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Somebody had just spoken of “Little Eve Edgarton.” This woke up a New York
 City District Superintendent of Schools, who is a distinguished lecturer on peda-
gogics and the author of several text-books.

“I read all the fifteen-cent magazines,” he said, “and I read them for—the fiction.
That is my favorite recreation. A good story gives me a mental rest, and, if you will
pardon the bull, a mental stimulus. It pleases me more than a good play, because I can
enjoy it in the congenial surroundings of my library.”

“What magazine do you enjoy most?"

We (editorial we) did not ask that question, but the answer interested us strangely.

“‘Adventure,’” said the School Superintendent promptly. “I grab it from the news-
stand on the day of publication, and that evening I plunge into its excellent fiction
and forget my worries. I'd rather miss any other two magazines than ‘Adventure.””

It will surprise the very able District Superintendent of New York Schools when he
reads this page to learn that we (editorial we) overheard and deeply appreciated his enthu-
siastic tribute to “Adventure.” If he is curious he may identify us (editorial us) as the
fourth man on his right who subsequently laughed loudest at his excellent stories of
humorous incidents in the day’s work of a man who directs nine hundred teachers.

All very personal—but that kind of thing makes us all the more enthusiastic in
getting still better stories for you and the District Superintendent to read.

“Adventure’’ is now three and a half years old. During that time we have been
doing our best to please you. Many of you have written us that the magazine has grown
better with each number. At any rate, in doing our best we think we have learned
to do better.

You will find some of our plans for doing better indicated on the last page of this
magazine. We are hoping to make ‘“Adventure” the most popular fiction magazine
published.

In addition to quick-moving two- and three-part serials and the best short stories
of adventure by men who have been there and who can write, we expect to give you
complete in each number a book-length novel or two long novelettes.

What do you think of our program outlined in “The Trail Ahead,” on the last page?
Turn to it and find some of the things in store for you.

IT WAS at luncheon. A dozen business and professional men around the table.

THE EDITOR.

P. S. We hope the District Superintendent will pardon us (editorial us) for the use
we have made of his comment at a private luncheon. T. E.
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LOUIS LAVERGN E

the North
Samuel Alexander White

ATale

CHAPTER 1
THE SHADE OF SETON CHANNING

HIMO!

Welcome! the word meant.
Welcome the Fort rose to Louis
Lavergne after a great traverse.
Hundreds of miles of wilderness trails were
behind him, and now at the end of his jour-
ney his canoe nosed in to the landing on
the Koksoak River. At hand, thrown care-
lessly on the barren shore, squatted the

huddle of buildings comprising the Post.

No one greeted him. No one appeared.
This was a riddle, for it was the end of
August, and, in accordance with custom,
the Post Indians—the whole tribe of Nas-
caupees, two hundred strong, from the Bar-
ren Grounds—should have been in camp
about the Fort.

Perhaps they had come and gone. The
atmosphere of Chimo seemed to say so.
For, incomparable as was the wilderness
desolation through which Louis Lavergne
had just trailed, a greater desolation brood-

Registered in the United States Patent Office

ed over the Post. Neverin all the days he
had known it had the environment so op-
pressed. Even the huskies, given to chal-
lenging every arrival, lifted no howl.

The thrill of welcome Lavergne had felt
at first sight of Chimo changed to the ache
of loneliness. For a second he hung, pad-
dle poised, at the rude wharf, half expecting
calamity to crash out of the ‘stillness. But,

_nothing breaking the silence, he drew up

his craft and went along the lane of palings
toward the Factor’s house.

As he approached, he heard a thumping.
A heavy hand was pounding a table in the
house, and there came like a roar the voice
of Ivan Trevor summoning the Nascaupee
squaw who attended to his household.

“Ayume,” he called, “will you be telling
me where my daughter is?”’

But Ayume, whom Lavergne not without
reaseh hated, Ayume the leathered and be-
grimed, short and fat of body, with her
straight-mouthed, flat-nosed, wooden face,
Ayume the thieving one, with the eyes of a
Buddha and the black magic of a witch,
did not harken. Lavergne could hear her

Copyright, 1014, by The Ridgway Company. Al vights reserved. 3
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rattling pots and pans as she shuffled about
her business and chanting a tune as she
toiled. Singing in Cree, she crooned—

“Ke-se-wog-ne-man-toom,
Ke-nah-te-tin—"

The Factor pounded more vigorously.
“Ayume,” he thundered, “Ayume—-"

“——Ke-nah-te-tin—"

“Ayume! Ayume! Will you be stopping
that teffle of a noise?”

He had her ear at last. She subsided
quickly, though sullenly, since it was an in-
justice that the Factor should not have
been able to tell from a distance that she
sang lines of the missionaries’ “Nearer, My
God, to Thee.” Her moccasins swished
softly as she came to the door of his coun-
cil room. She opened it and bowed her
head before the angry Factor. '

“My daughter?” bellowed Ivan. “Win-
ona? Will you be knowing anything of
her?”

- At mention of the name Lavergne’s
blood quickened. He held his breath.

“Um gone out,” Ayume clucked. “Walk
’long shore. Much time away. Mebbe
back soon now.”

“Go and look!”

PP AYUME went out into the misty
;:2 dusk, groping around the palings of

the yard which sloped to the river.
She almost walked into Lavergne, whose
huge form loomed up all at once. Instant-
ly, like a frightened deer, Ayume sprang
aside, trembling a moment in the lamplight
from Ivan Trevor’s doorway. Surprise, su-
perstition, fear flashed into her face. She
squealed in terror, took no time to think,
and fled up the steps straight through the
Factor’s council room.

A roar of condemnation followed her ac-
tion, for the council room was a sacred pre-
cinct set apart for the Company’s business
and the lords who transacted its business
and was not to be defiled by Ayume’s
presence.

“Are you a teffle this night?”’ stormed
Ivan Trevor. “Or are you but having a
tefile in you this night? And whateffer do
you mean by it?”’

His fist thumped a muffled thump, as on
an open book. Lavergne knew what book
it would be and where it would be open.

And quietly mounting the steps himself, he
saw Ivan through the doorway, saw Ivan
bent over the end of his council table, gray
as an old moose and quite as belliger-
ent.

His Bible lay before him. It was spread,
as ever, at Solomon’s Proverbs, for Lavergne
could see the deep scoring in red ink; the
mark of Ivan’s hand. When he spoke, he
pounded Solomon with the right fist and
with the left lent color and expression to
his speech by gestures almost articulate. In
that left fist was his tremendous pipe, the
pipe which was a half yard long and which
belched smoke like a funnel, the pipe in-
evitable and individual which defied waste
by scraping and the lapse of years.

“I am believing you are a teffle under
your skin, Ayume,” he observed. ‘‘And
you will be suddenly destroyed and that
without remedy.”

But Ayume, fleeing from his wrath
through the other door which led into the
household part, only whimpered over her
shoulder: “I have seen a devil, I have
seen a devil!”

“And you see that same devil, Ivan Tre-
vor,” cried Lavergne, breaking into a great
laugh. '

Ivan whirled round.

“Now, who are you, sir, to be calling me
by name?”

For answer Louis took a step into the
room. Uncouth as he knew his appearance
must be after months of the wilderness
trails, he did not dream it would have such
an effect upon the Factor. Utter amaze-
ment, not unmixed with awe, transformed
Ivan’s face. Like Ayume, he seemed to see
something not human. He squared his
shoulders and set his stern jaw.

“Tt is a trick you would be playing,” he
muttered, a hoarse menace in his tone.
“Raising the dead! It can not be. ThatI
know. It is a trick, coming in the shade of
Seton Channing——"’ :

“Seton Channing!”

Lavergne’s exclamation, hurled like a mis-
sile at Ivan, interrupted his forthcoming
threat, halted his hostile advance.

“Seton Channing!” he repeated, leaping
forward to the council table and leaning
over it till his blazing eyes were but a foot
from the Factor’s. “When I went into the
wilderness on this post project, those were
the last words I heard. When I come out,
they’re the first to greet me. Why will you
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keep throwing that cursed rock tapper’s
name in my teeth? You know I hate him!”

QUICKLY the old man’s expression

changed. “Aye, now Iknow you

whateffer,” he declared. “I know
the flaming spirit of you, Louis Lavergne,
and your thunder-and-lightning ways. But
how could I know you at first under all
that hair and beard and sunburn?

“Howefler, you are misinterpreting me.
I did not take you for the man Winona
will shortly marry. I took you for his
dead father—Seton Chanuning that’s dead,
Louis! The son bears the samename. He
will be coming on the Company’s ship
from the Whale River.”

“And the ship hasn’t come?”

“No. She is fair late. But they will be
married the day it comes. I thought it
would have been all over before you got
back, Louis.”

