange

" astonishment.

study of apprehension, anger, pity and acute
discomfort. They alone knew what was
coming. This was what they had tried so
hard to prevent.

Caswell arose to question her.

“I beg your pardon,” he said.
not hear your name.
peat it?”’

“I have been known as Stella Gurney,”
she said softly, “but my legal name is
Stella—"

((weu?"

“Stella Hafner.”

An involuntary exclamation broke from
Kenaston. He half rose. A companion
pulled him back into his seat.

“What relation, if any, were you to the
dead man?”’

Very low—*“I was his wife.”

It had the effect of a thunderclap on
Kenaston. All that had been hidden from
him became clear, as in an accompanying
flash. It was too sudden. For a moment
the room seemed to spin. Stronghead and
the boys avoided each other’s eyes in
shamed wretchedness. The prisoner ex-
tended his arms on the table and dropped
his head between them. But while they all
suffered thus for Stella, the girl herself
seemed to be borne up by an inner strength.
The crowd gaped and wondered. They had
thought the drama was over, and here it
was beginning again.

“One moment, Mr. Caswell,” interrupted
the Judge. Addressing Stella, he asked, not
ungently: “If you know anything bearing
on this case, Mrs. Hafner, why did you not
come forward to testify before?”

“I did not know there was a trial,” she
said. “It was only by accident that I heard
a woman talking about it at Mile Ninety-
Two day before yesterday. They kept it
from me on purpose.”

“Who kept it from you?”

“Stronghead and the others. They
wanted to save me the pain of testifying
here. Stronghead told-me he had escaped.
Why he came to me——""

“Came to you?” echoed the Judge in
“The prisoner?”

In the look of horror that overspread the
faces of Curly, Stronghead and Kenaston,
Stella saw that she was making a blunder.
She quickly caught herself up. 'She hung
her head.

“I was very sick,” she murmured. “Out
of my head for many days.”

“I did
Will you please re-
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His Honor nodded sympathetically, and
a wave of compassion passed over the
crowd. The men who were in the secret
breathed freely again, as at a dangerous
corner safely rounded.

* “Proceed, Mr. Caswell,” said the Judge.

‘Do you know what events led up to and
resulted in the death of your husband?”
asked the lawyer.

llI do.,’

“Please tell the story to the Court in
your own words.”

‘“Before you begin,” interrupted the
Judge, “I must wamn you to confine your-
self strictly to matters of your own knowl-
edge.”

Stella nodded, to show that she under-
stood. She paused for a moment with her
eyes fixed broodingly on the lowered head of
the young prisoner. Presently she began in
a low, firm voice:

“In order to make my story clear, I must
begin a long way back. I was born and
brought up in the village of Waterdown, in
Ontario. My mother died when 1 was
seventeen years old, and my father went
away without telling me where he was going.
I did not see him nor hear from him for five
years. I taught school in Ancaster near-by,
and lived with friends. In March this year
I heard from my father at last. He wrote
from Prince George to say that he was sick
and in want and to ask for help.

“I started west immediately. I had my
savings. I felt I had to come. He was the
only person in the world belonging to me.
I found him in cheap lodgings in Prince
Geoige. He was very sick. He had led a
bad life, he told me, but—but he was my
father!”

She paused, and closed her eyes, as if to
gather strength. She resumed,in a quiet,
toneless voice in which there was something
more affecting than tears:

“Three days after I arrived in Prince
George my father was arrested under an
old charge. The charge was obtaining
money under false pretenses. He was
accused of swindling poor settlers. He told
me—that he was guilty.”

Layburn arose with an objection. “A
very affecting story,” he said with an ill-
concealed sneer. ‘But what has it to do
with this case.”

Stella looked at him full. *“You will see,”
she said quietly.

For the first time there was a murmur
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against the self-confident attorney through-
out the room. He no longer carried the
spectators with him, and he was quick to
feel it. The Judge overruled him.

“When my father was brought before the
Judge,” Stella went on, “he was so sick
that they had to postpone the case. The
Judge offered to let him out on bail. Fifteen
hundred dollars was what he asked. My
father knew only one man in town with
money; that was Hafner, him they called
Baldy Hafner.” She paused, and a strong
shudder shook her body. “My father sent
for Hafner,” she went on, very low, “and he
came to the jail when I was there. They
let me be there because my father was sick.
Hafner came every day after that. The
first time he said he had not the money.
Afterward he said he would do it for my
sake.”

She was obliged to stop again. It could
be seen that her breast was laboring with
sobs. Most of the spectators had known
the unspeakable Baldy, and the horror of
her tale was therefore strong with them.
They affected to gaze out of the windows,
reluctant to intrude upon the sight of her
pain. After a while she went on:

@ in love with me. He said if I would

marry him he would put up the fif-
teen hundred dollars, and let my father
escape, and forfeit the money without say-
ing anything. My father cried and begged
me to do it. It seemed such a dreadful
thing to have him die in prison. I
thought—I thought they would bury him
some place where I could not go. I was
nearly out of my mind. At last I gave in.
The man promised to let me alone as long
as my father lived. We knew that could
not be very long.

“He furnished the money, and my father
was released. I was married to Mr. Hafner
in Prince George on the twentieth of April.
Right afterward my father and I started
west, and after wandering from one place
to another we finally hid ourselves in the
farthest camp we could find in the moun-
tains. That was at Mile Ninety-Two. My
father lived for two months longer, and I
was almost happy there. The men were all
so good to us—I mean these men here. I
did not know there was so much kindness in
the world. One of them-—one of them——”
She paused with a piteous look at Curly.

‘“HE SAID—he said he had fallen
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“The
gently.

She nodded. The tears were flowing now.
She lowered her head, and they fell on her
tightly clasped hands in her lap.

“He was the youngest,” she whispered.
“He told me he loved me. He knew nothing
of what had happened. He told me many
times. And I loved him. But I hid it from
him. I hid it though I thought it would
kill me. I kept him away from me. I lived
like an honest wife. They will all tell you
that.”

Caswell urged her to stop for a while. All
the women in court were weeping with her—
and more than one man.

_ She recovered a little self-control, and
went on in a scared hurried voice:

“My father died at last. The day after
the funeral the man came to claim me. I
had made up my mind to kill myself. I
couldn’t think of what I was doing. That
night I tried it, but the mounted policeman
.pulled me out of the water. Afterward we
heard the men quarreling in Stronghead’s
place, and I sent him there. He didn’t
know, but I knew that Hafner had told the
men what he had come for. They had
raised the fifteen hundred dollars between
them to buy me off, and he wouldn’t
take it.

prisoner?” prompted Caswell

“A woman came to my cabin to stay with_

me. Ilistened there, not knowing what was
happening. By and by I heard them all
come out of Stronghead’s place. Something
told me there was desperate work afoot. 1
ran down there.

“I saw them all standing around so
quietly in the half-darkness. I saw Hafner
with his pistol in his hand. I saw Curly
standing near him. I was crazy with fear.
I thought Curly’s life was in danger. I ran
to him to shield him. That was why Hafner
shot. He swore, and fired at us, at Curly
or at me, I do not know which. He fired
twice. Curly pushed me behind him, and
fired at Hafner, and killed him.

“You can not punish him for that!” she
cried, rising with a wild gesture of appeal
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to the jury. The Judge rapped on his table
in vain. “He was only defending me! If
any one is guilty of this man’s death—"
she struck her breast—‘‘it is I! And you

~must punish me!”

WHEN the proceedings were finally

reduced to order again, his Honor,

suspiciously red as to the nose, said
grufily:

“Mr. Layburn, do you wish to cross-
examine this witness?”’

The Crown-attorney seeing the jury in-
dustriously blowing their noses, and pur-
suing stray tears with casual forefingers,
saw that his case was lost forever, and
glumly shook his head.

“Mr. Caswell?”

Caswell felt that his witness was a better
advocate than he.

“I rest, your Honor,” he said.

Turning to the jury, the Judge cleared his
throat, fussed among his notes, and made
two false starts. Finally he said, almost
peevishly it sounded:

“There is only one thing I need add to.
my previous remarks. If you are satisfied
that this prisoner shot in self-defense, you
must acquit him, for it is a man’s inalien-
able right to defend himself when attacked.
You will now retire to your deliberations.
I will remain here to advise you on any
point of law that may arise in your discus-
sion. Gentlemen of the jury, you have a
great responsibility. It is your privilege to -
establish the first precedent of justice in
this county. The people look to you to do
your duty as men and citizens!”

But the jury made no move to rise. They
exchanged significant glances. The fore-
man leaned over, and consulted briefly
with each in turn. There was much nod-

.ding of heads; much pounding of fists on

knees. The foreman arose.

“Your Honor, we are ready to report our
verdict,” he said.

“Gentlemen of the jury do you find the
prisoner guilty or not guilty as charged?”

“Not Guilty!”




The Jilver Creese

al Bongo-Bongo

HIS, my story (said Tommy
Patten), is a tale of the Silver
Creese. It is only one of the
tales of this wondrous blade, yet,
llke the rest, moonlight goes with it, and
madness, and the mystic film of hot South—
ern seas and tangled islands. At mention
of it Mohammedans say the houris of the
seventh heaven shake their heads in sorrow;
and interblended with it are the nodding
boughs of the old, old palms and the throb-
. bing notes of the surf-boom, which, coming
softly, resemble the sob of a hula across a
moonlit lagoon.

Those who claim to have seen the Creese
gain ready audiences over siphon-bottles,
calabash or betele-cushro. The estimates
of its intrinsic value are high and fabulous,
and are accepted- credulously or scoffingly,
as the case may be. But men seek it. The
Moros sing of it awesomely in their chants.
Speak of it to a Moslem and he will salaam
three times toward his image of Mohammed.
On the broad far sweeps of the South Pacific
many a blunt old sea-captain will look at
you sideways and nod his head at mention
of its name.

And this is the story:

I went ashore off the Maid of the Sea at
Leeano-Lanee, met a woman there and did
her a service. A Kanaka who had fallen

by Donald Francis McGrew

into the ways of a hashish-fiend sought to
throw his arms around her waist in one of
the crowded market-lanes. I gave the Oahu

boy a right hook—the fist, the arm, the
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shoulder, the body raised on the toes, all in
one instant. He fell some distance away,
and then I turned to look at the girl.

I had to. Yes. By the twisted-faced
gods of the Sumarii, she was a woman! I
could not determine her nationality, though
she had the Polynesian tint of skin. She
had cheeks of cream and olive, masses of
blue-black hair and a form that would have -
brought all the slave-dealers in Samorka
tumbling over the sands in red-hot haste.

But her eyes held me longest. She had
eyes, man, eyes! But you wouldn’t under-
stand. What do you know of women and

‘éyes, you land-locked fellows who sit at

home in swivel-chairs? That girl had eyes
of the deep color one sees far down in the
cool, deep grottoes of a clear still tropical
bay. '

I stood there, looking at her. I looked,
and couldn’t think. I only wanted to go to
her—by the red gods, I had been looking’
for her a long time! But I had a picture in
my pocket and, somehow, it held me an
instant; and while I stood there in inde-
cision, she smiled and was gone.

It was some time later when I met Savoy,
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drinking at Canton Louey’s bar. Savoy
was a lieutenant in the South Sea police, a
man of whom I knew little save that he was
a policeman, but with whom I had scraped
up a superficial acquaintanceship at various
ports south of the line. As soon as he saw
me he came at me with a proposition to go
along with him on a hunt for Chan Loo, one
of the most notorious outlaws who ever
operated in the South Pacific.

I fell for it like a duck to water. You bet!
I was young and foot-loose, and the proposi-
tion had the bloody old lash of the whip in
it. I shifted my dunnage from the Maid of
the Sea to the Oahu Pearl right there,

SAVOY'’S explanation was simple
enough. Chan Loo, a tough cus-
tomer, was strongly ensconced at
Bongo-Bongo with a murderous crew from
New Caledonia, all escaped convicts. He
had taken refuge there after looting old miser
Reef’s plantation on the Marshalls, from
which he had taken the contents of Reef’s
safe, some twenty-five hundred pounds.
Thus, Savoy said, old Reef paid for his
stubbornness in not banking with the Com-
pany when he knew the Company’s paper
to be as good as gold.  Still, what was done

was done, and he had been told to deputize -

as hardy a set as possible to handle the
situation. -

They were hardy enough, T’ll swear to
that. The crew of black boys, eight in
number, had sole handling of the boat,
under 2 Huahine mate, who drove them
with a pair of hardy fists and a vocabulary
of hobgoblin English. Beside the Rapa
boys, there were eight Kanakas, three of
whom handled the auxiliary gasoline-engine
with which the boat was equipped. Be-
sides these, there were two dark Frenchmen,
who had been guards at New Caledonia,
and looked it, and a young American named
Reilly, picked up off the beach at Choi-
sell.

Matters soon adjusted themselves socially
aboard. The Frenchmen and Savoy seemed
to find much to talk about most of the time,
and kept to themselves, as did the Kanakas
and the Rapa boys; Reilly and I were thus
thrown together. I liked the cut of that
boy; too prime for a fight, he had been
jerked from the stoke-hold of a liner at
Choisell. Even if he did run nearly naked
like most of the Darwinites who have been
touched by the southern sun the flash of
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his teeth and blue eyes as he smiled was
good to see. ' .

I sought him often. When the purple
mists of evening came down over the sea,
I'd get to thinking of that girl’s eyes in
spite of the picture in my pocket, and oft-
times when, looking over the kammada in
the desert and listening dreamily to the
muezzin calling to prayer, I had pictured
the one woman, come down the ages to me.
But those aren’t good thoughts to have,
when, thinking you’ve found her, she turns
out to have Polynesian in her, and you have
a picture of a girl back home. So I sought
Reilly.

It was toward the last .of the monsoon-
season, and the air was thick and heavy
with moisture. At times, away to the right,

“the sun beat down in glaring clearnmess,

while to the left and not over a half-mile
away, the sea was pelted and frothed by
squalls of rain. On the eve of the night
Savoy said we would make Bongo-Bongo,
the sky was thick with scudding clouds,
and as I leaned over the rail with Reilly I
remarked,

“We’ll have wet going, landing on the
Chink, eh?”

“Yes. But a ducking will do us good,”
said he. “Ugh, my shirt sticks to my ribs
like glue.”

Just then a Rapa boy passed, then
paused as though listening, his hideously
decorated nose turned out to sea. In his
perforated ears hung bits of shell and a clay
pipe. Reilly reached out, gave the shell a
tweak and exclaimed,

“What name you stop this fella listen,
eh? You vamoose quick fella time or I
knock seven bells out a’ you plenty quick!”

The black moved on with a frightened
roll of the blood-shot whites of his eyes.

“Don’t like them blacks any better’n the
white set we're with,” growled Reilly.

I stole a glance at him.

“Don’t you like them?” I asked.

“No, I don’t. They try to be sociable,
them Frenchies, but they're not built on
sociable lines. Savoy himself isn’t any
better.” .

I glanced at the distant policeman. He
was a tall man, lithe and slender, with a
sharply defined aquiline nose, chin and
mouth covered with black mustache and
beard, and cheeks, as Reilly put it, “tanned
clear to the bone.” In spite of the fact that
he continually wore a stiff helmet of Chinese
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make, he was as black as a Hindu. Around
his waist was strapped a cartridge belt with
two automatic holsters, one on each hip.
In lieu of pants, he wore a breech-clout,
while his feet were incased in sandals.

“He looks fierce enough,” I admitted.
‘“But I fancy you have to be, in the police-

service here.”
[Just what do you think of this
proposition?”

I couldn’t answer.

“I mean,” he said, “just why do they
always quit talking when we come up, and
get so polite? There’s something else in
the wind besides this Chan Loo business.”

“You mean—"

“LOOK here,” Reilly said then.

“After two looks at them, would you put -

it past them to attempt making away with
all that money?”

“But Savoy belongs to the police!” I
exclaimed.

“When did that word get to be the last
in honesty?’’ he retorted.

I rubbed my lip, thinking.

“By George,” I said, ‘““maybe you're right.
But pshaw, we’d better wait and see what
turns up before we jump to conclusions.”

“Just the same, I’m going to try to learn
something. I notice they’re pretty thick
with those three Kanakas of the engine-
crew. I can talk Kanaka, which they don’t
know. If I get a chance after supper, I'll
see what I'll see.”

We got some inkling of what was coming
at supper. We messed with Savoy and his
two henchmen; and that night they seemed
more constrained than ever. They had a
load on their chest, that was evident.
Thinking perhaps I might start the ball
rolling, I said to one of the Frenchmen,

“See here, Touché, what’s the lay when
we hit Bongo-Bongo? How are we going
to go about this?”

He looked at Savoy for help. That in-
dividual gazed musingly at his fork a mo-
ment, then brought his eyes to bear on me.
He was very suave and polite.

“Mr. Patten,” said he, “we have been
talking over a little matter among ourselves
for the last few days, and the only reason
we have not broached the subject before is
that we thought perhaps our contemplated
actions might not appeal to you and Mr.
Reilly as compatible with the recognized
ethics of police-procedure.”
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“Our hides

“Go ahead,” 1 suggested.
are not made out of satin.”

And then, as though he were not men-
tioning a word to conjure with, ke said to
me,

“Have you ever heard of the Silver
Creese?” -

I laughed a little.
South Pacific?

“Well,” said he, just as calmly, “Chan
Loo has the Creese!”

Was the man crazy or did I hear aright?
Reilly turned his eyes to me with an ex-
pression half credulous, half mirthful in
their depths.

“Man,” said he, “do you know what
you're talking about?”

“Yes,” said the unruffled Savoy. “I am
talking about the Silver Creese, which is
now in the hands of Chan Loo.”

I LOOKED hard at him. He ap-
@ peared to be sure of his ground.
<® And yet it was unbelievable. The
Creese was a myth, a dream, a fairy-tale
grown large in the telling. One might be-
lieve in it when drink changed the brain to
that of a credulous anthropoid; but sober—
you had your doubts.

As the story went, the Creese originated
in the brain of a Mohammedan, who, never
wholly sane as we see it, grew wholly mad
in the Southern Seas while mourning for
his son.

They tell of how Qudrat, Moro dato of
blood and might, supposedly lost a son to
the Spanish at Iligan, Mindanao; of how,
grieving for that son, he and his warriors
slaughtered Don Cortejo’s Spanish regi-
ment in the historic shadows of Death’s
Valley; of how, still grieving for that son,
his fierce old Mohammedan brain twisted
out of proportion until he turned against
Allah himself.

Thereafter vengeance became a fetish
with him. The sinking and looting of the
Spanish steamer Don Alfonso off Zam-
boanga was one of his acts, and a source of
keen satisfaction to the old fellow. But it
was also a source of inspiration. The Don
Alfonso’s passengers were wealthy and
partial to jewels, and also she carried an
assortment of silver bars from the veins at
Ilo-Ilo. So, leaving her flaming red on the
night’s black sea, Qudrat took the bars and
the jewels ashore to his inland fastness, his
monkey lips bared over his old black teeth,

Who had not, in the
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and the maggots of reprisal crawling deli-
ciously through his warped old brain.

He praised his swordsmith, slapped him
on the back. With bars and jewels and the
finest ebony in Mindanao the old fellows
evolved a creese whose like has never been
heard of in the history of the Koran. Mo-
hammed himself never wore such a weapon,
even in the War of the Fosse. Its blade
was of solid silver, its handle of purest
ebony, both shining like kouri-bowls in a
mosque. In the blade were set emeralds,
great living diamonds and rubies whose
hearts were as the flaring blood of centuries.

And so one night when the moon swung
high over the eastern hills, and the tom-
toms added to the stillness with their
kettle-like boom, old Qudrat stole forth
with the Silver Creese, and mounted the
highest peak in that part of Mindanao,
bent on coming hand to hand with Allah
himself and thus avenging the death of his
only son.

He never came back. To-day his bones
lie bleaching among the clouds, the Mo-
hammedans say. The Moros will not set
foot on the peak. But men tell how, when
the tale got around, a venturesome Eng-
lishman made the climb and found the
Creese among the dew-washed bones.
They say he was stabbed for it by a young
Spanish officer in Iligan, who then eloped
with a meslizo in a banca bound for Borneo.
She in turn made way with him and was
picked up with the Creese in a storm by a
tramp steamer. They tell of how the crew
got in a fight over the thing, and in the fight
lost control of their ship, so that she went
on the rocks of Mindoro Strait. Her white
ribs lie there echoing the story to-day. And
out of that mess, they say, some one escaped
in a long boat—some one with the Silver
Creese.

Since then many tales have been told of
the Creese. When one squats under a
gaudy tent amid the sandy dunes of the
igidi, or sits round a camp-fire in the vam-
pire dusk of the Land of the Morning Moon,
such tales are good to hear; but for Savoy
to mention it casually, and to state calmly
that he knew where it was, was straining
the point a bit.

“Look here, Savoy,” I said, “maybe you
can tell us too where Cogia Hassan Alhab-
bal’s gold went to?”

“I am serious,” he repeated, nettled a
little. “I do not bilame you for being in-
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credulous. But the proposition is this—if
you want to share in it. The Creese is, as
you know, anybody’s property. Now the
money will be sent in to Sydney with those
we capture. But the Creese—who need
know anything about that? We share the
proceeds alike.” )

“Share them among all that crew?” said
Reilly, gripping my hand under the table.
“T guess not!” I cried, taking his cue.

“Ha, ha!” laughed Savoy. ‘“They believe
now.” His companions laughed.

“No,” he continued, ‘‘the crew will not
come in. They are paid as deputies. We

whites will divide it all.”
Q agreed, and as soon as we could
Reilly and I got together on deck.

‘“Are they crazy, or are we all crazy, or
what?” Reilly suddenly demanded of the
air, of the hot night, of the vague distant
shadows.

“They’re blamed serious about it,” I
said musingly.

“You don’t believe in it, do you?” he
demanded.

“No-0,” I said rather slowly.

He laughed.

“You're a-straddle the fence, like me.”

He became serious again on the instant,
and struck the rail a blow. First glancing
to right and left, he said to me,

“Tell you what. None of that wa-wa
went down my sluice way very far. You
stay right here till I come back.”

He was gone before I could answer, and I
stood there waiting nervously, until, seven
bells having struck in the second watch, he
came out of the darkness and leaned beside
me. I sensed right there he was as full of
news as a balloon is of gas.

“Tell me,” 1 said, gripping his arm in
suppressed excitement equaling his own.

“We're in for a hot mess,” he said; and.I
gasped as he-told me the story.

He had slipped down against the bulk-
head and overheard the six of them, Savoy,
the two Frenchmen and the Kanaka engi-
neers, laughing over the wool they had
pulled over our eyes. Bongo-Bongo was a
volcanic island, with an inland lagoon or
harbor whose inlet was formed by the
crumbled lip of the crater at one side, the
inlet being so narrow that a fair-sized
schooner would be forced to warp through.
Since Chan Loo would be anchored in the

AFTER a bit of haggling, we
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lagoon, we were to anchor with cables
across the mouth, and divide into two par-
ties, one going to the east to mount the
cliffs and shoot down into the Chink’s
schooner, the other party to attack a shack
in which Chan Loo was living while his
crew repaired his schooner, wrecked in a
blow off Tahiti. And in a nutshell, their
scheme was this:

Reilly and I were to take the five inno-
cent Kanakas to the east and attack the
schooner. In the meantime, Savoy, the
two Frenchmen and two of the Kanaka
engineers would stop on the west side, “get”
Chan Loo, the money and the Silver Creese,
and get back to where the Huahine mate,
the doltish Rapa boys and one Kanaka
were holding our schooner, and pull away,
leaving us marooned to fight it out with the
Chink’s crew.

“Fine!” said I, fingering my automatic
and looking very sweetly at the bridge.
“Very fine scheme. Might have known
there was something wrong when Savoy
didn’t mention how he kzew Chan Loo had
the Creese.”

“Had a confederate with Chan Loo, he
said,” Reilly smiled. “Well, I wouldn’t be
surprised now if he were in cahoots with
Chan Loo himself. What will we do?”’

“Providing he carries it out as you over-
heard it, we’ll do just as he says,” said I,
thinking fast. “That is, up to a certain
point. We’ll go ahead and start; then,
when Savoy has gone, we'll put the Kanakas
wise and one of us with two of them will
drop back to the Oghu Pearl and give that
Huahine mate and the rest the surprise of
their lives. Do you get me?”

n

IT CAME about as he had foretold.

We dropped quietly down on Bongo-

Bongo along toward morning, and
anchored with cables across the narrow
inlet, each cable fastened to manacca palms
at either end.

It was getting gray when the Rapa boys
finished the job, and I could see the cliffs
rising near us in the morning mist, and,
just over the eastern rise, the shadowy tips
of a schooner-masts. And when I saw that
inlet and no pains taken to guard it, I
was certain that Chan Loo was “in” with
Savoy.

Ten to one Chan Loo was figuring on
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playing it low on his crew as Savoy in-
tended doing with us.

“He’s here,” said Savoy, his black eyes
burning. He proceeded to give us his direc-
tions. “Get Into position right over there
and commence shooting as soon as it gets
daylight,” he said.

So Reilly, myself and the five honest
Kanaka boys went ashore off the bowsprit
and pushed into the gloom of the manacca
palms, while Savoy and the two French-
men went to the west.

In a minute we stopped, and I put it up
to the Kanaka boys as quickly as possible.
I didn’t mention the Creese to them, but
only the money. They were for going right
back and cutting the hearts out of the
muckers.

“No,” T said, “two of you have got to
keep up the bluff of shooting into these New
Caledonians, and Reilly, you take two of
the boys, and drop back to the Oahu Pearl
and get those fellows. Get the drop on
them first. I'm going across the lagoon.”

“What’s the need o’ that?” Reilly expos-
tulated.

“I'm going to get the Creese,” I said,
back over my shoulder.

He called low again to me to stop, but
the whispering of the blue gods was in me
that morning, and I wouldn’t listen. I
wrapped my belt and automatic around my
head and pushed through to the lagoon.

I came to it sooner than I had expected.
Instead of expanding out in the shape of an
egg as I had thought, the inlet was at the
southwest corner of the harbor. It shot in
straight north, then turned to the east.
The lagoon lay in the shape of a gourd
whose neck had twisted at right angles.

The morning fog was heavy, and I
couldn’t see much, except occasionally a
hazy glimpse of the Chink’s schooner
through occasional rifts to my right. Then
straight across I got a momentary glimpse
of the shack Savoy had described. Clad
only in breech-clout and sandals, I took off
the shoes, tied them around my neck and
went into the water.

It wasn’t far across. I made it with the
crawl-stroke like a top. ‘If the fog did
bother me some, it also hid me from the
silent schooner, and I reached the other
side without hearing a sound.

* Going up the hillside was a sight worse
than the swim. I needed that afterglow, I
tell you, when I tackled that climb among
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the wet rocks and verdure. Too, it was
so unearthly still and ghostlike; and my
nerves were drawing tighter than gut cords,
expecting each minute to have some one
leap over that cliff and pink me through the
head before I could pull trigger. But I
‘reached the top with no mishap and peeked
out from behind a boulder with my heart
pounding up in my mouth.

There, not fifty feet from me, was a nipa
shack. Not a breath of sound came from it.
It stood there gloomy and quiet in that
ungodly stillness like some old monastery
far above the world, mysterious and clammy
in that morning gray. It was lonelier, that
spot was, than hot noon in the desert, when
the palm-trees stand dead and motionless

.against the heavens and the distant moun-
tain-ranges lie asleep with the mummies in
the sands.

Where was Savoy? Where was Chan
Loo? There was no entrance or window on
my side, and I could not see into the shack.
But, realizing that I had no time to waste,
I slipped on my sandals, and started on a
light-footed run for the dwelling.

As I did so, shots sounded across-the
harbor, sounding like the spanking of pans
under a blanket as they came to me through
the thinning fog. But still no sound from
the shack. I peered cautiously round one
side, saw a door swinging ajar and crept
up to it, my gun ready in my hand. For
caution’s sake, I peered round the door,
saw nothing, then leaped into the doorway,
ready to shoot at once.

But this was unnecessary. On the floor
lay a big white man, slack in a puddle
of blood. He had been stabbed in the
back.

I ran to him and turned him over. AsI
did so, I shook him hard.’

“Where are Chan Loo and Savoy?” I
yelled at him,

His eyes opened vacuously, and I was
forced to shake him again.

“Where is Chan Loo?” I yelled again.

“Here,” he whispered. He even at-
tempted a wry smile. ‘“Great—alias—eh?
Well—they—got me.”

“Who? Who got you?” I asked, in too
much of a hurry to be surprised.

His face worked, foam came on his lips,
and he cursed thickly.

“My partner—Savoy!” he whispered.

too!

So Savoy had double-crossed Chan Loo,
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“‘Once more,” I yelled at him, “is there
anything to this Silver Creese story?”

He tried hard to answer. A great light
came into his eyes. The effort seemed too
much, and he sank back, inert. And just
then I heard a crashing of bushes off in the
distance, and I dropped him, cursing my-
self for the moments I had lost.

a path from which the sound came.

—=* Down this T panted and stumbled,
noticing as I ran that here and there lay a
gold coin, dropped as though from a hole
in a sack or pocket. I did not pause to pick
them up. They were telltale chips in a
game of hare and hound, and I knew Savoy
to be ahead of me, running for the Osky
Pearl.

As I ran, the crescendo of shots increased
below me, and this disturbance, coming so
sharply at variance with the former tomb-
like quiet, set the palm-groves awhir with
the swish of frightened wings. The sun
was just shoving its copper rim above the
horizon, and through the mists, rising like
wraiths from another world, monkeys
screamed, birds chattered and cawed and .
the whole island awoke to an inferno of
sound. Once a fear-blind goat dashed be-
tween my legs and threw me down a precipi-
tate pile of boulders in bench-like array. I
slid into a puddle at the bottom, but was
up and going the next instant.