“I know,” retorted Lavergne bitterly.
“That’s why you sent me away. I under-
stood that when I went. I wonder if Wi-
nona understood!”

Ivan’s wrath flared up.

‘“'Fore Heaven,” he shouted, “I am ask-
ing you as man to man, though you have
been much to each other since childhood,
would you be thinking of mating with her?
Your birth, Louis! You know not what
manner of man you are, or how you came
into this world. Knowing, or not knowing,
about yourself, would you be so mad as to
think of it?”

Lavergne’s tanned face paled, and his
teeth gritted.

“No,” the Factor answered for him, “you
would not. Whereffer you came from, you
are an honest man. I am doing you that
justice.

“And delay will not be bettering you any.
What I know, I know. You have held
yourself well. Do it a little longer. That
is my command, Louis, your Factor’s com-
mand.

“The ship can’t be much later anyway.
But you I did not expect for a while. You
have traveled fast. And, losh, but you look
wild! It is fey, also, your coming in Seton
Channing’s shade, all hair and beard and
sunburn. Heaven help me, but for the min-
ute I thought the dead was risen! You are
his image now, Louis. Look!” Ivan point-
ed to the opposite wall.

Lavergne looked and saw his reflection in

a beaded mirror that stood on the. rude
mantel above the cavernous fireplace. A
cave man, bronzed and hairy like the men
of the Stone Age, gazed back at him, star-
ing with cave man’s eyes, wide, fierce, full
of shifting surface lights.

“Aye, the image of Seton Channing that’s
dead!”’

“For Heaven’s sake, tell me of this dead
man!”

In his anger and impatience Lavergne
smote down his fist. By chance it lit softly
upon the Proverbs.

“Hoot, Louis!” Ivan reproved. “Work
and worry has not changed you. Go under
your hand, there, for curb and for wisdom.
Aye, you'll see it at your thumb—.

‘He that is slow to wrath is of great under-
?tzlxlnding; but he that is hasty of spirit exalteth
olly.’

“Take it to yourself. You are having
need of it. But, indeed, I will be telling
you of Seton Channing that’s dead, but
you will be filling your stomach first. Be-

" sides yon wildness, I see lines and hol-

lows that spell starvation. You’ve been on
short rations, eh?”

“I’ve been starving. I lost my rifle in
Kaniapiskau Lake.”

“Kaniapiskau Lake! How came you
there? It lies not in the path to Hamilton
Inlet where I sent you.”

“I blazed the way for the new posts to
the Inlet, as you ordered. I finished early,
and I did not want to come back too soon.
You understand?”’

“Aye, that I do!”

“Well, there was time, and the season
was right. So I sailed round from Hamil-
ton Inlet to Quebec, and blazed a new trail
overland from Quebec by way of the Com-
pany’s post on Nichikun Lake.”

Ivan gave a snort of incredulity and bored
Lavergne with his eyes.

“Overland from Quebec! You are mad,
Louis. No man has ever done it alone.”

“I have done it alone.”

&&%s THE old fellow came around the

table. He laid a hand on both of
** Lavergne’s shoulders and regarded
him steadily.

“It has been the heat on the waters,”
he soothed; ‘““and the loneliness; and the
flies, maybe; and the malnutrition. These
will be for the moment upsetting your wits,
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Louis. It is that you have imagined this
journey from Quebec. In the wilderness
our imagination will be always playing us
tricks.” =

But Louis put Ivan aside.

“I have come from Quebec,” he again de-
clared. “I know what I have done. I
starved a little, but I have my reason—
and much of my strength. I will tell you
of the trip. But feed me first!”’

Ivan immediately led the way from the
council room out into the place of dining.

“I’'m no saying it mightn’t be,” Louis
heard him mumbling to himself. ‘“And
then, again, 'm no saying it might be.
But, either or neither, I am saying it is fey.”

CHAPTER 1I.
NASCAUPEE? ‘“‘BREED’’? OR BASTARD?

AVENOUS at the mere smell of food,

Louis sat down abruptly at the long

table whereon the dishes were always spread
in the roughly beamed dining-room.

Ivan nodded full approval of his lack of
ceremony.

“How the hungry belly runs to the meal!”’
he observed. “You will not mind that the
caribou steak is cold. There is tea, left
from my own supper, on the stove in the

_kitchen. Ayume will bring it. And she
will serve you, for Winona is out some-
where along the shore. Ayume, you were
fleet of foot some minutes ago. Now you
will be continuing the activity to serve
Louis’ sugper. He is no teffle, and his ap-
petite will be proving it.”

Nevertheless, she did Ivan’s bidding fear-
fully. And, much as he loathed her, La-
vergne suffered her service because of his
hunger. While she came and went, he could
not help but gaze upon her. Not a whit
had she changed since the time she moth-
ered him in the Nascaupee lodges far above
the Fort. She was the same Ayume who
swore he was her offspring and who kicked
him out of her deerskin tent when he had
years and temerity enough to voice his dis-
belief.

That was a day to remember, the day
when he, only a youth, had gone forth to
range the vast Northland from Chimo to
York Factory, from York Factory to Fort
MacPherson, with Frangois Lavergne, a
mighty French-Canadian voyagenwr. This
man had lost a son of his own stamp in

the Ragged Lands. And when they fused
their fortunes, he called the nameless youth
in his dead son’s name.

Yearly in their journeying young Louis
developed strength from the strenuous life,
while he gained knowledge from a man wise
beyond all understanding in wilderness
crafts. Only when Francois Lavergne died
of influenza in the Land of Little Sticks
came full comprehension of his worth.
Then Louis, with only the memory of the
one who had been a father to him, essayed
Frangois’s rble, duplicated his feats on
river, portage, and endless snow.

Mightily did Louis accomplish these
feats, for there were few men like him in
the North. Six feet and over he measured.
Over two hundred pounds he weighed.
Three sacks of flour he could pack at a load
across a mile portage. Forty long wilder-
ness miles a day he could cover upon his
webbed rackets.

Not only did he grow in stature and in
strength. He grew in knowledge, for he
went down in the long Winters to the
schools of Quebec. He profited by the edu-
cation. He became clerk here, chief trader
there, and finally Factor. But through it
all the Labrador continually lured with the
undeniable lure of a birthplace. So he had
given up his factorship at a far Western
post and gone back at Ivan Trevor’s invi-
tation to become his right-hand man, and
greater upon him than the lure of the Lab-
rador had grown the lure of Winona Tre-
vor with whom he had played as™a Chlld

It was a bitter thing.

And the coming of Seton Channing, a ge-
ologist and explorer for the Canadian Gov-
ernment, of an Autumn and his wintering
at Fort Chimo was more bitter still,

AT ONCE the irony of Lavergne’s
existence was apparent. The handi-
cap of his birth asserted itself. Even
when reason and honor were almost over-
whelmed by the surge of desire, Louis dared
not speak. He dared not accept the haz-
ard. He dared not set the pure flower of
Winona'’s life in the mire of his own blood
strain.

For all he knew, he might be a bastard
white, a mongrel quarter breed, a Nascau-
pee whelp. So he had stood aside and seen
Winona wooed by Seton Channing who,
though a Southerner, was so similar to him-
self in height and aggressive power.

)
: )
‘.~:3:‘a
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How Lavergneated him! Hated his
handsome, sneering face! From the first
their personalities struck sparks. Ivan Tre-
vor was wise enough to send Louis away
on a long mission to project a line of in-
land trading-posts. That accomplished,
Louis on his own authority undertook an-
other, and a greater, mission in order that
he might not by any chance arrive at Chimo
too soon. Yet he had arrived too soon.
The Company’s ship, which—although the
Whale was not a regular post of call—would
pick up Channing at the Whale River on
its yearly voyage along the Labrador coast,
was unseasonably late.

As, eating, Lavergne pondered over his
reception, the manner of that reception
rankled in his mind. Somehow he placed
the blame upon Ayume, and hated her with
an intenser hate.

“She was born for a witch,” he broke
forth when Ayume had gone out into the
kitchen. “Will she never grow old?”

“She is one hundred, if she is one day,”
Ivan answered solemnly. ‘“She is older
than I am, and I am full eighty-seven.
But she will neffer be dying. That I know,
The teffle will be catching her up some
night in a cloud of fire and brimstone. She
communes with him, She will go to him.
Yon’s logic, eh?”

“She could always work magic in the
tribe, if that’s what you mean!”

“Aye, there is sorcery in her. But she
is like all the rest of them—fair cram full
of superstition. She-has heard me call you
Louis, but she can not be bringing herself
to believe it is really you. She will not be
believing till she sees you as your old self
when Sachelle has trimmed your hair and
shaved your beard. Besides being a good
chief trader, he is handy with the scissors
and the razor, is Sachelle.”

“And whose ghost is she half afraid I am?”’

“Seton Channing’s that’s dead! She had
reason to know him as well as I. Aye, fin-
ish your meal. Never fear, T will be telling
you of him.”

CHAPTER III

THE OTHER MAN CHILD

“STILL your appetite is not satisfied,
Louis. You will be wanting the weed.”
For Ivan Trevor knew the hunger that

gnaws at a woodsman’s soul even if there

be meat in his belly, a hunger greater than
the hunger for salt and bread. He pushed
across the table to Lavergne the dented
canister as old and as scarred as him-
self.

To Louis the first puff was heavenly.
Hudson’s Bay, a mixture ancient and hon-
orable, like the Company, mocked all mild
Virginia and foreign blends. It was like
the taste of strong meat to a man who has
been reared on strong meat. The room was
soon wrapped in a blue haze, and Ivan’s
voice took on a softer tone, drumming di-
rections to the Nascaupee squaw. -

“Ayume, take the food away. And since
Winona is not here to do it with defter and
cleaner hands, lay the plates again for
breakfast. Add another for Louis. He will
be sitting as ever at my right hand.”

Ayume did as directed, while the men
smoked in silence. Lulled by the luxury he
had not had since his supplies went to the
bottom of Kaniapiskau Lake in a gale, La-
vergne half drowsed, the medley of sounds
in the place beating almost unheard upon
his ears, sounds of Ayume’s coming and go-
ing, of clattering dishes, of crackling logs in
the fireplace, of the rain swishing on the
pane, the weeping, desolate Labrador rain
that had come with the velvet dusk.

It was the rain, becoming more insistent
in its sweep, that roused Louis a little.

“Winona will get wet,” he ventured,
showing well where his thoughts were.

“No,” Ivan contradicted. “She has her
coat. She walks, fog or fair.”

“To be alone?”’ -

“Because she is alone, I am thinﬂi'(ing! Al-
though I can not altogether understand the
girl and her moods! Sometimes I do not
think she is as happy as one with her pros-
pects should be.”

Dreamily Louis let himself relapse into
lethargy. Dreamily he watched Ivan arise
to throw more birch logs into the fireplace,
a yawning pit of stone as cavernous as the
one in the council room. The blaze flick-
ered forth, and his eyes idly followed the
dancing wraiths of shadow darting about
the walls. Through drowsiness and lassi-
tude he was on the verge of sleep when
Ivan’s voice aroused him.

“The teffle, man! You are nodding and
doddering and fair rolling into the coals.
Wake!”

He *was indeed falling forward in his
chair when the old Factor’s hand on his
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shoulder jerked him back. Awakening came
to him with a sinking sensation, as when
one descends swiftly and suddenly from a
great height. His pipe had died out. What-
ever dream he had conjured was gone.
E Ivan extenuatingly.
“Wasit?”’ Louis laughed silently.
“Aye, what else?”
“A dream, perhaps.

dream, yourself?”
Ivan frowned.

“IT WAS the fatigue,” suggested

Don’t you ever

“What have I to do with
dreams? I am an old man. And dreams
are pot for this country. It is the land
God gave to Cain. Dream here, and you
are lost. The North will be striking you
down.”

“But the past comes back in spite of
one. It’s a good thing, too. A man who
can’t dream of his past can’t forevision the
future.”

“Forevision! Now you are talking, man.
A great thing, I grant you. Far greater, I
am thinking, than dream.”

“Aren’t they the same?”’

“I’ll no believe it.” TIvan spat into the
fire with loud protest. “I'll no believe it.
Dreaming is of the senses. Forevision is of
the soul.”

“Maybe,” assented Lavergne. “To me
it is not clear. But I forgot you are a
Highland man, with faith in such things as
second sight——-"

“Tush, Louis! It’s many a year since I
was a Highland man. TIt’s many a year
since I dreamed or forevisioned anything
that touched on my heart. Not since Wi-
nona’s mother died in this post—and that
was many Summers ago! Had I time to
dream then? No, I would be raising my
child.

“My dreams I left in Scotland with the
heather smell, the loch shimmer, and the
music of Inverness tides. I was a young
blade then, Louis, when I left Glenelg with
the Skye mist blowing and the current set-
ting strong through the Sleat.”

“And aren’t those old memories power-
ful yet? You have just proved it by your
talk. You can’t say they don’t lure as much
as ever.” )

“Man,” cried Ivan, “will you stop?
What do you know about me?”

“Everything,” laughed Lavergne. “Be-
cause I know myself. I know how the Lab-
rador draws me. Some day, for the sake

of those old memories, you will go back.
You will quit the Company.”

“I will neffer do it!”” The Factor sprang
out of his chair with an indignant arm up-
raised. ‘Louis Lavergne, I am telling you
I will neffer do it. And for why are you
tempting me with the loom of Inverness? I
have no business to be thinking of such
places. This is Labrador. Here I have
the Company’s prestige and my own honor
to uphold. God knows I have had trouble
enough doing it. The last of the North-
westers gave me much. Free Traders have
always been a thorn in my flesh. Monroe’s
company made me sit up of nights. And
now the Arctic Fur Company will be push-
ing in their French noses.”

2] “MONROE'’S company!” exclaimed

9 Louis, in surprise. “I did not know
they gave much trouble up here.
Who showed them the way?”

“Seton Channing that’s dead. I was be-
ginning to speak of him when you dozed
off. Were you hearing me at all?”

“No,” Lavergne confessed. ‘“But I prom-
ise you I'm wide awake now. The name
would stir me in my shroud.”

‘““Aye, and the name made many a shroud
in the old days. A stern man and a fey
man was Seton Channing that’s dead. And
most of all a fey man! God be feared, but
for a little I thought you were his ghost.
Then I thought it was some oune in his
image trying to play a trick upon me. For,
mark you, he came as you came out of the
wilderness at dusk. Half starved, like you!
And wild, with hair and beard and bronze.
And, forbye, he claimed to have come from
Quebec.” ’

“He lied, Ivan Trevor, you know he
lied. No man did it before me. I have
done it, but I am the only one in the North
with woodcraft enough and brute strength
enough to do it.”

Ivan nodded. ,

“YI am knowing that,”” he admitted. “But
Seton Channing was only mistaken—like I
thought you were, Louis. It was his imag-
ination. I learned afterward that he had
come from Rigolet. Yon’s Strathcona’s old
home, you mind. And a stiff journey at
that time, I will say. Over the same path
ils you have projected to Hamilton In-

et! .
“He came up the Hamilton River,
through the lakes, over the central plateau,
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and down the Kaniapiskau River to the
Koksoak. The hardships upset his mind.
That I know. Also, I am thinking he was
always pondering on the possibility of get-
ting overland from Quebec till at last he
came to have the delusion that he had done
it. You know such a thing is so, Louis.”

“He gave you his story?”

“He gave me incoherent babbhngs the
while he grew well and fattened. But syne
he remembered the trip. He told me he
was an explorer, that his half dozen com-
panions had famished by the way, and that
he had left his wife at Rigolet.”

“You believed him?”’

“Who wouldn’t? And he ked left his
wife and others of the party at Rigolet. I
put it to you. Who wouldn’t believe a half
starved madman coming as Seton Chan-
ning came? How could I know he was an
agent of the United Fur Company?”’

Ivan paused, shaking his head judicially
while he went through the lengthy process
of recharging his monstrous pipe. Then he
puffed forth his words with the same breath
that sprayed the smoke about.

“So I sent him back to Rigolet on the
Company’s ship. And what did he do the
next year but come up with a vessel Monroe
had chartered. Then I knew, for my men
told me of his doings. He established head-
quarters at the mouth of the Whale and
built a post. He had spied out the land,
you see, and planned a chain of trading-
places. Ha, Louis! You should have been
born with me. Then you could have fought
with me. It was thews like yours I needed
against Seton Channing and those United
Fur whelps.”

=N “WAS there trouble?” asked La-
& -vergne quickly., “You never told

e me anything of this before. And
there is no account of it in Chimo’s log.”

“No. And many things like it are not in
the log. You will be granting that, eh? It
was not a good thing to put in. Bitter
strife for years, Louis. He was a stern,
strong fellow and a good foeman. Besides,
the Indians took to him. Ayume’s tribe
traded with him, and Ayume herself stayed
in the tepees around his quarters.

“She was a strapping, good-natured Nas-
caupee belle in those days. I fancied then
that Seton Channing looked on her, al-
though his wife was with him in the Post.
And the wife, Louis! I am still feeling the

remorse of it. But I did not know. When
it came to Seton Channing’s last stand and
I burned his post about his ears, I swear I
did not know she was lying in childbed. -
If I had known, Louis, I would not have
touched his fort that day.

“But because I did not know and because
it was the Summer visit of the Monroe ship,
which lay in the offing where I hoped to
burn her along with the Post, I struck. I
struck, Louis. Even while Ruthven, the
ship’s doctor, was with Channing’s wife, I
struck. And even while Channing, fighting
to the end, fell before my men’s rifles, a
child was born to him inside the smoking
palisades.”