I was running my best when suddenly I
broke through the palms on the very edge
of a deep chasm. I was forced to grab ata
bush to keep from sliding over.

What caused that chasm is more than I
know. The crater proper of the volcano
was the harbor, as I have said, yet this fis-
sure was here to the west of the harbor and,
almost one hundred feet down, a lake of
water boiled hotter than the fires of inferno.
The stench of it came up against my face
with a musty, mineral, unpleasant smell.

In width the fissure appeared to be overa
hundred feet. Across it stretched a rope
bridge, the two top strands fastened to tree-
trunks and not only acting as hand-holds
but serving for the suspension of the foot-
board lace-work as well. And, looking
across the chasm, I let out a curse as I saw
Savoy just leaving the other end.

On his shoulder was a heavy sack, while
ahead of him the two Frenchmen shoved
the form of a woman whose hands were tied

I RACED otit of the door and down
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behind her, and whose back was weighted
with a heavy sheath. Evidently it was a
bolo or creese—the handle, unusually bril-
liant, shone bright and clear above the
mahogany scabbard; a wonderful piece of
carving of purest ebony, that hilt.

You ask me why I didn’t go back and
leave him to run into the hands of Reilly
and the five Kanakas? Why did the Mos-
lems storm at the inoffensive monastery of
Mar Saba for centuries?

When I saw it, I thought of how I had
sat high up on Maol one day and looked
down at the dreamy canyon of the Lena-
mon and the sleepy harbor of Iligan where
the brass-cannoned galleons used to ride at
anchor long ago; and I thought, looking at
Death’s Valley, of how turbaned old
Qudrat had sat and screamed above the
echoes of the crashing bolos and bayonets
while his warriors made heroes of Don
Cortijo’s regiment. I thought of it again
this morning. There rose up before me the
picture of twisted old Qudrat going up the
Holy Mountain with the Silver Creese
tight in his hand, while the blood-red, sad-
faced moon looked down. And its madness
got into my blood. I let out another curse
and jumped on the bridge.

As I leaped, one of the Frenchmen yelled,
dropped the woman’s arm, raised his rifle
and fired. The shot took me a murdering
blow in the side of my right leg. Staggering,
I raised my pistol to return the shot. When
I fired, another slug from Savoy’s pistol
whipped overhead. Mine dropped the
Frenchman in his tracks.

But in firing T had to let go of the rope
with my right hand, so that my movement
set the structure swaying. When I grabbed
at the rope to save myself, calling on all the
gods of Samarcand the while, Savoy’s
poisonously bloated face contorted into a
hellish grin. He grabbed at the woman and
yelled at the other Frenchman. Swinging
the woman in front of him, Savoy now
sought to back away into the trees. He
laughed loud as I raised my pistol to cover
him, then lowered it away from the woman.

For, by the klong-yai of the Siamese, it
was the woman of Leeano-Lenee! The
woman with the deep-colored eyes of life!
I had dreamed of that woman under the
torii gates,while listening to the sob of a hula
off Lavanga, and at noon in the desert with
the far-off ranges dozing in the sun.

As I saw her face turned toward me over
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that rounded shoulder, my heart gave a
flop like that of a Jewish mother who sees
her boy under a Cossack knife, and I forgot
the pain in my leg and yelled like a dervish
to be at them.

BUT in the instant it had taken me
to aim at Savoy, that second French-
man had jumped over his fallen
companion and behind the tree to which
one of the strands was tied. I saw his arm
come round the trunk, and in his hand was
a heavy machete. I did a deal of furious
thinking as I saw him commence hacking
at the rope.

By the holy Banshees but my thoughts
worked fast! Below me was a boiling death
that made me literally seasick. Before me
was death again from Savoy’s pistol. The
rising sun-rays made of the barrel’s end a
shining circle around a deadly black hole,
while behind it that black-bearded face
twisted into a mask more hellish to my
strained senses than the crime-stamped
masks of the medieval Huns. My blood -
seemed to turn to water. My mind re-
volved like a gymnast, and I shricked in
incontrollable fear.

True, he had blundered as well as pro-
tected himself in using her for a shield, for
she fought bitterly to turn, butting with
her head and striking with her knees, and
thus disconcerted his aim. But it would
take only one shot to down me when I came
nearer. And I would have to travel slowly
on that bridge, too, as it swung so readily.

One redeeming feature alone presented
itself. Chan Loo, or whoever constructed
the affair, had wrapped the ropes with wire
for a space of five feet or so in order to
protect them against animals seeking to
sharpen their teeth. There was a chance
that it might hold out against the knife
until I reached the brink, and so, chancing
it, I lunged ahead.

I had taken but two steps when a sharp
crack preceded the sag of the foot-board.
My pistol dropped from my hand into the
water below. The skin ripped on my fore-
arms as I seized the other rope and hung
there gasping, striving to raise myself to
bear my weight on my leg and chest. Dried
ashes blotted out the saliva in my mouth,
My heart went thick and sluggish and pain-
ful, then sought to break my chest with a
wild protesting throb.

Red specks filmed and danced before my
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eyes and I prayed for something to hit me
in the head before I struck that water. I
ducked my head and frantically brushed
the sweat from my eyes; and then I saw
the Frenchman jump for his rifle.

But right there the woman turned the
tables. During her struggles I had dimly
noted her hands twisting at the cords. Sud-
denly she went free. More than free, for,
as Savoy sought to fire again, she whirled
him, thrust one leg behind him and shoved
violently. It threw him, stumbling, against
the tree. Striking it, he sought to hold him-
self with one arm, but the weight of the
sack that hung by a belt to his shoulder
served to add to the impetus of his fall, and
he slipped, falling over the edge.

He let out a mighty yell and grabbed the
rope with both hands.

Then the girl ran into the forest.

The sudden relief went to my head.
Mark me, it did! I laughed at Savoy’s
curses—laughed as I saw the Frenchman,
who had been stooping for his rifle, now run
to Savoy’s aid. But the laugh was close
to tears when I saw Savoy dragged to
safety, and both, without another glance
at me, run after the woman into the
trees.

I must have gone a little dippy then. I
started to crawl in a haze. Suspended thus
on that teetery line with that sore leg, I was
hard put to it to sustain my balance and
shove along on my breast toward the brink.
My lungs seemed afire. My head got to
floating around in a queer circle till it made
me laugh. I thought I heard a shot, but
was not sure. The next thing I knew hands
were helping me up; and then for a time
things got very dizzy.

It was Reilly who shoved a flask against
my lips.

“Wow!” he said. “Take a drink of this,
You're some tight-rope walker.”

“I couldn’t wait,” he explained as I
drank. “I left two of the Kanakas over
Chan Loo’s schooner, and got the drop on
the Oahu Pearl with no trouble at all.
We’ve got the erew tied back there now.”

“Did you get Savoy?” I asked.

“Both of ’em. Savoy cashed and that
Frenchman is pretty bad hurt.”

“Did you see a woman?” I queried now.

“Nary a woman, boy.”

I stood up, rather shaky, and with him
moved off toward the spot where he had
met Savoy. On the way I caught a glimpse

of waters through a gap in the trees, and
halted.

“WHY, that isn’t the harbor!” I
ejaculated. “That’s a strip of
water betweenn this and another
island! And say ”” 1 broke off and ran
down to the shore, for, near the opposite
bank, I saw a swimming form, with, near
the head, something black flashing oddly
in the sun.

“What is it?” cried Reilly. Then he saw.

“Oh!’ he exclaimed, and looked at me
queerly.

It was the woman. She was too far to
make out her features, but as she gained
the bank, and rose, she faced us, drew
something from the scabbard and waved it
high above her head.

. ““The Creese!” gasped Reilly. “Or am I
dreaming?” "

Dreaming or not, the thing she waved
flung back the morning sun in a thousand
rays. Dazed and wondering, I passed my
hands across my eyes and stared as one
transfixed. By the mosque of Hasan,
could that be the Creese with which old
Qudrat stole forth one night when the moon
swung high over the eastern hills and the
tom-toms, booming softly, echoed with a

- notenoone had heard from tom-toms before?

All the mystery of the time-hoary Moro
legends struck me again like a blow. Could
this be the blade whose name they used?
Its blade was of solid silver, they said, and
the handle of purest ebony, both shining
like kouri-bowls in a mosque. In the blade,
they said, were set emeralds, great living
diamonds, and rubies whose hearts shone
like the sparkling coral deep down in the
sacred lake of the Ashantis. Could that be
the blade then?

It was too far to see the settings from
where we stood, yet jewels there were in
that blade, for their crackling flames
danced and flashed and gleamed before us
like the lights in a glass prism held to a
rainbow,

It put a clamp on our muscles, the sight
of it did.

She stood 2 moment so; and then she was
gone. A moment before I had been on the
point of exhaustion. I forgot my wounded
leg, forgot all but that Creese, became a
new man on the spot.

“Go back to the schooner!” I cried.
“I’m going to get her. I’ll be back.”
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I was into the water before I ended, and
swimming as I never swam before for the
other bank. My body was half out of the
water most of the time on the trip across,
for I sped with eager leaps. My wounds?
Yes, they hurt, as the salt bit into them,
but I only cursed and swam the faster.

When I reached the other side, I ran up
and into the trees in search of her.

I came upon her on the beach just around
the bend from where she had come ashore.
Evidently she had been waiting for me.
She had time to escape, for she was in a
proa with three black Gooma boys lying on
their paddles and keeping some distance
from shore.

-“Where is it?” I cried. I must have ap-
peared like a mad dog in my eagerness.

She only smiled and looked at me. I
plunged eagerly into the water to come
aboard. But she had the boys paddle out
farther, and I saw that was useless.

“What is it you wish?” she asked me.

“The Creese!” I yelled. “What else
would I wish?”

“Is—that—all?”’ she asked, slowly.

Suddenly I saw. I was not to have the
Creese without her. How could I help but
see with that light in her eyes? Oh, wkat a
woman she was! I can see her yet. She
was the beating of the klong-yaz, the sob of
the kula, the notes of the surf-boom, the
whisper of the Spring breezes that come in
over the sea from the far-off Nile and put
their pulling fingers round your heart. By
the fez of a Moslem, yes! She was of the
stuff that made Antony throw Rome away.
I leaned toward her—I thought of those
lips that would draw the heart of me clear
out of my breast——

And then I thought of the photo back
there on the Oaku Pearll Now, why did I
think of that? Why are we civilized? Why
should I have cared that she was Polynesian
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and not of my colorr But somehow the
madness left me and I dropped my eyes
from hers. Yes, it drove the madness from
me; but—not the longing! I ran away from
her, and I am not ashamed to say that I ran
very fast. I had to! She called to me once
in a voice that made me think of Egypt and
the soft low notes of some tribesman’s lute
under the Pyramids; but I plunged into
the water and swam back to Reilly faster
than I had come over.

To this day, even when I think of the pic-
ture of that American girl in a swirl of lace
and furs, I am not sure that I did right.
She was—but you wouldn’t understand
that. What do you fellows who ride in ele-
vators know of women?

We made the back trip in good time,
leaving the dead to the trees and the sweep
of the breeze. What was left of the money
we turned in at Sydney. Also the wounded
Frenchmen, the three Kanaka engineers
and Chan Loo’s convict crew. We got com-
missions on the force on the strength of it.
Reilly is there yet. But we never told any
one about the Creese. It isn’t comfortable
to be called a liar.

THAT, then, is my story. Inter-

blended with it are the nodding

boughs of the old, old palms and
the throbbing note of the surf-boom, which,
coming softly, resemble the sob of a hula
across a moonlit lagoon. It is only one of
the tales of this wondrous blade, yet, like
the rest, moonlight goes with it, and mad-
ness, and the mystic film of hot Southern
Seas and tangled islands. At mention of

it the Mohammedans say the houris of the
seventh heaven shake their heads in sorrow,
while I, when 7 think of it, remember always
a girl whose eyes had the deep color one
sees in blue-green grottoes far down in a
cool green tropical bay.
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by Hapsburg Liebe

ELDEN stood with his gray old
host on the comb of Ivy Moun-
tain.- To the darkening east
stretched a sea of foot-hills, which

ran quickly from a soft blue into the black

edge of the coming night. To the west the
dying sun was burning a hole low in the
fringe of cool, green pines that surmounted
the crest of the majestic Big Blackfern.

The wild, sweet scent of the woods was

everywhere, everywhere The silence was

that of nature’s holy of holies.

Then Grandpap Morrison turned his
kindly old eyes toward his guest and spoke,
interrupting Belden’s train of thought.

“Look away acrost thar, jest under the
sun,” he said. “Do you see, on the side o’
the Blackfern, a stone ch1mbley -a-standin’
at one end of a pile o’ logs? Yes. Well,
one o’ my best friends used to live thar;

him and his wife. They’ve done gone on
afore. His name was Saxton Bowers—but

I reckon I'd better wait until after supper,
Mr. Belden, acause it’s mighty nigh night
now, and by the time we git back to
my cabin my wife she’ll be uneasy about
us.))

They walked along the comb of the
mountain for a little way, turned down and
entered a trail that led home.

After the evening meal, when they were
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sitting in chairs just outside the doorway,
Grandpap Morrison told Belden this:

IS name was Saxton Bowers, and his
good wife’s name was Josephine,
Sack, as we called him for short, was a
powerful man in his best days, a great,
bearded giant of a feller; and even when he
was seventy, he walked fourteen miles in
one twenty-four hours. His wife was one
o’ these ﬁne motherly women, edzactly
the kind o’ timber that angels is made outof.”
They had one son, whose name was Rame.
He was as big and strappin’ as his pap, and
he den’t see no harm in a-makin’ whisky
out o’ corn that he’d growed hisself, and on
a still his own money had bought. He died-
at twenty-five, a single man. He was killed
down thar at the store in the valley by old
Melvin Blair, a revenue-officer. Blair had
heerd that Rame was a bad one, which
wasn’t altogether so, and he worked a trick
on him. He run up to Rame, and said thar
was a mad dog out in the road, and axed
to borry Rame’s gun quick. Rame he
handed over the rifle afore he thought, and
the officer turned it on him and ordered
him to throw up his hands.
Instid o’ throwin’ up his hands, Rame
grabbed a gun from™a bystander.
They buried him in the little churchyard
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down thar in the valley; and after it was
all over, Sack Bowers got down on his knees
on the fresh earth and swore that he’d kill

, Melvin Blair. Then Sack he went back
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home and made a rough tombstone out o’
mountain slate. He chiseled acrost the
top “Here Sleeps Rame Bowers;” and
acrost the bottom he chiseled “Murdered
By Melvin Blair.”