“What sort of a child?”

“A man child.”

“And the mother?”

“She did not die in the fire, Louis. Thank
God for that! Ayume was the only woman
at the Post, and she was with her. Ayume
fled through the smoke ring to the tepees
with the babe.

“And Ruthven, I am saying he was a
brave man! He wrapped the mother in
blankets and got her out unsinged. He
himself was covered with burns. I can see
him yet, Louis, as he staggered forth with
his burden and flung up his arms before us
and dropped.

“He neffer spoke again. He had inhaled
the flame. I thought God would strike me
dead, too, when they told me Channing’s
wife would not get over the shock.”

Ivan’s shaggy brows lowered until Louis
was unable to see if there was moisture on
his eyelids. He guessed as much from the
husky tone.

“Louis, her grave and Channing’s you
may see together at the mouth of the
Whale.”

“And that boy Ayume saved has grown
into the man I hate!”” Lavergne broke out,
a fierceness, a jealousy, possessing him.
“He was born in the North. Now I know
where he got his stature and his strength.
But what happened him after?”

“Monroe had him raised. He provided
for him and educated him. He has degrees
and things, and explores much. Aye,itisa
fine match for Winona.

“And I owe the boy a debt of happiness
for his mother’s sake, The father died as a
strong man should die. Monroe was sore
hit by his death. He never forgave me for
shutting bhim out of the Labrador. He lost
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his whole organizing ability in Seton Chan-
ning that’s dead.” .

“Is that all you know of the elder Chan-
ning?”’ demanded Lavergne bluntly.

“Enough, I am thinking,” parned Ivan,
“I‘am not wanting to know more.’

“But I am,” persisted Louis. “You
threw in a word about Ayume there, and
the rest of it you are keeping back. Tell
me what it is.”

Ivan looked him squarely in the eye.

“I do not like putting shame on the
dead,” he explained, “but shortly after I
had let the Monroe ship go, there was an-
other man child in Ayume’s tepee.”

CHAPTER 1V
WINONA

HE blow was swift and hard. At a

- time he'thought opportune, Ivan had
offset any chance of Lavergne’s interference
in Winona’s affairs. He knew Louis as he
knew his Proverbs, understood his fiery
spirit and untamable impulse. He was not
sure that Louis, ignorant whether he was
red or white, could control himself to the
Jast. So he had dispelled his ignorance.
Now everything was plain.

Everything was brutally plain. With a
single admission Ivan had put Winona be-
yond any far chance of Louis’ attainment.
He had raised no barriers. He had simply
set the two apart by the length of all future
generations. For through all future genera-
tions the savage blood strain would never
die.

The revelation, always dreaded and spec-
ulated upon, seemed to stun Lavergne. The

“only feeling he had was shame. Yes, the
shame of it! He leaned forward on his seat,
his face buried in his hands.

He had rather be a mongrel quarter
breed! He had rather be a Nascaupee
whelp!

So absolutely was he sunk within his
pain, that for a time he remained uncon-
scious of any other thing, unconscious of
sound or movement near him. He did not
hear the door open. He did not hear the
step on the threshold.

But that strange sixth sense, the existence
of which no true woodsman will deny, as-
serted itself. Before he uncovered his face,
he felt an additional presence in the room.
Straightening up suddenly, he saw Winona,

Adventure

At sight of a stranger she had stopped,
the latch of the opened door in her fingers,
the gray Labrador fog behind her slanting
into the lighted room. Tiny wet globules
glistened on her waterproof. Her hood,
drawn close against the rain, left visible
only the great, brown eyes and a wave of
hair in front with the mist lying on it like
a silver mesh.

Lavergne could not speak. He sat, numb
of limb, staring stupidly, seeming to see her
in the frame of the doorway with its back-
ground of fog as in a picture, a picture of
the ideal to which he might attain at the
end of a thousand generations.

As the figure on the canvas looks without
word or gesture, Winona stared back. And
Ivan Trevor stared at them both.

To see her abruptly start toward him was
a distinct shock. A delightful shock! He
realized that she knew him. Under all his
hair and beard and sunburn she knew h1m

) “LOUIS!” she cried, and grasped
D his hands tightly the way she had
i done when he went away. “Louis!™

As quickly as she had taken his hands,
she let them go and stepped back a pace,
studying him intently.

“Don’t you understand?”’ she asked.
“Don’t you know how I feel? Can’t you
realize how all these months I have starved
for companionship?”’

“Yes, yes, I do,” spoke Lavergne eagerly.
“1 understand because it is that way thh
me.’

He continued to gaze at her, as one in a
spell, and what impressed him most was
her wonderful vivacity, That vivacity was
a sparkling, magnetic thing. Animation
pulsed through her and rippled around her
and flowed from her like the crisp, electric
waves of a battery.

Her gaiety seemed not all the joy of re-
newed association with the outer world as
personified in Lavergne. In her joy there
was, too, emotional exaltation, and this was
what made Louis forget Ivan’s revelation,
made his pulse leap, made the blood sing
in his ears as Winona spoke in detail of her
loneliness and craving.

“You can imagine,” she went on, “how I
have longed for the comradeship of one of
my own age. Father,” smiling on the gray -
Factor, ‘“is hardly my age. Hardly a com-
rade either! More like a judge! Aren’t
you, you old tyrant?”
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She darted to him, caught in her palms
his downy, fire-crimsoned cheeks, and im-
- printed kisses on them.

“You,” turning to Louis again, ‘“can ap-
preciate my feelings. You know the North.
You have lived in the Post. You under-
stand. The barrenness. The eeriness.
The long Winter. The short Summer.
Ship-time once a——"

Winona broke off, with an expression of
consternation overspreading her face and
her hands patting the air in little gestures
of annoyance.

“Why—why,” she stammered. “I—I
forgot.”

“Forgot what?”’ Ivan was on his feet,
his pipe and his Proverbs slipping from his
knees to the floor. “Girl, you are no say-
ing____H

“Yes, I am. The ship. The Company’s
ship. I saw it coming up the river just as
the fog closed in. That was what I came
in to tell you. But Louis made me forget.”

The admission caused a fierce hreat of tri-
umph to beat in Lavergne’s veins. But
Ivan had no thought of him or his momen-
tary triumph. ‘

“The teffle!” he snorted. “Why were
you not telling me at once? And myself
looking every day of the month for her!
Where was she?”

“Below Fire Point.”

“You were a long way down the shore,
then?”

“Yes, but the ship can come up as fast
as I did.”

“She can not, in the fog. She will not
be coming in at all this night. That I
know. Where’s yon lantern? Where the
tefle is my lantern? Ayume, the lantern,
the lantern! Have you broken it, you ron-
ion?”

Ayume scuttled in with the sacred thing,
and Ivan lighted it, a beloved possession as
ancient as his pipe and his Proverbs. There
was a great candle as big as six ordinary
candles in the massive case. The case had
three horn sides. The fourth side was a
huge lens of tremendous magnifying power.

It was, in fact, a veritable flame pot
which Ivan refused to exchange for any lan-
tern made. Skerryvore Light he had hu-
morously named it, after the immense Scot-
tish beacon which stands off the coast of
Argyllshire. And it threw a beam like a
lighthouse.

“We will be taking a look with Skerry-

vore,” he spluttered excitedly. “Under-
stand, the ship will not be coming in this
night. But we will just be taking a look to
make sure.”

CHAPTER V
IN THE HEART OF THE FOG

IVAN led the way. Louis and Winona
* followed him through the yard, along
the palings, and over to a mound at one
corner where a flag pole was erected. It
was a staff of height, the topmast of a
sealing-schooner which had been driven in
by storm and wrecked on the Koksoak
years before. When it was reared, cleats
were nailed on each side so that it might
be climbed.

Countless times in his younger days had
the Factor climbed it to look for the ar-
rival of a ship, for the coming of the Nas-
caupees down the waterway, or for the
smoke from the camps of intruding Free
Traders. Nor was he yet too old for the as-
cent. He hung Skerryvore Light round his
neck and started up with the agility of
twenty. ’

“Mind the cleats,” cautioned Louis.
“They will be slippery with the fog.”

“Tush, man!” retorted Ivan. “Stay on
the ground if you are sore afraid.”

Such a challenge could not be ignored.
The dizziness of malnutrition was still in
Lavergne’s head, but he could not be out-
done by an old man, and that under the
very eyes of Winona. He, too, began to
climb.

Fifty feet in the air they went and look-
ed forth, seeing nothing but the ball of
light that Ivan’s lens shot into the mist.

“She’ll not be passing Fire Point,” the
Factor hazarded. ‘“Not till the morn, as I
said.”

“Listen] Lavergne tapped his heel.
“That’s the sound of engines.”

They were still. Faintly, but unmis-
takably, through the moist air came the
chug-chug of ship’s engines.

“It’s coming,” stated Louis.

“Aye, but half speed. Are you not hear-
ing it? She’s slowing more, too. And past
Fire Point, I’ll warrant, or we would not
be hearing her so plain. But no farther—
much. Mark her-slow, slow, slow. There,
man, do you hear it now?” He chuckled in
his triumph of prophecy.
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“TIt’s anchoring,” Winona called up.
Sounds were floating as plainly to her as to
them.

THEN they heard the chain roar
@ through the hawse pipe, heard the

falling anchor splash like a small
whale. Abruptly came the deep, throaty
purl of her siren, a resounding note that
brought the half breeds from their cabins
and Sachelle from his trading-room. So
thick was the atmosphere that they were
unable to see the steamer’s riding-lights,
but they saw the upper fog clouds glow
pink as the engine room hatch was uncov-
ered.

“That’s all we will be seeing,” Ivan pro-
nounced. ‘“But it’s fair grand to know she’s
near. Here, Louis, take Skerryvore, and
we’ll go down.”

He handed Lavergne the lantern, and
Louis slipped the handle over his head,
since he, this time, was to travel first.

“Your ship’s here, but where are your
Indians?” Louis asked as they descended.

“Now you have me cross-buttocked,”
Ivan replied. “I am not knowing where
they are. And I am troubled about the
tribe. Something has happened them or
some teffle of a Free Trader has got their
trade.”

“They’re not shirking ship time? Not
afraid of the missionary?” Lavergne knew
the leaning of the Nascaupees toward po-
lygamy.

“No,” responded the Factor, ‘“they are
not afraid. I am not knowing, you un-
derstand, but I am thinking it is a Free
Trader.”

On the ground again, Louis gave him
back the Skerryvore Light. “You’ll break
your neck yet with that old thing,” he pre-
dicted. “Why don’t you get a new one?”

“Hoot, hoot!” Ivan scoffed. “They skit-
ter the light in a pool. Also, they possess
no penetration. This,” proudly patting
Skerryvore, “this has a focus, man. It
goes through you like a flash of lightning.
And the wind can crack a lung and not
blow it out.”

He waved back Sachelle and the Post
people, who were crowding to the landing.

“She’ll no be here till the morn,” he in-
formed them. ‘“She’s at anchor just above
Fire Point.”

Cherishing his beloved lantern under his
arm, Ivan stalked off to the house. Wi-

nona and Louis came behind, walking with
slow steps.

Since the approach of the ship, an awk-
wardness of manner had settled upon both,
a restraint that hindered speech. But on
the edge of the streamer of light from
the doorway Lavergne paused and gazed
straight into the oval face haloed by the
fog.
“You know who the ship’s bn'x‘)ging!” he
broke out, speaking as a man who is close
to a calamity not to be avoided.

“Yes.” Winona’s answer was almost a
sigh, a sound like that of the wet wind
drifting by.

“Do you love him?”

His abruptness was startling.

A vague alarm filled her eyes.

“Louis—I—I don’t know!” she confessed.

“But you've got to know!” ‘

“Why, what difference can it make?
That is—what difference to you?”’

“Difference? To me?” Lavergne’s great
frame shook with suppressed emotion. “I
only wish I could tell you, Winona. But
I can’t. I haven’t the right. I'm only a
nameless outcast, a——"’

“Stop, Louis, stop!” interrupted Winona.
Both her hands were on his shoulders, and
a mingled expression of pain and entreaty
darkened her face. “I will not have you
say those things. They hurt! You under-
stand? They hurt!”’

“Hurt you?” he whispered.

“Yes.”

HER hands crept from his shoul-
ders to his neck. At their touch La-
S2PE vergne seemed to feel the advance of
her soul, and he understood with the bitter-
ness of shame that only the stain of his
birth stood between them. He realized for
a truth, now, what he had always suspect-
ed: that she had given her word under the
Southerner’s pressure and under Ivan's
pressure, under the lure and glamour of the
outside world.

And he knew that to him in the long ago,
before ever Channing came to Chimo, her
heart had been given. He could guess the
process by which consent had been wrung
from a hopeless spirit. The knowledge that
he was under a curse and doomed by breed-
ing to remain apart from her, coupled with
the weight of the lonely Northern life which
at times oppressed her beyond sufferance,
had caused her to yield.
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For Lavergne knew the hinterland. He

understood that the solitary existence there
was imprisonment for Winona.
. Affinity, home of her own founding, chil-
dren—these would have made the land a
new land. But a father’s love and com-
panionship, precious as that might be, was
not the affinity which was her rightful por-
tion. So through no fault of her own she
sensed the Labrador only in its barrenness,
its eeriness, its cometary Summer, its Cim-
merian Winter.

Winona, like Louis, had been to the
schools in Quebec. What outside life she
had touched there, her hungry heart yearn-
ed for, and the Southland as pictured by
Seton Channing was a fascinating thing.
And yet she felt that she stood on the eve
of a day she could not face. Her feeling
was not virginal shrinking. It was but the
recoil of the natural forces. The elemental
in her tore her every instinct away from
one man and fastened them to another—
like her clinging hands.

So close had she been brought to the es-
sences of life by this crisis in her own life,
that she was shaken out of herself, out of
glamouring and pining, and her spirit leaped
out under primordial impulse, leaped to-
ward Lavergne.

. And Lavergne’s spirit leaped to meet
ers.

His arms were round her there in the
heart of the fog. Through Winona’s whole
being the mighty strength of the man flow-
ed in passionate longing. The Factor’s
command to curb himself was a lost injunc-
tion, and yet what did it profit? There was
still the barrier!

Lavergne gazed dumbly into her eyes
and could not speak.

Winona’s eyes, holding his, were wide

“with anguish. “Oh, my God, Louis!” she
breathed. ‘“And I am to be married to-
morrow!”’
CHAPTER VI
SHIP-TIME

AT CLEAR dawn a blood-red banner,

centered in gold'with Sir George Simp-
son’s head and the Hudson’s Bay insignia
containing the words Propelle Cutem,ran up
the flagstaff halyards. As if its first flutter
had been a signal, the Company’s ship
came in.
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Along with all the inhabitants Louis La-
vergne stood by the shore and watched her,
a one-funneled coasting-steamer with two
stick masts. He knew she was carrying
Seton Channing, and the knowledge plung-
ed him into bitter gloom. Not a heart
throb of joy did he add to the delirious
welcome extended the vessel. Oppressed
by despair, he remained aloof, and the very
fact of his exclusion from the tumultuous
welcome caused him to view the ship-time
of the year as an outsider might view it.
For once he had the whole thing in per-
spective, and he caught the full force and
significance of the event to the Labrador
heart.

There on the landing he saw Ivan and
Winona welcome the Captain and his offi-
cers, as exiles welcome those who bring
them pardon. He strained his eyes to make
out the tall form of Seton Channing. No-
where could he see it, and a great wave
of exultation swept him when he realized
that Channing had not come.

What had happened? Had he fallen to
the wilderness chance? Louis knew he had
dangerous ground to cover in his explorations
round the Whale. Why hadn’t he come?
As he watched Ivan and Winona escort the
Captain, his officers, the ship’s Surgeon,
and the ship’s Chaplain in state up to the
Factor’s house, Lavergne could hardly for-
bear to dart after them and inquire rea-

sons.
[ &[] WHEN they had disappeared, the
Lﬂ‘ scene within the house flashed upon
@ his imagination. In fancy he could
see the feast spread in the dining-room, hear
the orgy of conversation, taste the flow of
mellow port, smell the fragrance of Manila
cigars. Always, before, Louis had partici-
pated. This time both Ivan and Winona
had pressed him to be present, but he had
declined.

One reason was that Seton Channing
had been expected. There was, however,
another, and a stronger, reason. How ever
again he could sit with white men, men of
birth and breeding, he did not know. He
ground his teeth in a helpless rage and
turned away to the river.

Here was forgetfulness, All was turmoil
on land and water. The steamer’s boats
and the boats of the Post plied in a flotilla
between the ship and the wharf, beaching
a year’s supplies and trade stuff for the
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Fort, taking on the fur bales for the Lon-
don markets. Sailors worked winches over
open hatches, heaved, shouted and swore.

Others bowed their backs at the boat
oars, singing in tune, and rollicked the
more as they tossed additional boxes, bun-
dles and barrels upon the muddled land-
ing. About the landing Sachelle, the chief
trader, stormed like a demigod, striving to
direct the carting of the goods to the store
into something like a methodical poriage.

The half breeds were not methodical, nor
the full-blooded Indians, nor yet the pudgy
Eskimos—of whom, happily, Sachelle was
cursed with few. They straggled down with
the furs from the strong-smelling trading-
room. They floundered back under bur-
dens for the store.