Time dragged on and on after it hap-
pened, and still Sack hadn’t made no at-
tempt to keep his oath. Him and his wife
lived like hermits in their cabin over on the
Blackfern, a-bearin’ their sufferin’ in si-
lence. People begun to say Sack wasn’t
a-goin’ to keep his oath; but I believed he
would. You see, the religion o’ the dead
and gone Bowerses was ‘“Keep yore word
and pay your debts.” I knowed that Sack
was a-waitin’ for some reason—which he
was. The truth was that he wanted to put
it off as long as he could acause he knowed
he’d be caught when he done it, and he
wanted the law to git only the last years of
his life. And then I reckon he thought
Melvin Blair was a-dreadin’ him, and
wanted him to suffer as much as possible.

And one day when Rame had been dead
four years the public found out for shore
that Sack hadn’t forgot. One o’ Sack’s
best friends, Jim Marberry, mentioned

Melvin Blair’s name to Sack—and Sack he

hit that thar good friend o’ his like the kick
of a mule, a-knockin’ him about thirty foot
down the hill.

After that nobody ever dar'd to say
“Melvin Blair” to Sack Bowers,

2] TEN years had passed sence pore
i Rame had went. It was a fine

mornin’ in early Summer, and the
woods was all white with dogwood blooms.
The vi’lets and puccoons was all a-stickin’
their little blossoms up in the damp and
shady places. Squirrels was jest a-rantin’
in the green trees, and yaller-hammers was
a-makin’ love everywhar. Sack Bowers
told hisself that he was a-gittin’ old, and
that if he was a-goin’ to keep his oath it
was time he was up and at it. You see, it
had long been Sack’s braggin’-p’int that
he could jump the creek below at any place;
and he had tried it that mornin’ and fell in.
As he went back towards the cabin, with
his drippin’ clo’es a-leavin’ a trail o’ little
water-puddles ahind of him, he begun to
re’lize his age more and more. He lifted
5
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his beard on the back o’ one hand, and
looked at it. It was plumb white. The
hand he lifted it with was ga’nt and palsied.
Yes, it was shore time he was a-keepin’ his
oath.

He stopped at the fence aside o’ the gate,
his head down, a-thinkin’. Age had slipped
up ahind of him, like a thief. He was
afeard he had waited too long, afeard he
couldn’t stand the trip to the valley and
all. And then old Josephine come a-hob-
blin’> down atween the rows o’ bloomin’
touch-me-nots and buddin’ marygolds.

“Sack,” she says to him, “my ears is
mighty nigh a-burnin’ up, I wisht I may die
if they hain’t! I’'m shore somebody’s been
a-talkin’ about us. I've done throwed
salt in the fire.”

Which, a-throwin’ salt in the fire, is
supposed to give the slanderer the tooth-
ache for punishment. Pore old Josephine
she was powerful to believe in signs and
sech things. ’

Sack he smiles a little. He lays his arms
on the fence, laces his fingers together and
commences a-twiddlin’ of his thumbs—
which was a habit o’ his, this here twiddlin’
of his thumbs. It had always sort o’
tickled him to hear his wife talk about signs.
I reckon it was about the only fun he had.
Then his face grows serious ag’in.

“Josephine,” says he, “I’'m a-gittin’ old.
I'm a-breakin’, as shore as you ain’t a
yaller-jacket. I jest tried to jump the
creek down thar, and if I didn’t fall in thar
hain’t no devil! If I’m a-goin’ to fix mat-
ters with Melvin Blair, it’s time I was at it.
He’s a-gittin’ old too, and he’s li’ble to drap
off 'most any time. I’'m a-goin’ to start
for his house down in Happy Valley as
soon as I can git dry clo’es on. You find
me a fresh hankercher, Josephine, and do
me up a little bite o’ grub to take along.
Them’s long miles, and I’m shore to git
hongry afore I git thar.”

“Sack, honey,” says Josephine, “I’'m
afeard a-gittin’ wet’ll make you sick.”

“Sick nothin’!”’ snorts Sack. “You jest
will treat me like a baby, spite o’ every-
thing!”

Josephine turned sad-like toward the
cabin. She didn’t say nothin’ to her hus-
band to try to persuade him out o’ goin’
down to kill Melvin Blair; she had spent
several years a-tryin’ to do that, and it
seemed about the most useless thing in the
world. Sack he was sech a good man, all
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but that. It used to be a common thing to
hear him say “Give to the pore, always,”
when somebody’d tell him he was too free-
hearted for his own good. “Give to the
pore, always—” and him one o’ the
porest men in the whole section!

Well Sack, he changed clo’es, a-puttin’
on a’ old patched coat, a shirt made out o’
so many kinds o’ cloth that it was hard to
tell which was the shirt itself, and a pair o’
jeans trousers. He had to wear the same
boots and the same hat, for they was all he
had. Then he took up his old cap-and-ball
pistol, stood in the doorway and fired all
six rounds at a spot on the gate-post. It
shore pleased him to see that he hadn’t
missed the post, even if he hadn’t hit the
mark but twict.

He reloaded the old pistol, and hid it in

a back pocket. His wife handed him his
bite o’ grub tied up in a bit o’ clean white
rag, and he poked it into his coat-pocket.
Then he put both arms around his old wife
Josephine. ‘
" “Good-by, Josephine,”” hesays, “good-by,
honey. You’ve always been a good wife.
If I never see you no more—and I reckon
I hain’t apt to, unless it’s with me ahind o’
the bars—always remember that I loved
you better'n anything on earth. And it
won’t be long until you jine me. Not
long. Not long, honey. Good-by, good-
b .’l

y“Sack,” pleads old Josephine onct more,
“don’t do that. Take the murder out o’
yore heart. I hain’t a-keerin’ nothin’
about Melvin Blair. All I want is for you
to take the murder out o’ yore heart!
You’re too old, Sack—you’re too clost to
the Jedgment-Bar o’ the Almighty to har-
bor murder in yore heart. Sack, hain’t
you read in the Scriptures a thousand times
whar it says ‘Thou shalt not kill’?”

“T never look at that page,” says Sack,
a-shakin’ his white head. “I read all the
rest, but I never look at that page. Joseph-
ine, honey, you know that no man o’ my
name ever failed to keep his word and pay
his debts. I'm the last o’ the Bowerses,
and I shore hain’t a-goin’ to disgrace all
the rest. Yes sirree, Josephine, I’m shore
a-goin’ to call Melvin Blair out and shoot
him the same as I would shoot a pizen
copperhead-snake; and as he dies I'm a-goin’
to tell him I hope his sperit’ll land in the
middle o’ the deepest place in torment.
Yes sirree, and as he gits his last breath

Adventure

I’'ll ax him if he can begin to smell th
brimstonel Good-by.”’

4] HE TOOK up his cane, jerked the
MR front rim o’ his black slouch hat

down low and started. But ash
went down the path atween the buddi'
marygolds and bloomin’ touch-me-nots he
throwed the cane down, a-tryin’ to make
hisself believe that he was too strong to
carry that badge of old age.

And although he walked sort o’ blind
like in spite o’ hisself, the old woman who
set all crumpled in a heap in the doorway
never noticed it—acause she was somewhat
blind herself.,

Josephine, she was hurt mighty nigh to
death at him a-leavin’ her. To git at the
bottom of it’ she was tore up as bad over
the fact that Sack was willin’ to give her up
for the sake o’ the religion o’ the dead and
gone Bowerses as she was over the fact that
Sack had murder in his heart. Yes, Sack
was willin’ to give her up after—le’s see,
about forty-five years—forty-five years
spent together, with hardly a day or a night
apart! And as she set thar in the doorway,
pore old soul, a-listenin’ to the dyin’ sound
o’ Sack’s footsteps, all o’ that thar forty-
five years, and a little more, drifted back
to her. It’s so easy for old folks to live in
the past, anyhow.

Onct more she seen Sack when he used
to come to call on her, a big, strappin’
feller with flashin’ eyes and a fightin’-jaw—
and yit, for all o’ his bigness, he was that
bashful that he always turned red when he
spoke to her. She remembered the night
he axed her, a word at a time, to jine her
life with his. She remembered the scent
o’ the sweet old-fashioned flowers in her
mother’s little yard; she remembered the
silence atween his axin' and her answerin’;
she remembered the great, yaller moon
that hung high over the neighborin’ moun-
tain and made the whole blessed world a
world of gold—

And she remembered when the baby,
pore Rame, had come, and how they had
both cried about the newness and the sweet
strangeness of it; and she remembered how
hard Sack had worked acause they had
somebody asides theirselves. She could
hear him sing his mountain songs as he cut
the trees for tan-bark, and worked in the
ground for corn and planted trees for apples.
She could hear the banjo-strings a-tinklis’
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" under the sweep of his strong fingers as he

set ’afore the fire and played for the baby
while she washed the dishes. All o’ them
days trooped a-past her, like soldiers afore
a general. She seen ’em as plain as when

' she’d lived ’em instid o’ dreamin’ ’em.

And then when somebody had come and

: told ’em about pore Rame——

- couldn’t go no fu’ther with it.

She set up straight with a sob. She jest
Asides, thar
was the sound o’ footsteps a-comin’ up

. atween the rows o’ bloomin’ touch-me-nots

- and buddin’ marygolds.

She wiped her

- eyes and looked, a-hopin’ it was Sack with

. all her heart.

And it was. Sack had for-

got to kiss her good-by. He wasn’t much

- o’ the kissin’ kind, and what with the great
~ thing he had on his mind he hadn’t thought
- of it when he’d set out a few minutes afore.

“Sack!” cries the old woman, a-gittin’

'~ to her feet and a-goin’ down to meet him,
- “Sack!”

Sack he kissed her three times on the

mouth, and then turned back.

“Why,” says Josephine, “I was in hopes

that you—I thought maybe——"

Sack he stops and faces her, with his head

~ held high.

“I’'m a Bowers,” says he. ‘“Us Bowerses

- always keeps our word and pays our debts.
- We ain’t but human, like we was made.
I reckon I oughtn’t to hate—but then it’s
- human to hate.”

- back, “hides so many sins.

“That word—human,” Josephine says
Sack, I told

~ you afore that you’re too clost to the Jedg-
 ment-Bar o’ the Almighty to harbor murder

in yore old heart.”
“But I’ve done swore,” says Sack.
He starts off ag’in, with his head as high

and his shoulders as straight as they ever

was in his life. He soon hits the path that
leads to the creek below and then follers
it out o’ the mountains and into Happy
Valley. But afore he gits far away he stops
and hollers to his wife:

“And now don’t you foller me, Joseph-
ine! Good-by!”

“Good-by, good-by,” says pore old Jo-
sephine.

She watched him stalk down the windin’
trail, a-breshin’ his way through the lorrels
that growed thick on each side. And as
his whole figger was swallered up in the
green branches a little fu’ther on, it seemed
to her like a-seein’ him buried. She knowed
right then that she was a-goin’ to foller him.;
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She knowed that nothin’ couldn’t keep her
from it. I reckon if it had ’a’ been the
grave that had took him from her, she’d ’a’
went down into it jest the same to be with
him.

I tell you the world don’t reco’nize the
heroes we’ve got all around us in these here
long-sufferin’, faithful women who always
has to carry the gallin’ crosses o’ the men-
folks’s makin’.

Josephine she hobbles into the house.

“I know I shore promised to love, and
honor, and obey him,” she says to the awful
stillness o’ the old home cabin. ‘“I've
always done all three up to this day. But
I’'m a-goin’ to disobey him now—I’m shore
a-goin’ to be with him down thar. I don’t
know what might happen to him. Tl try
to foller him and him not see me—until
he needs me, and then I'll let him see me.”

SHE didn’t have many clo’es to

change, pore old thing. She put

on her dark-gray dress and her dark-
gray bonnet—both made out o’ the same
kind o’ cloth—shet the door and started
down atween the bloomin’ touch-me-nots
and buddin’ marygolds; and as she went
she picked up Sack’s cane, which he’d
scorned to carry, and walked with it. It
seemed so much a part o’ him, that old
cane.

But she was overanxious, and she walked
too fast. She come up on her husband
about a mile down the creek. Sack he had
stopped and was a-lookin’ at a sassy little
boomer-squirrel that had run down on a
low-hangin’ hick’ry limb and was a-barkin’
at him. The squirrel was re’lly a-makin’
a noise somethin’ like the quackin’ of a
duck; but to old Sack it was a-sayin’:

“Jedgment-Barl Jedgment-Bar!”’

For Sack wasn’t a young man, and he
didn’t have a young man’s mind—although
I reckon his mind wasn’t no wuss’n the
mind of any other old man when it carries
a’ awful burden. The truth o’ the matter
was that Sack was a-havin’ a wrastle with
his conscience. But he throwed his con-
science down and choked it with the fact
that he was a Bowers and tharfore must
pay his debts and keep his word. No, he
jest couldn’t disgrace them who had gone
on afore.

“Shet up, you little sassy varmint, you!”
says Sack to the squirrel. “If T had a
plenty o’ am’nition, I’d show you how to
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mock me, you dad-blasted, sassy ras-
Cal__”

And then he caught sight o’ Josephine
a-peepin’ around a clump o’ lorrels. But
‘he didn’t seem to be so very mad. Ireckon
thar was somethin’ mighty comfortin’ about
her wrinkled face and motherly eyes. He
laced his fingers together in front and com-
menced his old habit o’ twiddlin’ his thumbs
over and over.

“Josephine, honey,” he says, “I thought
I told you not to foller.”

“I—I1 hain’t a-follerin’ you,” stammers
his wife, a-pullin’ her dark-gray bonnet
down to keep from a-lookin’ at him—
acause that lie shore had to tear its way out
0’ her good old soul. “I seen a star shoot
last night, and that’s a shore sign that thar
is somebody sick in this here neighborhood.
It fell in the direction of Sallie Akers’s house.
If you don’t keer, Sack, honey, I'll go along
down thar as you go to the valley.”

“Shore,” smiles Sack, ‘‘shore. Come
along. I heerd a tree-frog holler a few
minutes ago,” he says, a-tryin’ to be funny
and keep her from a.-thinkin’ too much
about what he was a-goin’ to do. “Is thar
any sign in a tree-frog a-hollerin’, Joseph-
me?}?

“Why, Sack,” replies Josephine, “it’s a
shore sign o’ rain, o’ course! And you’d
better give out a-goin’ to the valley, acause
you’ll git wet afore you git thar.”

“Git wet nothin’!” roars Sack—but he
stoops and kisses his wife as a sort of a’
apology. “What difference does it make

if I do git wet, Josephine?’” he axes. ‘“Hain’t |

I on my last journey in this here vale o’
tears anyhow?”

“But—the Jedgment-Bar!” says Joseph-
ine, a-shakin’ her head mighty sad-like and
a-tappln the ground with the cane she was
a-carryin’.

Jest then a yaller-hammer run out on
a bendin’ oak and commenced a-goin’
“Aweeker! Aweeker! Aweeker!”

But to Sack Bowers's old mind it repeat-
ed the words his wife had said last.