They shot sturdy legs from under sturdy
bodies with rolling barrels, and barked shins
by the pair with carelessly thrown boxes.

Every endeavor was made amid utter con-

fusion and in riotous delight. Every fresh
crew arriving with a boatload the Indians
saluted by piercing yells.

“Chimo! Chimo!” they greeted, stop-
ping the work to gesticulate and cheer.

And the Eskimos grunted deep in their
chests.

““Oksusi!” they bawled; which being in-
terpreted meant, “May you be strong!”

Not to be outdone, the ship’s men re-
viled them in genial ways, telling them the
pedigrees of their ancestors and foretelling
the future of their descendants, a long and
devious process, but one much to the liking
of the Company’s sailors.

Yet one thing was missing in the kalei-
oscopic picture, and that was the Barren
Grounds Tribe. There glowed among the
shifting figures on the river bank no vivid
dress of the Nascaupee squaw. On the
Koksoak’s reach flashed no warm yellow of
the Nascaupee canoe.

No lank, sinewy, six-foot Nascaupee men
stood, as Lavergne had always seen them
stand, head and shoulders over their stocky
Montagnais brethren. Ivan’s lieges of the
upper country had for some good reason
failed to make the Post this ship-time. Un-
less they arrived very shortly, their year’s
fur catch would not swell the London
sales.

But the absence of these two hundred
Nascaupees lessened the congestion on the
waterfront. That was a benefit, for the
workers had more room in which to do their

work. As red-blooded men they toiled, es-
pecially by afternoon, when Sachelle ceased
storming like a demigod and thundered like
a god and said and did to his day slaves
what was in the French heart of him.

Only the dark made them desist. The
crew and officers went back to their quar-
ters aboard, for a gale was rising and the
ship was somewhat short-handed. The
clamor died down. Darkness lay like a
pall upon the Koksoak, pierced only by the
vessel’s riding lights swaying as she swung
at anchor to the vagaries of the tide.

CHAPTER VII
WORD FROM THE WHALE

LAVERGNE was loitering by night in

the trading-room, full of men and
smoke and marvelous tales, when an Indian
brought him a message that the Factor
wished to see him. He arose and went
straight to the Factor’s house.

Ivan was sitting at the head of the table
in the council room. At the foot sat Wino-
na, helping her father sort the despatches
that littered the board.

“Ha, Louis, Company despatches!’”’ greet-
ed Ivan, shuffling them through and through.
“Ship-time is fair grand to the heart, but it
makes work for my old head.” .

“Yes, he has to be a man of witty inven-
tions,” explained Winona, speaking rapidly,
as if there was disagreeable information to
impart and she wished to soften the blow.
“Even now, Louis, he is going to ask you
to make another journey. And you hardly
off the trail! But that is post life, isn’t
it?”

“It is,” agreed Lavergne, regarding her
curiously. ‘“AndIam no weakling to shrink
from another trip so soon—if it is in the
Company’s interest. I suppose it is?”’

Winona’s manner became suddenly con-
fused. “Well-—mot directly,” she replied
hesitatingly. ‘“‘But it is a matter which is
under the Company’s sanction. Besides, it
is my father’s wish, your Factor’s wish.”

“Then what is it? Where am I to go?”’

“To the mouth of the Swampy Bay
River,” she told him.

“And what am I to do when I get there?”’

“Meet Seton Channing!” Winona did
not look at him. She studied the papers be-
fore her, scribbling on them spasmodically
with fingers that trembled.



e

T o

The Making of Louis Lavergne IS

Lavergne started. His eyes narrowed
dangerously, but before his anger could
burst forth in speech, the Factor forestalled
him.

. “It is this teffle of a despatch!” he ex-
claimed, impatiently pounding a paper he
had open in front of him. ‘It says I must
send my trustiest man. You and Sachelle
are the only ones in the Post I can fully
trust. Sachelle can not go. He has to at-
tend to the trade. It is hard to be sending
you out again like this, Louis, but there is
no one else.

“Seton Channing did not come on the
ship as arranged. That you know. But
the Captain brought this word of his. He
had not finished his geological work. He
sent an Indian out to the ship with that
message. He must finish, he says, and then
come across country from the Whale to the
Kaniapiskau.”

“Walking in his father’s footsteps!”’ sneer-
ed Louis, a great rush of jealousy over-
whelming him. “And no doubt an impostor

 like his father!”

“Tut, tut, man! He will be marrying my
daughter,” sweeping a hand toward the si-
lent figure at the foot of the table, “and I
will not have you call my daughter’s hus-
band an impostor.

“Do not be letting your jealous tongue
utter insane things. For why should he?
He is on the Canadian Government’s serv-
ice, and he will come across as he says. Im-
postor? Not he! Nor any man! For none
dare play with Ivan Trevor. I have put
the fear of God into the hearts of Free
Traders, and the Arctic Fur men know me
too well to try competition.

“Seton Channing knows me well, too.
And I know him well. He will come as he
says. On the way across he will be looking
for the woodland caribou and the Barren
Ground bear.”

VEYA LAVERGNE laughed scornfully.
;Hk “Then he will get his fill of looking,”
* he scoffed. Any Northman knows

. that the woodland caribou is very rare, and

that the red bear is extinct in lexplored
Labrador.”

“In explored Labrador! I am not stick-
ling to grant you that. But Seton Chan-
ning will be traversing parts unexplored.
You will admit that he is something of an

explorer, Louis.”
“Yes, a fine one. I know his breed.

Some day a real explorer will stumble on
his bones.” )
“Ha, but he is taking canny care of his
bones! And for why not? If I had one
like Winona waiting for me at the journey’s
end, I would be doing the same. You un-
derstand, this is the way he has it planned.

“Men of the Whale River are putting
him up the Whale Valley. Manuan Lake
Indians are bringing him across the Kan-
achakagamau country. My trustiest man
will meet him at the mouth of the Swampy
Bay River and, relieving the Indians there,
carry him on to Chimo.”

“He can’t reach Chimo,” Louis protest-
ed. “The Winter is too close. He will be
frozen in on the Kaniapiskau. The frost
will catch the Indians, too, before they get
back to Manuan Lake.”

“That is foreseen,” Ivan returned. ‘“The
Manuan Lake bucks are bringing along
dogs for themselves and for him. And in
the Spring he says he has made arrange-
ments for a Government vessel to meet him
at Fort Chimo. He and Winona will be
going away on it.” -

Lavergne winced. He looked at Winona,
but she still sat with downcast eyes, and he
turned to the Factor,

“Yes, and he’ll put down his trip as a
great exploration trip,” he broke out wrath-
fully. “Would you call that exploring? It’s
only Pullman travel in the wilderness.
That’s about all Seton Channing is fit for.
If he has the spirit of an explorer, why does
he not come across from the Whale as I
came, alone, from Quebec?”’

“I am telling you why,” fumed Ivan.
“It is Winona,” sweeping a hand again to-
ward the table foot, “and he is taking no
chances., Do you blame him?”’

Lavergne could not reply. He could only
grind an oath between his teeth.

“I am not thinking you would blame
him,” Ivan went on. ‘“‘And if he tried, may-
be he, too, could do it alone. He looks as
strong as you. Aye, and he has woodcraft,
also, or he would not slip about the North-
land the way he does. But whether he
could cross alone or not is out of the way.
He will travel as I told you to the mouth
of the Swampy Bay River. You will meet
him there. Now I know your flaming spirit,
Louis, and your thunder-and-lightning ways,
and I want you to promise before me and
before Winona here that you will bring him
safely in. Are you promising it?”
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CHAPTER VIII
A JOB FOR MEN

EFORE Lavergne could ‘answer, they
were interrupted by Sachelle bursting
wildly into the council room. He held in
his hand what at first sight seemed to be
an old buckskin garment. But, looking
closer, they saw that the buckskin clothed
a withered Indian whom Sachelle dragged
by the arm.

A Nascaupee, his long face advertised
him. Yet what a Nascaupee! A shriveled
doll! A man-wraith! Ivan and Louis had
seen blanketed papooses which bulked
larger. He could not have weighed eighty
pounds. His strength had leaked out like
water. He was unable to stand. Like a
flimsy gray lichen on a sound tree he hung
sagging against the chief trader’s stalwart
body.

“God be feared,” cried Ivan, aghast.
“What have you there, Sachelle?”

The chief trader half carried his burden
forward to the end of the council table.
After him through the doorway, startled
and mystified, came Ayume and the rest of
the Post people, crowding on the steps,
veranda, and threshold. In that moment
Ivan had no thought of his dignity and
authority to order them to depart. He
thought only of the thing in Sachelle’s
hands.

“Speak, Sachelle!” he commanded.

“Dis man Chakoni of de Barren
Grounds,” began Sachelle. “I’m standin’,
me, on de w’arf, w’en bang! comes wan
canoe at ma feet. She’s ver’ dark and
stormee night, an’ I say: ‘Who’s dat?’ No
ansaire. Den I look an’ feel. An’, ba
gosh, I lift heem out.

“W’at you t’ink, eh? Too weak to hold
de paddle. Paddle she’s lyin’ in de canoe
bottom. An’ Chakoni, he’s lyin’ lak wan
rag on de gunwale paddlin’ wit’ hees han’s.
Saprie, dat’s right! Just lak ma leetle
daughtaire Rosa puddlin’ in her tub!”’

“Chakoni, man?”’ cried the Factor.
“You're crazy. Chakoni stood six feet.
He was the best hunter of my Nascaupees.”

“Was,” agreed Sachelle. “Look at heem
now.”

Old Ivan stared and could not believe.
He half believed and doubted again.

“Yet it is Chakoni,” Lavergne assured
him. For Louis knew the hunter well.

“Chakoni the strong, the swift, whose eye
was as the bright sun, whose stroke was as
the lightning,” croaked Ayume, in Cree, in
corroboration. She, too, knew him well,
for he was of her tribe.

At the sound of the Nascaupee tongue
the wraith in Sachelle’s hands stirred. He
blinked first at Ayume and then at the

Factor.
g? speaking in Cree. ‘‘Nofawenan—"
and gasped and pitched out of Sa-
chelle’s grip face down upon the floor.

“The brandy, Winona!” Ivan shouted.
“The brandy! Put him in a chair, Sachelle.
God help us, he’ll be dying before he tells
where the tribe is.”

The stimulant worked. The skin on Cha- -
koni’s emaciated face, drawn tight as a
drum head over the protruding cheek bones,
relaxed. A flicker of light fired his bead
eyes.

yRec]ining in the massive chair, which
could have accommodated four forms such
as his, he stretched forth bird-claw hands
to the table edge in order to steady himself
and began to croak like a shriveled mummy
come to life.

Weird was the tale he told in Cree, more
weird than the tales Cree runners tell as
they crouch, storm-beaten, in their willow
huts on the Blood Flats beyond the Rag-
ged Lands. He told of the battle of the
tribe with a sickness that struck them like
a plague.

Chakoni spoke without flourish, intoned
monotonously, and revealed only the bare
ribs of the truth. But all hung on his
naked words as on the eloquence of some
silver tongue. And all were smitten with
wonder at the magnitude of his tribesmen’s
struggle and mellowed with pity at their
desperate need.

The Winter, it seemed, had been a for-
tunate one for the tribe. Fur was plenti-
ful. Also, at the Summer migration of the
caribou they had killed great numbers. But,
working through the Barren Grounds to
strike the Kaniapiskau River for the de-
scent to Chimo, the plague had come upon
them—scurvy, Ivan and Louis judged from
the description.

“Thus, our father,” concluded Chakoni,
“are we in extremity. Two moons ago we
were two hundred strong. Half are gone.
Half lie helpless at Lake No-Lake. They

“NOTAWENAN,” he faltered, also
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can not come to Chimo. They can not go
back to the caches for food.

“We had to cache the caribou meat here
and there as we staggered on, because none
were strong enough to carry and we were
beyond the waterway. I was appointed to
see that meat was brought, since I was the
strongest of the tribe. Every day men went
out with me to the caches and fell by the
way and never came in.

“I toiled alone. People starved because
there was no food carried to them. Could
I carry for so many? They ate what was
at hand. They ate every skin in the tepees.

“Every day, too, messengers were sent
out to take the news to the Post. They
never reached the Post. I walked over their
bodies coming in. This is how I came in.

“I went at last to Booming Thunder,
who was chief.

“ ‘We must all perish,” I spoke, ‘if some
one does not reach Chimo. Let another,
the strongest, bring what meat can be
brought. I will take five of the soundest
men and start. One of the six will surely
reach Canoe Cache on the Kaniapiskau
where the canoes are. That one, if there
be one left, must paddle or drift to the Fort.’

“So it was done.

“Six set out. Five fell. I crawled the
last mile alone to Canoe Cache. I paddled.
I dragged the canoe over the portages. I
drifted. I clawed the water with my hands
when I could no longer hold the paddle. I
am here. Our father, we want help—
help——"

Chakoni’s words failed in his gurgling
throat. He fell forward in his chair. A
dark hemorrhage poured from his lips across
the council table.

=8 ‘¢“SACHELLE, run for a boat!” roar-

ed the Factor: ‘‘Bring Surgeon Bal-

N lard from the ship. Aye, and Chap-
lain Newell.”

They gave Chakoni what aid they could
until the summoned men dashed in.

Surgeon Ballard, a great Viking of a fel-
low, blue-eyed, fair-haired, took one look
at the man-wreck.

“No good,” he murmured.
now.”

And Chaplain Newell repeated prayers
as the final spark of Chakoni’s life-fire
flickered out.

“Scurvy?” Lavergne whispered in the
hush that descended.

2

“He’s going
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Surgeon Ballard shook his head. ‘“No,”
he answered, ‘“but something like it. Pur-
pura, we call it, or the purples. Are there
more like him?”

“Five score at Lake No-Lake.”

“Good Heavens! And helpless! Newell,
here is a job for men.”

“I'm ready,” answered the Chaplain.
He was tall and slim, with features dark
and finely cut. His thoughts were evident-
ly with the dead, fof he unhooked a large
map from the wall and covered, as with a
white shroud, Chakoni’s body where it lay
on the council table.

Old Ivan flung a hand to each of them.
“Aye, a job for men!” he muttered, his
stern eyes blurred. “And I am thanking
God you are men.”

“Did you think we would for a moment
fail you?” asked Ballard.

“Not that; not that! But I was fearing
the Captain could not spare you, being
shorthanded and all.”

“Oh, yes, he can. There are men free
down the coast whom he can pick up as
substitutes. There is an English mission-
ary and a medical student over at Port
Burwell.” .

“Fair grand! Yet I am warning you our
work will be stern. So stock well your
chest with medicines, Ballard, and, Chap-
lain, stock well your heart with prayers.
It is a job for men.”

“And women,” added Winona softly.

They all turned and gazed at her in sur-
prise.

A great light, the light of devotion, shone
in her eyes till the beauty of them spread
and etherealized the mere physical charm
of her face.

“And women,” she repeated. “Do you
think I can stay here while ones of my own
sisterhood rot and die? Or while the little
children rot and die? Ayume and I are
going.

“No, don’t protest. That won’t do any
good. You need us. If you can honestly
say you don’t need us, we will stay. But
you can’t. You know you can’t. You
need us. We are ready. The might of
men is great, but the might of men and
women is greater.”

Surgeon Ballard flashed a warm smile of
admiration at her. ‘Yours is the true
Northern heart,” he eulogized, “or you
would not have spoken like that.”

‘“Aye, man,” Ivan proudly put in, “she
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is of my flesh and blood. She is not frail.
She and Ayume shall go. We will bury
Chakoni and start at dawn. Sachelle, get
the canoes and paddlers and provisions and
all ready to-night. You will be looking
after my affairs when I am away.”

E

-E anxiety at Winona’s going. “It is
“ murder to take a woman there,” he
fiercely declared. ‘“You know it is. A con-
tagious disease——"

“Nothing of the sort,” Ballard interrupt-
ed. ‘It is the blood. A depraved condi-
tion of the system. There is no chance of
catching it by contact.”

“But she is running into danger,” per-
sisted Louis.

“Danger,” bellowed Ivan, slapping him
on the shoulder. “Man, she is my flesh
and blood. She is a Northland girl, and
she laughs in danger’s face.”

Every objection he could make overruled,
Lavergne relapsed into sullen silence. Sa-
chelle disappeared to execute the Factor’s
orders. The Surgeon and the Chaplain
went back to the vessel to make their prep-
arations. Winona and Ayume passed up-
stairs to attend to theirs. Ivan waved the
Post people to bed, and he and Louis were
left alone.

“Now what about my mission to Swampy
Bay River?” asked Lavergne.

“This news changes the face of things.
We will travel faster than the paddlers who
pack the food and medicines. We can go
up to the Swampy Bay, meet Seton Chan-
ning, and be back at Canoe Cache on the
heels of the rest going in to Lake No-Lake.
I need your help at this moment, Louis,
and I am asking you to go with me and
Winona.”

“Then I will go with you,” Lavergne re-
turned bluntly, “although it is as bitter as
hemlock drink for me to do it. For I tell
you to your face, Ivan Trevor, if I were
white you would not have to go to Swampy
Bay River to meet Winona’s husband! And
I tell you, too, there is a limit to what a
man can bear. I am nearly at that limit.