“Aw, you shet up!” says Sack, a-shakin’
his fist at the bird. “If I had a plenty o’
am’nition, you dad-blasted——"

He stryck off down the trail, a-goin’ as
fast as he could walk. Maybe he wanted
to git out o’ the sound o’ the yaller-ham-
mer’s mockin’—I reckon so, When they
bad reached a p’int clost to Sallie Akers’s
cabin, he stopped and turned to his wife,
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who had had a hard time a-keepin’ up with
him and showed it in her pantin’.
“Good-by, Josephine, honey,” he says.
“Good-by onct more.”
“Sack, honey,” pleads the old woman,
‘“please don’t go. Stay with me. It be
so lonesome without you away back here

.in these hills. Everything’ll make me

think o’ you. Everywhar I turn thar’ll be
somethin’ that seems to be a part o’ you
I'll see the trees you planted, and the spring
you walied up, and the furnicher you made,
I’ll see the bloomin’ touch-me-nots and the
buddin’ marygolds we both set out together
in the yard. Sack, take that murder out
o’ yore heart!”

“My name’s Bowers,” says Sack.

“But maybe Melvin Blair he ain’t as
mean as you think,” Josephme she goes
on. “I hain’t a—upholdm’ him in his killin'
of our boy; it may be that as he seen it he
was sort o’ jestified.”

“Yes,” snaps Sack, a-turnin’ away, “he
#s mean, too. He’s mean enough to feed
his children salty grub and then sell ’em
water. He’s as mean as gyarbroth. He’s
so pizen mean that the Old Scratch hisself
is jealous of him. Good-by for the last
time.”

He stalks off down the path which led
to the valley. Thar is a chanct that he
was afeared to trust hisself with his old life-
pardner any longer; that he was afeard he'd
backslide in the religion o’ the dead and
gone Bowerses.

O’ COURSE Josephine she never
stopped in to see Sallie Akers
After Sack had got some little dis-
tance down the trail, she set into follerin’
him ag’in. And she was more keerful
about a-catchin’ up with him this time
She always peeped sly-like around the bends
in the path instid o’ bustin’ around ’em
keerless. But onct she got so clost to her
husband that she heerd him holler at 2
yaller-hammer.

Sack he seemed a good deal relieved
when he had got out o’ the mountains, whar
thar wasn’t no trees for the squirrels and
birds to set in and tell him things. He
seemed to go with a lighter step when the
path took him into a level field with growin'
corn in it which reached almost to his
shoulders. His wife she lagged ahind of
him a little fu’ther, a-takin’ all pains that
he didn’t see her. She’d keep her eyes
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“ always on him as he plodded along, and she

was always ready to dodge down out o’
sight in the green corn in case he was to turn
his white head. And she noticed that
Sack hadn’t et his grub yit.

The old Blair home was a big white farm-
house, set about two miles from the edge o’
the mountains. Thar was big elm and
oak trees all around it, and a double row o’
elms run down the front walk and to the
road. It was late in the afternoon when
old Sack Bowers drawed up afore the gate.
And still Sack hadn’t et his bite o’ grub.

He was powerful tired, and it seemed like
his old legs wouldn’t hardly support his
body. He almost wished that he’d brought
his cane along. And as he was afeared
he’d git weak or somethin’ durin’ the
carryin’ out o’ the thing he was determined
on doin’, he decided that he’d set down on
the uppin’-block aside o’ the gate and rest
for a little spell. T

He thought of his grub; but somehow he
didn’t want it.

He set thar for about five minutes.
Josephine was a-watchin’ him from her
place ahind of a’ ap}glle-tree about fifty
yards up the road. She thought she seen
him sneak the old cap-and-ball pistol out
o’ his pocket and examine it. She was right
about that. He did look to the loads in the
pistol, for he didn’t want to make a misfire
of it. Then he gits to his feet and moves
toward the gate.

Somehow his heart got into his throat
as he raised the latch and was about to step
inside o’ the yard. He couldn’t keep from
a-thinkin’ about Josephine. Her old face
was afore him jest as he’d seen it last,
a-pleadin’ with him to take the murder out
o’ his heart. |

Then the whole scene faded, and instid
o’ the elms and the oaks and the big white
house thar was a cabin in the mountains.
Josephine was a-standin’ at the gate a-
watchin’ for him—and ready to run as soon
as he come in sight. But he slipped up
ahind of her, and took her by the arm, and
led her to the vine-hung porch, whar he
axed her a word at a time to jine her life
with his. He remembered the scent o’ the
sweet old-fashioned flowers; he remembered
the great bright moon that hung high over
the neighborin’ mountain and made the
whole blessed world a world of gold——

And after they was married, how hard
pore Josephine had worked to make him a

happy man! He had watched her take the
roses out o’ her cheeks and give ’em to him
and the baby, a-smilin’—always a-smilin’—
as she done it. And durin’ the thin years,
he remembered she’d tried to pertend that
she’d done eat, that he might be shore to
git enough. And she still loved him that-
away, only more. Her heart was wrapped
around his like a vine around a tree—and
thar was murder in his heart!

“But I've got my word to keep, my debt
to pay,” he says to his weakenin’ self, and
begins to walk slow like towards the front
door of the big white house.

But jest then thar come the sound of a
yaller-hammer’s love-makin’ from the elms
overhead—*Aweeker! Aweeker! Awecker!”

Sack stopped dead still.

From deep down in him somewhar thar
come a little voice which says to him:

“Sack Bowers,” it says, ‘“you owe that
good wife o’ yores a thousand times bigger
debt than you owe Melvin Blair, or the
religion of yore dead and gone people. And
if you do what you’re set on a-doin’, you're
shore a-goin’ to break yore word to God
Almighty, which you’ve give several times
sence you give it to the preacher who mar-
ried you forty-five years ago—acause you
have prayed a little, low-down and mean
as you are, you dad-blasted, old hard-
headed scound’el, you!”

!? SACK was already at the Jedgment-
| Bar—the Jedgment-Bar of his own

soul. It stretched atween him and
the big white house, and he couldn’t cross
it. And then Sack Bowers tore all o’ the
murder out o’ his heart, faced around and
went towards the gate.

He went slow-like out into the road, and
turned his weary steps in the direction o’
the pale city o’ them who was a-sleepin’
their last sleep under the soft Tennessee
skies. He never knowed what took him
thar, I reckon—or couldn’t tell, if he did.

And pore Josephine, a-rejoicin’ in her
heart of hearts, follered him. She wanted
to catch up with him now; but she couldn’t.
She didn’t have the strength to walk any
faster'n he was a-walkin’, and she felt like
she couldn’t holler in that sacred stillness.

Sack pulled off his old slouch hat when

- he got to the iron fence that shet in the pale

city, a-lettin’ the fadin’ sunlight glisten in
his white ha’r. He wiped at his eyes, and
went a-walkin’ slow-like out into the
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grounds, whar the scent o’ roses and jas-
mine come to him and seemed to be the
breath o’ flowers from the Beyond.

He was a-s’archin’ for a’ old slab o’ slate-
stone, and he couldn’t help but wonder if
thar would be flowers planted thar too, the
same as was on the rest—and then he re-
membered that he had set out 2 wild honey-
suckle thar hisself, and he was glad.

When he found the rough slab o’ slate-
stone he seen that thar was more and finer
roses thar than anywhar else; and he seen
that these flowers had kivered up the letters
“Murdered by Melvin Blair” at the bottom!
All he seen was

HEeRE SLEEPS RAME BOWERS

He guessed the truth about the roses.
Melvin Blair had planted them roses thar.
Sack fell to his weary knees, bent his white
head and told the Almighty that he was
much obliged for a great many things.

Al "HE WAS still a-kneelin’ thar when
I old Josephine found him. She come
a-hobblin’ up to him and got down
at his side on her own knees. She looked
into his face and says,
“Sack,” she says,

“has yore heart
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changed at last? Sack, I don’t think Ian
stand it if you tell me it hain’t.”

“Yes,” says Sack, a-drawin’ her gry
old head over on his shoulder. “Yes,its
changed, forever and forever. Thar i
nothin’ on earth as good as to live out thee
few days which is left with you. Joseph
ine, if we take a little rest now and thenas
we go, do you reckon we could make out to
walk back to the old cabin and its touds
me-nots and buddin’ marygolds?”

“I reckon we could,” says Josephine
“I see that the p’ints o’ the moon is tumed
straight up, and that’s a shore sign o' fa
weather—so we won’t git rained on, 3
how, in spite o’ what the tree-frog says
about it.”

And then Josephine she tells Sack some-
thin’ that shore would ’a’ made him quit
a-twiddlin’ of his thumbs anytime.

“Sack, honey,” she says, “I was always
afeard to tell you, and so was everybody
else—and then I wanted you to change yore
heart without a-knowin’ it. Do you ¢

member the time, Sack, honey, when you
knocked Jim Marberry down for a-mew
tionin’ Melvin Blair to you? Sack, honey,
Jim had started to tell you that Melvin
Blair was dead. Melvin Blair has been
dead and buried six years, Sack.”

N ANDESIA, that sleepy little
republic perched on the roof of
the high Andes, detectives al-
ways wear blue glasses when on

duty. There is some deep, dark and subtle

reason for this, but it has never yet been
disclosed to a foreigner.

_Tomas Morales was a detective, a little
bit of a slow-moving, day-dreaming fellow,

Viva Marcelina

by Ledward Rawlinson

with a broad, stolid face of copper-bron®
and a big droll eye like an elephant’s.

birth Tomas was a shoemaker, but, alon
with Lorenzo Caceres, a swarthy you$
tailor, he was shanghaied into the poi®
department of the capital city of La P8
and compelled to remain there against

will at the nominal salary of nothing P¥.

year.




Viva Marcelina 71

- The all-powerful Intendente de Policia
- placed these two coca-chewing, cigarette-
- smokmg citizens upon his psychic pay-roll
:in order that he might utilize their services
- whenever his clothes or his shoes needed
. repair or replacement, a very satisfactory
- combination from his own point of view.
- The victims did not rebel at this treat-
ment, for they knew full well that rebellion
. would mean an indefinite stay in jail, or in
- the army, which was worse. So, in the fer-
_ vent hope that the chief of police would suc-
~ ceed in his evident ambition to drink him-
- self to death at the earliest possible moment,
. they went forth to labor in an unknown
- vineyard.
" Of a truth they made no arrests, and of a
truth Lorenzo never attempted so to do,
 but Tomas tried hard to distinguish him-
' self. It was labor in vain. Of course the
 little shoemaker was somewhat at a disad-
~ vantage. No one would commit a murder,
" rob a church or attempt any kind of infamy
while he was in sight, and as for purse-
~ snatching, that was almost an unknown
sport in Andesia.

The reason for the latter state of affairs

'~ lay in the fact that the natives carry their

'~ money in little bags about their necks. In
order to pick a man’s pocket it is necessary
to strangle him first, and it is not always
convenient for an open-air burglar to do
this.

However, the sleuth did one good piece of
work. He killed a dog, a very large and
very savage one. The newspaper printed a
column and a half about it.

As in other less civilized places, considera-
ble graft came the way of the police depart-
ment—carload-lots of frijoles, garabanzas,
and red peppers, but after the purple-faced,
pin-eyed Intendente had taken his percent-
age of the loot, there was nothing left. It
was only by workmg at their own particular
trades after the bloodhounding of the day
was over that Tomas and Lorenzo were able
to live at all.

TO MAKE life more interesting,
they were both desperately in love

with the same girl and, strange as

it may seem, both engaged to marry her.

Marcelina Castanovas was the lady’s
name.

Marcelina was the beautiful and dutiful

daughter of a well-respected couple who

were related to each other by marriage.

She was nineteen years old, and for a liveli-
hood she spent her waking hours in the
market-place selling eggs that were but a
trifle younger than herself. Tall, siim and
healthy, she was poor in station yet rich
beyond the dreams of Midas, fortune hav-
ing bestowed upon her a happy, fiercely
tanned face and a pair of bonnie blue eyes
that were the envy of every dusky maid in
that black-eyed land. And, whether in the
drab home-spun clothes of a market-
woman or in the gaudy fiesta dress of a
Chola, with pink silk shawl and high shoes
of soft white kid, she was just the same
handsome, striking blaze of passionate per-
sonality.

Gay and capricious, now as warm in her
affection as a tropic sun, again as cold and
distant as'a Wintry moon, she tantalized
her love-sick swains to almost the last verge
of endurance, and refused to give the one or
the other the slightest indication of prefer-
ence. It was hard indeed for the women of
La Pifia to understarid Marcelina. Nay, it
was more than hard; it was impossible. She
was unfathomable.

Tomas, they unanimously agreed, would -
make an excellent husband, for he was a
good-natured boy of four and twenty, open,
honest and true, while Lorenzo was a sullen,
silent counterfeit of a man, tall and lean,
with hollow, sallow cheeks and thick black
hair. Furthermore, he was very fond of
wine.

Of course Marcelina had no intention of
wearing two wedding-rings or of cooking
frijoles for two husbands. No, sefior. She
merely promised that she would assign any
rights that she might have in herself to the
one who first acquired fifty pesos for a
grand wedding-celebration, with music and
dancing and lots of ckicka for the guests to
get properly drunk on. But fifty pesos was
a lot of money. Neither Tomas nor Loren-
zo had ever had so much wealth at any
period of his life and, in the attempt to get
it, they both suffered indescribable tortures
of mind and body.

To be exact, Tomas had just five pesos in
the Bank of All Saints, and Lorenzo had
none, this the result of eleven months of
determined effort. It should also be men-
tioned that Tomas had a very rich and
miserly bachelor uncle. This uncle, who
lived some distance from the city, owned a
mule, a dog and a sheep, also a potato-
patch on the side of the hill where several
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potatoes grew regularly every year, no mat-
ter how bad the weather might be. The
little detective once fired a red-hot hint at
Marcelina inregard to this, but sheremarked
that uncle was only a hundred years of age
and from all indications he was good for
quite a long time to come. She was not to
be snared with prospective legacies.

The days went by, the weeks rolled on.
One morning there was great excitement at
police headquarters in La Piia. During the
night two very serious things had happened.
A man was brutally murdered in the fish-
market and a mule was stolen from the
stable of a prominent citizen. The whole
town was keyed to a high pitch of excite-
ment, Multitudinous were the theories
(tihat were advanced to account for the mur-

er.

But eventually the half-drunken Inten-
dente lifted up his big fat hand and silenced
the theorists forever by giving his own
personal opinion.

“I DO not believe there is any con-
nection between these two cases,”
he declared with marvelous sagacity.
“The man had been dead for several hours
before the mule disappeared. I do not think
he could have committed the theft.”

Wherefore the excited natives nodded
their approval. The great man with the
sunless face had spoken, and the great man
was always right.

. ill\lIoreover, to say him nay was to go to
jail.

At 9 A. M., when Tomas elbowed through
the crowd to report for duty and to receive
orders, the Intendente handed him a slip of
paper.

“Morales,” he mumbled, “we’re up
against it. I want you to get to workon this
case quick, and don’t come back till you've
cleared up the mystery. The honor of the
police-department is at stake. A man was
found dead in the fish-market early this
morning, fearfully lacerated. His assassin
must be a man of ferocious character and
enormous strength. He is a menace to our
city; life will be unsafe till he is under lock
and key.”

Tomas went very pale and his legs began
toshake. He attempted to speak, but words
failed him,

“Question all suspicious persons and
Americans,” continued the Intendente sol-
emnly, “and keep a sharp lookout for in-

criminating evidence. Stay near the scent
of the tragedy as much as possible, and blow
your whistle five times the moment you gt
a clue, I will then have the streets cleared
that you may follow the scent without inter-
ruption. ‘This is the chance of your life to -
make yourself famous. Me comprende?”

“Si sesior,”’ stammered Tomas through
chattering teeth.

“Then get busy,” was the stern com-
mand.

Shaking like a reed in the wind and
streaming with perspiration, the unhappy
detective removed his shoes, put on his
official blue glasses and pulled a battered
derby hat over his ears. Then, with a
melancholy, resigned-to-the-inevitable look
on his face, he crept to the door. Suddenly
the Intendente called him back.

“First take this to Lorenzo and tell him
to get to work quick,” commanded the of-
ficial, holding out another slip of paper.
“Somebody stole one of Sefior-  Escobar’s
mules last night—a brown one with blac
eyes—and he wants it back. He offers fifty
pesos reward to the man that returns the
animal to him.”

Fifty pesos! For a second Tomas stood
as if dazed by a blow from a blackjack, then
he gathered himself together and, with 3
trembling “S7 sefior,” he took the paper
and staggered out to the street, endeavoring
vainly to silence the voice of the Tempter
in his ears.

Fifty pesos! The price of Marcelina!
The price of the fairest maid in all the land,
the maid with the sea-blue eyes and the
red roses in her hair. To his rival, to his
bitterest enemy, had the Intendente given
the opportunity to earn the money, a live
mule being of more value than a dead In-
dian.

No, it could not be, it could not be. Lo
renzo should run to earth the fiendish mur-
derer and get the fame. He himself would
track the mule and get the pesos. He was
not a coward, of that he was firmly cor
vinced, but for Marcelina’s sake he must
not risk his life. The Intendente was drunk
most of the time and in all probability would
never know the difference.

Up and down the cobbled gullies paced the
little sleuth, laboring earnestly with his
conscience and attempting to find a means
to propitiate the saints before committing
the unpardonable sin of changing the orders
Of a sudden he received an inspiration. It
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was Saturday—Beggars’ Day—and the Pla-
za de San Sebastian would be crowded with
unfortunate creatures who were blind, lame,
twisted by beri-beri and swollen with ele-
phantiasis. He searched his pockets. There
was just fifty centavos. To ten_ of the beg-
gars he would give half a real.

Neagq THUS it was that the saints were
P2N] propitiated, thus it was that the or-
2 ders were changed. The tailor went
cautiously out on the hunt for the assassin
and the shoemaker sought the ass. But
although Tomas employed all the latest
Burns-Pinkerton methods and interrogated
every man, woman and mule he could find,
not one of them acted suspiciously or be-
trayed the slightest sign of self-incrimina-
tion. The lovesick swain was very discour-
aged, especially when he thought of the fifty
centavos that he had so recklessly dissi-
pated. .

He had cast his bread upon the waters
and it had gone down. It would never come
back, despite the preacher’s statement to
the contrary.

That night as Tomas plodded his weary
way to the little workshop in which helived
an idea flashed into his mind. His uncle had
a brown mule which would eventually be-
come his property. There being no possi-
bility of borrowing the beast, it would not
be a crime to steal it a little in advance. Of
course not. Escobar would raise no objec-
tions. What he wanted was a mule, either
his own or another that was long on work
and short on oats.

It took Tomas a long time to make up his
mind to commit such a foul piece of brigand-
age upon an old and unsuspecting relative,
but solely for the sake of Marcelina’s happi-
ness. the horrible decision was made.

After a bowl of casuelo and a chunk of
hard, dry bread, the sleuth put on his gaudy
poncho, took his guitar from its hook onthe
wall and started out on the long tramp
across the sterile pampa. It was a wretched
night, dark and drear and lonely, but smil-
ing and singing and chuckling to himself,
the little fellow trudged happily along, com-
forting himself with the thought that Mar-
celina would soon be his, and vice-versa.
Just as the first gray light of dawn was
creeping up through the east, he sighted the
home of his uncle perched on the slope of a
little hill,

It was an old house with a monastic, me-

dieval and mozarabic aspect when viewed
from a distance. Proximity rather spoiled
this effect and reduced it to a miserable one-
room dobie shack that served as a combina-
tion country-home, bam, chicken-coop and
stable. Things are not always what they
seem, as the Leghorn hen said when she
hatched a Long Island duck. .

Half an hour later the detective stood
knocking on the door. Immediately it was
opened by an ancient, toothless Indian,
gnarled and twisted like an old tree, and
bent like an Inca mummy. Rags covered
his body from head to foot; sandals he had
none. The old fellow was glad indeed to see
his nephew and embraced him in a truly
affectionate manner, patting him gently on
the back and murmuring softly to himself.

Preliminaries over, Tomas followed his
uncle into the cabin. In one corner a sheep
and a dog lay on the bare earth floor, while
opposite half a dozen scraggy chickens were
struggling to release themselves from the
string that bound their legs. In still an-
other corner lay the mule, a hollow-eyed,
wasted creature, quietly chewing on an
old straw hat. Tomas gave a gasp of as-
tonishment, his face turned a sickly jade.

“What has happened to Speedio?” he
asked, with a troubled face.

“No sé—I do not know,” answered the
old man, glancing pathetically at the faith-
ful animal. “He has been ailing of late.
I feed him regularly once a week, but he
doesn’t seem to take the same interest in
life that he once did.”

For several moments the sleuth gazed in
gloomy silence at the cadaverous beast. It
was terribly disappointing, but after all
half a mule was better than none at all. He
could sneak the phantom into Escobar’s
stable under cover of darkness, collect the
fifty pesos and start off on his honeymoon
before the fraud was discovered. More
things are wrought by Cupid than this world
dreams of.

“lI know what the trouble is, Uncle,”
declared Tomas at length as he laid down
his guitar and took off his poncho. “The
animal does not get enough exercise and
fresh air.”

“Maybe you're right,”” answered the old
man, nodding his head. “Maybe you're

right. He hasn’t traveled a league in a
long time, A little work might do him
good.”

Satisﬁéd that he could accomplish his
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nefarious purpose, Tomas lighted the char-
coal in the brazero and warmed up the ever-
lasting stew, whereupon the two men sat to-
gether on the floor for a meal, chatting the
while over the good old times when frijoles
were down to seven cents and an alcoholic
debauch that was good for two days cost
only two reales. As soon as the last of the
stew had vanished, Tomas steeled himself
for the dirty work that lay before him.

“Uncle,” said he, avoiding the old man’s
piercing eye, ““it is a cold morning. There
1s no sun and the clouds hang low on the
mountains. While you sit by the warm
brazero, I will take the mule for a little exer-
cise. No?”

The old man hesitated. Save for the
barking of the dog, the bleating of the sheep
and the enchanting melody of the chickens,
the room was very still. ’

“All right,” replied the miser at last.
“But treat him very gently and under no
circumstances get on his back.”

[74] HANDING over his guitar as bail
i’ Pl that these instructions would be fol-
== lowed, the detective rose and ap-
proached the four-footed object of his
machinations. But Speedio did not care to
goout. He was content to remain where he
was. And, although Tomas coaxed and
begged and made all manner of promises,
the mule simply blinked his big melancholy
eyes and refused to get up on his feet. This
tickled the old man immensely.

“Let me do it,” he said with a hearty
cackle. “He understands me.”

Tomas readily accepted the offer and the
miser hobbled forward. A moment later
the mule was on his legs, that is on three of
them. The other, for some reason, did not
reach the ground. Speedio was really a
sorry-looking spectacle. He was spavined
and ringboned and knee-sprung, bony as a
tuberculous tom-cat, and covered with
cinch galls and miscellaneous bruises. His
eyes rolled in his head and his body swayed
perilously from side to side.

The old man suggested that exercise
might prove harmful, but the crafty Tomas
refused to second the motion and, after a
lot of exasperating work, he finally suc-
ceeded in pushing the mule outside without
dislocating any of his members. Just as
exercise number one was about to com-
mence, however, the animal again sat down.
Tomas swore softly to himself. There
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was murder in his heart. To bring Speedio
to his feet again was a herculean task,
but in the fulness of time the dauntless de-
tective succeeded in his effort, and at a fee-
b}ie, very feeble, gait, man and beast started
off.

At the end of an hour, by dint of a great
deal of pushing and pulling and bad lan-
guage, the two had traveled half a mile,
That was a most indecent pace, yet Tomas
was not discouraged. He had a mule, and
though only three of his legs were available
for transportation, the animal at least had
the one redeeming feature of being brown
in color.

The morning wore on. To the great de-
light of the sleuth, Speedio limbered himself
up in fine shape, and after a time he was
careering recklessly along like a drunken
race-horse. The sun was up now, a fierce
tropic sun that burned and blazed through
the thin mountain air, but under the influ-
ence of the sympathetic murmurings of his
master, the mule plunged unsteadily for-
ward. At noon, when a halt was made at
the village of Silenco for luncheon, five miles
had been covered.

Valgame dios! As a reward for good be-
havior Tomas stole about half a ton of
cebada from a stable and presented it to the
animal with appropriate words and caresses.
This was too much for Speedio. Big wet
tears rolled down from his eyes and he was
visibly affected, but he ate just the same, ate
like a python.

He was very grateful for that meal.
When the time came to move on, he actually
began to prance, notwithstanding the fact
that he was considerably swollen through
overindulgence in alfalfa, Ere long he
was actually using all four legs. Tomas
was delighted. By six o’clock, or seven at
the latest, the fifty pesos would be his. He
was happy as a reprieved murderer, and
laughed and shouted with glee.

All afternoon, in spite of the merciless,
implacable sun, the mule kept up a steady
jog-trot, every once in a while bursting into
speed as if pulling a hook-and-ladder bri-
gade. It was glorious. At last night came
on, and presently through the darkness
there gleamed the lights of La Pifia. Tomas
could no longer restrain his desire to ride
like a steel-clad cavalier of old into the city.

He halted the beast at a convenient
boulder by the wayside and clambered ten-
derly aboard. That was a fatal mistake.
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Speediolurched forward in a sincere attempt
to do his best, but the load was too much

for the old veteran. He came to a sudden

stop, swayed to and fro for a moment, then
went down with a crash that was heard for
miles.

Had not Tomas jumped he surely would
have been maimed for life. But it was easy
to see that Speedio had eaten his last oat.
He gave one long, reproachful look at his
abductor, then quietly closed his eyes and
became defunct.

A IFIT be true that every human tear

q is counted, then for the next half-
hour several angels must have been
occupied, for Tomas turned loose a drench-
ing downpour. He was muy triste, full of
shame and remorse. Finally, when tears
failed, he sat in the cold night air, holding
his head in his hands and staring fixedly
at the twinkling lights of the city.

He tried to pray, but could not. He was
a thief. Under the blinding influence of
passion he had committed an awful sin.
God would never forgive him. Neither
would his uncle. Henceforward he would be
an outcast and a pariah, in addition to a
detective, with always the haunting fear
that the morrow might find him in a felon’s
cell.

Of a truth the outlook was draped with
crépe and weeping willows.

Benumbed and sick at heart, the sleuth
staggered to his feet, took one last look at
Speedio’s corpse and continued his way to
La Pifia, resolved to end his unendurable
torments in the foaming waters of the river,
It was hard to go in the Springtide of life,
but he was weary of the world. Marcelina
would soon forget. Women always do.

Presently Tomas stood on the deserted
bridge, looking down at the surging waters
wherein men find oblivion and women wash
clothes. Everything was very quiet and
very dark. There was no moon and but
few stars were attending to their duties.
It was an ideal night for self-obliteration.
Slowly the wretched youth took off his coat
and climbed on to the coping, then with
arms outstretched and face upturned to
Heaven, he made his farewell speech.

Just as he was about to leap he heard
voices. He drew quickly back to a dark
corner. A moment later a man and a wom-
an passed leisurely by, followed by an
escort in the person of a Chola servant.

The man was Lorenzo Caceres, the woman
Marcelina Castanovas.

Bombs! Pistols! Dynamite! Daggersl|
The sight of his hated rival so unnerved
Tomas that he forgot all about suicide and
went rapidly off to his room, tearing at his
hair and threatening to destroy the world.
His heart throbbed with misery too helpless
for tears.

That was an awful night. Most of the
time the disconsolate victim of Cupid was
half delirious. He tore the sheets of his bed
into shreds, bit holes in the wall and gener-
ally devastated the furniture. But after
every night, however long, there comes a
golden morning, and when at last the light
of dawn entered the little room the un<
happy youth had regained control of his
faculties.

Silently he sat amid the wreckage, hold-
ing a téte-a-téte with himself and planning
his penitent course. The result of a lot of
hard-pan meditation was that, so long as
there was yet a chance to win Marcelina,
he would not give in. She would never be
happy with Lorenzo, never.

In a little café wherein he partook of
a cup of chocolate and a roll, Tomas learned
to his joy that the mule was still missing, the
fish-market mystery still unsolved. With
exemplary perseverance the detective then
started a house-to-house canvass for the
stolen animal, questioning every man,
woman and child he came across until each
proved that his life was beyond suspicion.

Two hours went by without result, then
suddenly he got a clue. In one house an
Indian lay asleep in bed, a sure and certain
sign that he earned his daily bread by night,
earned it dishonestly. It did not takea
trained detective to deduce that; a child
could have done it. Moreover, the man
looked like a crook.

Tomas woke the sleeper with a poke in
the ribs and applied the third degree. But
the Indian only blinked his eyes and mum-
bled to bimself, refusing to answer questions
of any kind. The sleuth trembled with ex-
citement, for he knew then that he was on
the right track, that before the night was
oul the fifty pesos would be his. Marcelina
would dance with joy. He could picture her
happiness on hearing the news. Soon, now,
they would link heart to heart, hand to
hand forever.

But, though the human bloodhound
searched the house and looked carefully
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under the bed, he was unable to locate the
mule.

Peaceable methods proving ineffective,
Tomas next decided to introduce a little
foul play. Taking a running-jump, he land-
ed full on his victim’s stomach and sat there
waving his arms and threatening unending
tortures of an assorted character unless the
man produced the missing animal. Of a
sudden the figure of a buxom Chola woman
appeared in the doorway. With a terrific
but untranslatable shriek, she made for the
detective, seized him firmly by the neck and
dragged him gesticulating to the door.

“BRUTE!” she hissed, as she ten-
derly pulled out a handful of the
mule-hunter’s wiry black hair and
flattened his nose with her hand. “My
father has been in bed for five years, para-
lyzed through beri-beri.”

Then followed an mdescnbable tussle
in which the Chola was assisted by several
women belonging to the sewing-circle of
that precinct. Poor Tomas was torn almost
limb from limb, and his sacred blue glasses
were broken in a thousand pieces. Fortu-
nately, at the end of five minutes, the un-
happy youth managed to make his escape
to the quiet and safety of the cathedral,
else he surely would have been assassinated.
As it was, his face was scratched, his clothes
were torn and he wanted to die without
further delay. The life of a plain-clothes-
man was far too hazardous.

For a long time Tomas sat trying to kill
himself by [mental telepathy but, having
no luck at this, he decided to go down to the
valley to the rubber-country and start life
anew. When he thought it would be safe to
leave his hiding-place, he came to his feet,
crept to the door of the old cathedral and
peeped cautiously outside.

Seated on the cobblestones of the Plaza,
their bare brown legs crossed under them,
were half a dozen stolid Indian women
armed with various agricultural and culi-
nary implements of a more or less homicidal
character. At the head of this Amazonian
reception-committee was the husky Chola
whose father Tomas had maltreated. In
her right hand was a dreadful machete such
as a man carries when he marches into the
capital of a Latin-American republic and
proclaims himself president.

Dripping with the chilly sweat of anguish,
the detective shot back into the sacred edi-
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fice and spent the next half-hour in prayer
and supplication, castidg furtive glances
behind him lest the committee become
impatient and attempt a little sacrilegious
surgery inside. He was not a bit com-
fortable. He thought of his rival Lorenzo
and envied him the peaceful task of waylay-
ing a murderer. This was his punishment
for changing the orders. Honesty is the
best policy, even in the police-department.

An hour passed, an hour that was an
eternity of the deadliest terror. Again the
youth came to his feet and again he peeped
outside. The committee was still there and
the members thereof were partaking of
luncheon. They had come prepared to
stay.

This was the finish. A broken man,
Tomas crept to a corner of the cathedral
and arranged his personal affairs. Upon
the back of an envelope he wrote a short
poem and also his last will and testament,
leaving all his personal property—a suit of
clothes and two pairs of shoes—to Marce-
lina.

Then he sat with his head between his
knees, weeping quietly to himself, - Pres-
ently some one touched him on the shoul-
der; he sprang into the air with a cry,
begging for mercy. But it was only the
padre. :
“My son, what is the matter?”’ inquired
the priest.

Bowed with grief and shaking from fear,
Tomas poured out the sordid story of his
wickedness. Though removed from the
world and wotting not of the disorder that
has traveled hand in hand with true love
since the beginning of time, the padre un-
derstood.

“You have committed a grievous sin,
my son,” he declared, “a grievous sin. But
you are not altogether to blame. I will
help you. Compose yourself and come
with me.”

A ray of hope entered the detective’s
soul. He rose quickly and followed the
priest down the aisle to the vestry. Ten
minutes later, dressed in the long brown
robe and the black felt hat of an ecclesiastic,
with a pious look on his face, fingers inter-
locked, and eyes upturned to Heaven,
Tomas walked slowly out of the cathedral.

His heart actually ceased beating as he
passed by his would-be assassins, but none
penetrated his disguise and soon he was
across the plaza, safe.
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% SUDDENLY an Indian accosted
him,

“Padre,” said the man, with
trouble writ deep in his face, “I would
speak to you.”

Tomas hesitated. He did not know just
what to do. But the women were too near
to run any risks.

“What is it, ‘my son?” he 'stammered
finally.

For answer the Indian led the way to his
squalid home on the corner of the street
and into a little darkened room, wherein
he motioned his visitor to be seated on a
box covered by a vicufie skin. Professional
instinct, as well as the man’s troubled face,
told Tomas that an awful crime had been
committed. He wondered what it could be.
It was wrong to get evidence in this way,
but——= Like a flash he remembered the
fish-market mystery, Here was the mur-
derer and he was about to confess!

Tomas trembled like an eel in a frying-
pan. A gone feeling came into his stomach,
He wanted to run for help but could not;
the use had gone from his limbs. There was
a long and sickly silence.

At last the Indian spoke:

“Padre,” he said miserably, “my heart
is heavy.”

“What have you done?” whispered the
sleuth through chattering teeth.

“I stole a mule,” was the answer.

" Tomas fell from the box on to the floor.

“What kind of a mule was it?” he
shrieked.

“It was a brown mule belonging to Sefior
Escobar.”

The sleuth came to his feet with a cry.

“Where is it?”” he ejaculated eagerly,
taking the Indian by the arm, “Whereisit?
Speak quick!”

“I took it back to the stable half an
hour ago, but the sin still lies heavy on my
heart.”

THAT was too much for Tomas.
He threw up his arms with a wild
gesture of despair, then turned his
back on the wondering Indian and limped
weakly from the room. The last hope had
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died. Dazed and helpless, the spark of his
existence all but extinguished, the wretched
youth wandered aimlessly about the city,
praying for a speedy end to his miseries.
Of a sudden at a turn in the road he met
vis-d-vis with his rival, Lorenzo Caceres.
And Lorenzo was happily, boisterously,
talkatively drunk.

“Hello, Tomas,” he said, reeling unstead-
ily about, “are you coming from a fancy-
dress ball or have you taken the veil?”

“I'm disguised,” answered Tomas coldly.
“Did you solve the murder-mystery?”’

“No. The Intendente called me off the
case and took it up himself. After walking
through the fish-market and looking over
the evidence, he solved the problem imme-
diately. He is a wise man, sefior, a very
wise man. This is his solution: The Indian
was thawing out two large female codfish
that had been sent up from the coast in cold
storage—{frozen alive. The heat revived
them and they started fighting. In trying
to separate them, the poor fellow was bitten
unmercifully from head to foot. He stag-
gered to the door but died in great agony
before he reached it.”

For a moment the two stared at each
other in silence, then Lorenzo took a fat
roll of peso bills from his pocket.

“But I came out all right,” he went on
with a grin. “I found a hundred pesos on
the corpse.”

That was the unkindest cut of all. The
heart of the little sleuth sank a thousand
fathoms and a jealous rage consumed his
vitals.

“I suppose this spree you’re on is to cele-
brate your wedding,” he murmured icily.

“No,” growled Lorenzo. “It’snot. Mar-
celina won’t marry me because she’s in love
with you, and has been all the time. That
fifty-peso scheme of hers was just to keep
me out of the race. She was sure I'd never
get it, but she wanted to tantalize you and
keep you guessing for a while. She says
she’ll marry you as you are—without a
cent.”

And to her everlasting credit Marcelina
did.

Viva Marcelinal
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SYNOPSIS—How can a trading-company send cargoes from England to Holland, returning with mud
ballast, at a loss every trip, yet make enormous profits? It’s true, and it horribly puzzles the crew of the
stout ketch Luck and Charity—James Carthew-West, the skipper and owner—once a liner-officer, then
beach-comber, then a man on his feet. It puzzles still more Austin Voogdt, who was a London newspaper-
man till tuberculosis sent him, with his whimsical humor and incisive mind, out to sea. The third member
of the crew doesn’t care a hang, for he is silent *Kiah, who asks nothing more than work and sleep.

The company for whom they are working consists of Professor Ward, Cheyne—the local manager at
Terneuzen, Holland—and two girls: the stately Miss Lavington and quick-tongued, lively Pamily Brand,
who proves to be a Bachelor of Science for all her tomboyishness. )

To add to the mystery, there is a German Company just opened at Terneuzen, one of whose men takes a
shot at Voogdt, the journalist, when he goes poking about.

Then Voogdt discovers that the “mud” they have been carrying back as ballast is almost pure WOz—
used for hardening steel, and worth £240 a ton. West and Voogdt demand to be taken in as partners. This
is done the more readily because of the mystery of the rival German company, and Van Noppen, its man-
ager.

Then Manager Cheyne,” with his beefy face and weak mouth, suggests to the two new partners that they
join him in sequestering several boat-loads of the “mud,” and share the profits among the three of them.

They pretend to agree, but inform Professor Ward of Cheyne’s crookedness.

CHAPTER XXV
PLAYING CHEYNE’S GAME

ERHAPS, Ward had hoped,
Cheyne wouldn’t again try to
cheat Ward and the girls by ask-
ing Voogdt and me to divert car-
goes of wolframite. Cheyne did, though.
He tried it the very next voyage.

But when we next met he was raving.
His customer had sent a hauler to fetch
away the mud, and the man, naturally
ignorant of the stuff he had to deal with,
hauled ten tons of worthless ballast dumped
by a dredger and put it on rail. The cus-
tomer, advised of its departure, sold it,

rubbed his hands and woke a morning or
two later to find a bundle of furious letters
on his desk, ordering him to remove his
rubbish. Cheyne was dancing mad, cursing
and furious, and accusing us of having
mucked the affair. Voogdt tried to pacify
him, pointing out that removal from quays
was one of our ordinary risks, and then
joined me in the cabin. I hadn’t seen much
fun in it, up to then, but now we literally
cried with laughter, stuffing our mouths
with the table-cloth to stifle the noise,
It cheered me up considerably, that.

The customer was bullying Cheyne and
requesting delivery of the promised con-
signment, so he pressed us to have another
try on the same lines, and this voyage very

8



WO, 79

nearly gave away the fact that we had
warned Ward about Cheyne’s crookedness.
Our destination was Goole, and we were to
leave the stolen half-cargo at Yarmouth.

Here, being questioned, Voogdt told a
story of fussy owners who insisted on over-
ballasting us, and said we were lightening
the boat against orders. I never heard a
more improbable tale, and of course the
harbor-master’s suspicion was excited at
once,

“Why didn’t you heave it over outside?”
he demanded.

Voogdt talked of the difficulty of getting
the hatch off at sea and so on, and then,
getting desperate, embroidered the story
with whispered confidences about a woman
at Yarmouth he said I had come ashore to
visit.

“On’y a bloomin’ excuse, this lightening
the boat,” he told the man. “Say nothin’,
guv’nor. The skipper’s orl right. Shouldn’t
be surprised if you found ’arf a quid in
your letter-box the day we sailed.”

Knowing nothing of this, I was at a loss
to understand the man’s manner. Under
the circumstances, he gave me a bad time
for the next two days, nudging and leering
and winking at me every time we met, as
one who shares a confidence. Voogdt en-
joyed it intensely, he told me afterward,
and finished by filling up his victim with
mixed drinks so that we left him jovial and
apparently unsuspicious.

“But what’ll he think when the stuff gets
carted away?” I asked, when we were clear
of the harbor.

“It won’t be carted away. I wired Ward
in code: ‘Amanuensis Syllable} which,
being interpreted, means, ‘Suspicions
aroused; remove by sea.”

“Think he’ll manage it?”

“Bet your life he will. He and his Bir-
mingham manager, Carwithen, are two men
with big heads. I’'m developing a sound
respect for the pair of them, now I’ve had
some experience of their trade. They’ll
manage it all right.”

THEY did, and when we got back
to Terneuzen from Goole, Cheyne
was past swearing, even. His cus-
tomer had been compelled to buy from
Ward to fill his first orders. Ward, smi-
ling quietly, had squeezed the price up to
its top limit to punish him, and the cus-
tomer had written Cheyne a letter that

nearly turned him gray. He got little com-
fort from us.

“Tell your customer they’re ordinary
business-losses, under the circumstances,”
Voogdt suggested maliciously to Cheyne.

“What’s the use of talking that sort of
rot? He threatens he’ll accidentally give
me away unless the goods are delivered.”

“He doesn’t write you here, does he?”
T asked, startled.

“No fear. Antwerp post-office.
there to fetch his letters.”

“He must know you’re thieving, or he
wouldn’t talk of exposure.”

“Thieving!” He didn’t like it put so
brutally as that. “Choose your words
better. And if it is thieving, you're in it
too.”

“We know all about that,” Voogdt inter-
rupted, suddenly taking the offensive.
“We're in it, right enough, but where does
our pay come in? You make a lot of prom-
ises; we do our part of the business; and
then all you have to show us is a letter
from your customer to say he hasn’t had
the goods. That’s no manner of use to me.
You’ve got to pay us for delivery on shore,
and that’s all there is about it. If things
are bungled after we’ve done our share of
the work, that’s no fault of ours.”

“They’re only ordinary business-losses.”

Cheyne, aghast at the sudden attack,
found it his turn to plead our disregarded
excuse.

“That may be. We haven’t learned the
game as well as you have,” said Voogdt
truculently. “All I know is that we've
done thieving at your orders, and now we
aren’t to get paid for it. You’ll oblige
me by brassing up a hundred apiece—
fifty quid a voyage—to compensate us for
our trouble.”

Cheyne was flabbergasted.

“When you get a cargo through, I will,
I promise I will. But surely, my dear chap,
you don’t expect me to pay you on top of
my losses?”

He was livid, and I must confess Voogdt’s
sudden turning of the tables had taken me
aback.

“I do expect it. And what’s more I mean
having the money. So you just get out
your check-book before we go any farther
into the matter.”

Cheyne protested, pleaded, cursed and
swore, but all to no effect. We had him
fast, and in the end he fished out the

I go
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‘check-book from his desk and wrote us one
apiece to the tune of a hundred pounds,
shaking with rage and funk.

“Good enough,” said Voogdt coolly,
pocketing both the slips. “Now, about
this next voyage. Dumping half a load of
ballast on this quay, and another half-load
on that doesn’t appear to work out properly.
And it’s dangerous, too. The lies I had to
tell at Yarmouth this last voyage wouldn’t
deceive a sucking child, and the next
thing’ll be that we shall blow the gaff.
We'll work one more cargo through for
you, and then I'm finished. And that
cargo won’t go ashore at all. You or your
pal must charter a barge, bring her along-
side in some anchorage, in France ‘for pref-
erence—Brest Roads’ll do as well as any-
where—and: we’ll unload into her.”

“That’ll never do——"

“It’s got to do. It’s all very well for you
to be careless. You’ve made your pile. I
haven’t, and I don’t intend this show shall
be given away until I have. So make your
own arrangements, but remember we don’t
put another ounce of stuff ashore for you
anywhere.”

Cheyne had to give in, of course. We
were to make a couple of voyages on the
square, and by that time he thought he
could arrange for the transshipment Voogdt
ordered.

CONFUSED by all the mist of
lying, I could not see that Voogdt’s
was a very good plan, and when
Cheyne had gone taxed him with double-
dealing.

“Thanks to you he’ll pull that off,” I
said. “Are you playing straight, Austin?”’

“Straight!” said he cheerfully, “Straight,
did you say? What is there straight in the
whole business? The firm is stealing—
from the Dutch Government, I suppose.
Cheyne’s trying to steal from them; and
we're blackmailing him. But what can we
do, Jem? We dare not go on playing
Cheyne’s game. We dare not open his
eyes. And we dare not let his customer
make trouble! I’'m acting as I believe Ward
would act in my place. I propose to let
them have this one cargo to shut the cus-
tomer’s mouth—reporting it to Birming-
bham, of course—and after that we must
hope Cheyne’s too scared to try it again.
If we refuse to help him, he’ll get somebody
else, and that means more risk. The two
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hundred we’ve got out of him and our two-
thirds share of the theft we’ll send to Brum
to be divided in the usual way. That'll go
toward squaring the loss on Cheyne’s share
of this next stolen cargo. Add the two car-
goes we’ve bagged—on which he hasn’t got
a share—and I should think the firm is a
bit ahead on the game. Can you suggest a
better plan?”

“Not I Devising roguery isn’t my
strong point. But you're a bit of a marvel,

Austin. It beats me the way the chap’s
been headed off at every turn. You're a
wonder.”

“Rot!” said he, chuckling. “That’s

Ward’s doing. Look how he tackled the
situation in Newhaven. It’s been good
fun, so far. But, mind you, once a man’s
off the straight track it’s not so easy for
him to pull up. Probably Cheyne won’t
try this dodge again, but we must watch
him. He'll be up to something else, or I'm
much mistaken.”

Ward met us at our next port, Erith, and
Voogdt made his report. He listened, say-
ing nothing, until Voogdt proposed the
payment of our shares and Cheyne’s two
hundred pounds into the common fund of
the syndicate.

Then he raised objections.

“There’s no reason for that,” he said.
“Keep it for yourselves.”

Voogdt shook his head. “No. We don’t
want more than our fair share as agreed, and
personally I don’t want extra profits out of
Cheyne’s defection.”

Ward looked pleased, but he still pro-
tested.

“We’ve done well, and are ready to retire.
You're not. Your pockets aren’t full yet.
Take it. At this rate the business may col-
lapse any day, and since you’ve been so fair
with us I should like you to make your
profits before the end comes.”

“Speaking for myself,” I said, “I abso-
lutely refuse to touch Cheyne’s hundred
pounds. It’s blackmail, nothing better,
and though he’s a sweep and I'm not over-
particular, I draw the line somewhere.”

So there we were, at another deadlock.
Neither of the others wanted the money,
and for the moment it looked as though
Cheyne had been bled for nothing.

“Add it to ’Kiah’s bonuses,” Voogdt
suggested at last. “As for the profits of
the thieving, we both wish them to be sent
you and divided in the usual way.”



WO, 81

After we had pressed the point a while,
Ward eventually agreed.

CHAPTER XXVI

“AND ALL THE THINGS THAT GO WITH
EVENING-DRESS”’

USINESS once concluded, Ward had
a personal message to deliver. Miss
Brand was at Erith, and please would we
join her at dinner that evening? We
thanked him, and promised to come, and
then, as he had only mentioned one girl’s
name, I asked if Miss Lavington was with
her.

“Not this time,” said he. “She’s on duty
at Birmingham. Carwithen’s busy and
wants her help.”

“Does she take an active part in the
business, then?”

I ought to have known better than ask
the question, the two girls having been
present at so many sittings in council. But
I never really associated either of them
with active work—especially such work as
shipping-business, and a sort of modified
piracy at that. What with Pamily Brand
being related to Cheyne, and Ward and
Miss Lavington almost as good as engaged,
I looked upon them as a sort of family-
party, and regarded the girls’ talk as some-
thing to be listened to for civility’s sake,
but not to be considered as anything impor-
tant after that. So the idea of Miss Laving-
ton actually doing office-work at Snow Hill
struck me as strange..

“Of course she does,” said Ward. “We
all help. Didn’t Miss Brand go through
your papers once at Dartmouth?”

“She came aboard and looked them over,
certainly. But, to tell the truth, I never
imagined she understood them.”

T expect I spoke awkwardly, for I couldn’t
well tell him I believed she only came
aboard with a view to luring me on to try
and flirt with her.

“‘She understands the business very well,”
Ward said, interrupting my thoughts. “I
don’t know how we should have got along
without her—and Miss Lavington. You
see we couldn’t do with paid employees.
The business ashore wanted intelligence,
and if we’d hired quick-witted people our
secret wouldn’t have been our own for very
long. Cheyne and myself tried to do all of
it at first, but soon found that impossible,
6

so took in Carwithen. As a paid manager
he would have been a danger. As a partner
he’s been worth his weight in gold. When
we got into touch with more purchasers and
the business again got beyond us, it was
at his suggestion that we asked the two
girls if they would help us.”

“How could they help?” I asked curi-
ously.

“They did help, I can assure you. They
flung themselves into the business whole-
heartedly. Miss Lavington learned to use a
typewriter and took over the correspond-
ence and bookkeeping. She and Carwithen
have charge of the office, and most of the
work inland—the actual selling to cus-
tomers. I help them a little in that. The
London and South and West of England
sales are in my hands, and I also see to
removing the consignments from the ports
along the English Channel. That’s how it is
you’ve seen more of me than of the others.”

“What does Miss Brand do?”’

“Hitherto she’s had the East Coast and
Scotch ports in her charge. Now that the
Olive Leaf and Kismet are paid off, she’s
supposed to be helping at the office, but
there’s really very little for her to do there
with only your cargoes to watch. So she’s
come down here with me as a sort of holi-
day-trip.”

I said that Erith in March didn’t strike
me as much of a place for holidaying.

“Ah! But she’s the sort of girl that can
make a holiday out of a ride on a bus. I
fancy one of the attractions bere was the
chance of another squabble with you.”

He looked at Voogdt with a smile.

“By the way, when you see her don’t
harp on this business of Cheyne’s. She’s
partial to him. They’re related, you know
—were playmates as children—so she takes
this more seriously than the rest of us.”

His way of speaking was quietly frank,
and seemed to put us on the footing of per-
sonal friends as well as partners. That was
just the difference between him and Cheyne.
The one never mentioned Pamela Brand
but I wanted to kick him, even when he
only meant to be affable. But when I had
been an employee Ward’s manner had
never held offense, and now, without gush
or effusiveness, he spoke as though we two
were members of the family-party and had
been so all along.

“Has she said anything about Cheyne?”
I asked.
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“Not to me. But Miss Lavington tells
me she’s taking the matter to heart, rather.
So keep off the subject all you can.”

@ port, and near London, had proved

a very convenient place for the
syndicate’s operations, and several car-
goes of wolframite had crossed its quays
during the past twelve months. Miss
Brand, in her capacity of agent, had conse-
quently become familiar with the town—
had her own regular lodgings in a house
out on the London Road—and it was to her
rooms that we were invited. Ward was
staying at a hotel by the dock-entrance,
so as to be near us, and we were to call for
him on our way up-town.

We dressed ourselves for shore in our
usual fashion, in clean flannel shirts and
collars and our best serge suits, and I was
rather amused than otherwise to find when
we reached the hotel that Ward had got
into evening-dress.

“I suppose our clothes’ll do?” I said,
more in jest than earnest. I couldn’t
imagine the Brand girl in fine raiment.
“We’ve a good excuse, anyhow. One
doesn’t carry dress-duds on a coaster.”

“Of course,” said Ward, as though dis-
missing the question, and we went on our
way with minds at ease.

It was dark when we reached the house,
and I could only make it out as a fair-sized
villa residence standing back from the road
with gardens front and rear. A clean
elderly maid took Ward’s coat and our
peaked caps in the hall and showed us into
a candle-lit room with the table laid and a
cheerful wood-fire burning.

Ward sat down, Voogdt went straight
to the fire—he was always a cold subject—
and I was walking round trying to make
out the pictures on the walls when the door
opened again and our hostess entered.
And, speaking for myself, I wished I could
sink through the floor. I don’t know when
I ever had such a surprise in my life.

To begin with I hadn’t seen a woman in
evening-dress close at hand since my two
years of folly in South Devon, and they
weren’'t—well, the class of women I had
known there that went in for evening-wear
had always a little tendency toward sloven-
liness. Only natural, when you come to
think of it. The wasters and their wives,
and their wives’ sisters and cousins, had

ERITH, being a small but busy

made up all the society I enjoyed then.
A waster naturally marries a barmaid
ninety-nine times in a hundred, and of
course her first purchase after marria.ge
would be an evening-frock, to consort with
the dignity of her husband’s double-
barreled name. Then the remittances that
had been ample for one became a tight fit
for two, and the evening-frocks soon got
slovenly.

Poor little women—good wives, most of
them. . . . But—associating with them,

-and with uneducated sailors ever since, 1

had come to link in my mind the idea of a
low-necked dress with some faint suggestion
of impropriety. You can’t help being
influenced by the notions of the men about
you, and the poorer seamen as a class con-
sider bare shoulders improper in themselves,
I suppose they get their ideas from the
filthy cafés chantants in the ports. . . .

Then, again, I had lost touch with
drawing-rooms. For nearly a year my
home had been a three-cornered box of a
cabin, nine feet long by twelve wide, and
I’d shared that with another man. ’Kiah
kept it clean enough for our purpose, but
his methods weren’t highly pohshed at
best. We weren’t exactly insanitary, but
Keating’s Powder always made a feature in
the grocery-list, and ’Kiah rather plumed
himself on it than otherwise, for boats of
our class don’t often go to that expense.
Our usual cargo was mud, and the atmos-
phere of the ports we touched at principally
coal-dust.

We didn’t complain, naturally, because
coasting is a rough trade and cleanliness an
unusual luxury for the men engaged in it.
I hadn’t seen a bathroom for a year; a
bucket and sponge in the cabin or an
occasional swim overside had served my
needs well enough. And now, fresh from
that atmosphere of dirt and slovenliness
and sweating hard work, it came a bit
queer to be confronted with a girl one had
always associated with open air and salt
water, and find her dressed to kill, dainty
as a flower.

Her dress was plain enough, with no
frills or furbelows, and she looked sleek and
demure as a kitten, and—what I'd pever
noticed before—really pretty, too. Re-
member, I'd never seen her except on
board or in some port or another, and there
she had always been simply and even
poorly dressed. Tweeds were her wear;
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tweed or serge, plainly cut, and often well-
worn at that, with a straw hat and a plain
blouse—that sort of thing. Again and
again she had reminded me more of a boy
in petticoats than anything else; but
now—— She wasn’t in the least like a boy
now, at any rate.

I'M NO man-milliner, and to this

day I can’t tell what she had on,

though I can see her plainly enough
every time I shut my eyes. I know her
dress was a pale dove-gray, very soft and
clinging smoothly, so as to show the round
curves of her. Her arms were bare, rounded
and pinky white. I couldn’t picture them
now akimbo on her hips, nor could I recog-
nize in her any trace of the quick little
shrew who had squabbled with Voogdt
across a cabin full of crumpled foresail.

She had taken on an air of costliness; her
hair was done elaborately, twisted in coils
around the top of her little head, and round
her neck she had a collar of pearls. Miss
Out-0’-Doors I'd called her in my mind,
but now she looked as though she’d never
been outside a drawing-room. It was as
though a tough little sea-pink had become
an exotic from the hothouse.

I stared so—with my mouth open, as
likely as not—that I think she must have
felt a little shy; just enough to make her
play the dignified hostess for the first few
minutes. She blushed, too, and of course
that made things worse than ever. What
with that, and what with the strange new
daintiness of her, and what with my serge
clothes and thick boots, I felt so awkward
that I thought I should never get out a civil
answer to her greetings.

It was all over in a moment: just a
“How d’you do’’ and “I’'m glad to see you;”
and she had turned to Ward and Voogdt,
and left me with my ears burning, wonder-
ing at the prettiness of her bare neck and
trim waist seen from behind. While she
was talking to them, I had time to catch
my breath, to pull myself together and
resolve to try and behave more like a
civilized man and less like a foremast-Jack
ashore.

After the first few minutes, that came
easily, for she hadn’t changed her manners
with her frock, and her chatter soon set me
at ease again. Only when we sat down I
couldn’t take my eyes off her. Ward sat
facing her, Voogdt was on her right and I

was opposite him. I think the dinner was
simple enough, though I don’t know in the
least what was served: fish and a fowl and
sweets, or something like that, with claret
to drink and lemonade. The elderly maid
waited on us, and until she withdrew with
the last of the dishes the talk was necessa-
rily on general subjects.

When the door shut behind her Miss
Brand took a cigarette, leaned forward and
plunged directly into the very subject we
had been warned to avoid.

“Business before pleasure,” said she. “I
want the whole of this story about Willis.”

She looked at me; I looked at Voogdt
and we both turned awkwardly to Ward,
who answered for the pair of us.

“My last words on leaving the Luck and
Charity this afternoon were to warn these
two to keep off that subject,” he said.

“And why?”

“Well—for your comfort.”

“Comfort!” she cried, with sudden pas-
sion, and slapped a hand upon the table.
“Why will you persist in this attitude of
shielding tender woman from the cold
wind? Haven’t I worked for the syndicate
like a man?”

N “Better than most men,” Ward answered
er.

“Then why can’t you treat me like a
man?”

“Because you aren’t one. Because you
approach a business-matter with heat, and
bang tables and make us all uncomfortable.
That’s why.”

“I’'m sorry.” She was shamefaced on the
instant. “I’'m very sorry. But he’s my
cousin, as you know—and I thought a lot
of Willis. I won’t be silly again. Now, Mr.
Voogdt, tell me the whole story plainly. I
must know it, you know.”

WITH her elbows on the table she
listened quietly, never moving ex-
cept to blink or wave away the
cigarette smoke when it got into her eyes,
while Voogdt went over the whole story
again. Now that she was exercising self-
control, no one would have imagined the
matter had any importance for either of
them. He spoke without a trace of heat or
sneering or emphasis of any sort, and she
never once interrupted or showed any trace
of emotion whatever. When he had done
her manner was as cool and collected as
though she had no interest in the affair, and
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I began to recollect what Ward had said
about her business-ability.

“You think it wise to let him have this
promised cargo?’’ she asked.

Voogdt gave his reasons, like a man reci-
ting a lesson.

“I don’t see any other alternative,” he
concluded.

“Nor do I. But—— We must do it,
I quite see, but it’s annoying to be com-
pelled to give them anything at all. And
suppose he wants it done again?”

“He sha’n’t do that. We’ll make that
clear to him, rest assured. And, as I've
already pointed out to West, I don’t think
the firm will be much out of pocket on the
deal in the end.”

“Somebody must be there to keep an eye
on him,” she said with decision. “You'll
be away on voyages. There’s nothing to
prevent him making those voyages long
ones, and in your absence he can do as he
likes. I must stay at Terneuzen myself
after this.”

“If T’ve anything to say about it, you
won’t,” I said, finding my tongue at last.

“And why not?”

She had never put me on the same footing
as Voogdt, but now her manner was posi-
tively insulting.

“Because it’s no place for a woman. We
don’t know what risks there are, and we do
know that Cheyne can’t be relied on.”

“Do you think I want Willis Cheyne to
look after me?”’ she said sharply. “‘On the
contrary. I'm going there to look after
him.”

“That’s a man’s job.”

“I’ve already told you to consider me as
a man. I was doing a man’s work before
you were a member of the syndicate, and I
don’t see that your joining it affects my
position.”

She turned to Ward.

“Y’ll stay there till the end,” she said.

“The end?” I asked, puzzled, for she
spoke as though the end were already in
sight,

She still looked at Ward.

“Tell them what we decided when we
took them into partnership,” she ordered.

“Oh! that.” Ward spread his hand on
the table, examining his finger-nails mi-
nutely.

“We—ah—we decided that if we didn’t
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