“When the tribe is safe, I will quit you,
and I will quit the Post of Chimo. To see
Winona any more would only leave blacker
trouble in my heart. I don’t want that. I
want to remember her always as she is, as
she was a moment ago in the council room
here with that great light in her eyes.

BUT Lavergne was racked with

“I loved it, Ivan. I loved the spirit of
it, although I was afraid of her facing dan-
ger. I’ll never forget that sight of her, and
other sights of her, and I will not have them
killed by bitterness. That’s why I will quit
you when things change for the better with
your people.”

Ivan looked at him for a full minute.
Then his hand shot out and gripped La-
vergne’s.

“Before Heaven, you are a man, Louis
he declared. “Blood curse and all! If it
weren’t for that tefflish blood curse, I would
neffer have Winona look at another soul!”

1

CHAPTER IX
THE MEN FROM MANUAN LAKE

H ERE um Swampy Bay River’s

mouth,” a Nascaupee tongue jab-
bered. “Camp here. Hope um come
quicketty-quick!”

Ivan and Louis raised themselves on their
elbows where they lay in front of their can-
vas fly beside the banked fire. The rock
shoulder behind which they were camped
shut out the view up-river, but, in a second,
around the base of the rocks shot, two
canoes.

On the edge of the dusk they came, yet
even in the gloom they could recognize the
bowsman of the foremost craft as a white.
The broad bulk of him and the body hunch
on the thwart told that. His steersman was
a lithe-limbed, straight-backed Indian. Two
more Indians paddled the other canoe.
Above each gunwale three dog noses pointed
inquiringly shoreward.

Once past the promontory, the men
caught sight of the tents of the Factor’s
party.

“Camp!” grunted the same Indian who
had spoken before, the steersman of the
leading canoe. “Wonder um Chimo men?”’

“Tt must be the Factor’s messengers from
Fort Chimo,” the voice of the white replied
as the crafts bellied in to the flat marginal
rocks. ‘“Hello, the camp! This is Seton
Channing’s outfit from Manuan Lake. Is
that the outfit to meet it?”’

The Factor stood up.

“T am believing so,” he chuckled.

“Good Lord—Ivan Trevor!” shouted
Channing. He laughed a great, pleased
laugh and reached a hand up to grip the
Factor’s. “I didn’t dream you’d come
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yourself. But it’s grand medicine to see a
white man again, especially the Lord of
Chimo! How is all the Post?”’

“Well. “All well.”

“And Winona?”

“She will be speaking for herself.”

“Eh? You say she’s with you? Now
the gods of the North are kind! Here, Big
Otter, Raven Wing, Spear-um-Caribou, you
can’t get me ashore too quick!”

DISEMBARKATION marked all
g four of the party as expert canoeists—
‘ the standing up in perfect balance,
the swinging ashore of the packs by their
lashings and the dogs by the scruffs of their
necks, the stepping lightly over the gun-
wale, and the deft lifting of the canoes from
water to bank so that during the night they
might not_be fretted against the rocks by
wind or eddy.

Upon the shore Channing shook hands
again, and vigorously, with Ivan Trevor.

“And who is this man with you?” he
asked.

“Louis Lavergne,” the Factor told him.

Channing grasped a palm that squeezed
vise-like and gazed into eyes that burned.

“Of Chimo? I did not know you. Why
the deuce is your hair and beard so long?”

“If your memory’s working, you'll re-
member I've been months on the trails,”
replied Louis grimly. “I had no time to
shorten hair and beard before we came out
again,”

Channing darted him a keen glance,
seemed about to speak, and then suddenly
wheeled away toward the other tent, from
which Winona, hearing strange voices, had
emerged. He ran to her with outstretched
arms, and Lavergne ground out an oath as
he went. ,

“By Jove, but this is a sweet surprise!”
he exulted. “To have you come to meet
me—you!”’

Winona'’s eagerness did not seem to equal
his.

“Ah, you must thank our mission for
that!” she exclaimed. She appeared not to
notice the position of the arms that invited
embrace and gave him only her hands.

“Mission? How’s that, Winona?”

“We go in to Lake No-Lake from Canoe
Cache. It was my father’s plan to come on
up to meet you.”

At which information Channing’s face
fell, and his hands, which were inclined to
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creep up from her wrists to her shoulders in
embrace, dropped away.

“Tut, man, tut!” old Ivan cut in with a
smile. ‘““You will not be selfish, whateffer.
You have the pleasure of this meeting, and
you will not be begrudging her interest in
the Tribe. For it is to the Tribe we goona
matter of life and death.

“Surgeon Ballard and Chaplain Newell
set out with us. But they are not hardened
to canoe travel, and they thought it best to
journey slowly straight to Lake No-Lake
with my paddlers, who freight food and
medicines. You see, it is starvation and
plague with the Nascaupees.”

“Starvation? Plague? Then what in
Heaven’s name do you mean by taking
Winona there?” demanded Channing
fiercely.

“Oh, you men!” laughed Winona. “Those
were the objections Louis made!”’

“Louis!” Channing snarled. “What has
Lavergne to do with it?” He glared ac-
cusingly at Louis and then at Winona, but
the girl tactfully ignored his attitude.

“Oh, you men!” she repeated. “And to
answer your question, Seton, let me ask you
another. Why does a nurse go upon the
battlefield, or a missionary among the
heathen?”

7 “THAT’S scouting the issue! Tell

) me why you should expose yourself

5323 to danger when there is no need,
when a competent surgeon is along and
many men. And tell me why you should do
it at a time like this. Have you a right to
put your own happiness and mine in peril
~—all for a few dirty Nascaupees?”

“I don’t know about the right,” Winona
answered slowly, “but I have the heart.”

“Aye, man,” the Factor intervened with
the air of a peacemaker, “she has the heart,
the Labrador heart, and the spirit of the
Trevors. And we need her, her and Ayume
there. We will be wanting every soul we
have to succor the tribe, and I was thinking
your help would not come amiss. Only
thinking, you understand. It is not for me
to press an outsider. Take your choice.
Come with us to Lake No-Lake, or go on to
Chimo and await us there.”

“T will certainly go with you to Lake No-
Lake,” decided Channing, with a swift look
at Winona, “but I have to go to the Larch
River first. My cache is there with my
records of the Clearwater and Stillwater
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country. But that won’t take long if you
can lend me a paddler. How many have
you?”’

“Three,” Ivan informed him. “I can
lend you one, or Lavergne can go with
you.”

"“Good! You won’t mind me breaking
away from the party for a little at Canoe
Cache, will you, Winona? The river won’t
close soon enough to catch us, and we’ll be
only a few days behind you. You don’t
think the freeze-up will come that quick,
Ivan?”

“There’s no telling in the Labrador,”
Ivan explained. “I am thinking you can
make it all right. But you will have to take
your dogs along for fear. It would not be
nice to be caught without.”

“No, far from nice!” agreed Channing
gravely. ‘“And the cursed records have to
be got. There’s nothing else for it. That’s
one reason why I came this way. I thought
I would get them on my way to the Fort
and save another trip up-river.

“But, still, it doesn’t matter. It means
only a little more hard work, and I’m used
to it—with these Manuan Lake men.
They’ve certainly put me through. They’re
good men and swift. They do things. Look
at what they’ve done since we landed!”

With admirable celerity and skill the
Nascaupees had set about making camp.
Two pitched the flies, their employer’s small
silk one and the larger tarpaulin that shel-
tered three. The remaining Indian gath-
ered dead boughs back on the ridges. He
then borrowed coals from the fire already
lit and soon had his own flames leap-
ing.

By the time his comrades had joined him
the flames had died down enough to permit
cooking. The trio began the preparation of
the evening meal. One boiled coffee. An-
other fried caribou meat. The third threw
flapjacks. Even while Channing and the
Factor regarded them, Big Otter, the steers-
man who had traveled with Channing,
came forward to announce supper.

“Um ready,” he whined in the high-
pitched tone of the Nascaupee. ‘“Hot now.
Eat um ’fore um cold.”

“Well, I'm ready for it,”” yawned Chan-
ning, stretching his canoe-cramped hmbs
“T tell you, Trevor and Lavergne, you're
lucky dogs to have your stomachs full and
your pipes drawing. When I’ve satisfied
this huge appetite of mine, I’ll come and

have a smoke and talk with you and Wi-
nona.”’

THEY understood. He had been

so long on the Whale that he had his

fill of Indians with limited English
vocabularies. He yearned for the speech
and companionship of his own kind, and es-
pecially for that of Winona.

At supper the Indians squatted a little
apart, but he talked to them all the time he
ate. Big Otter appeared to be the favored
one, but, watching covertly, Lavergne dis-
covered that Raven Wing and Spear-um-
Caribou liked and respected him, and this
Louis marveled at.

Supper over, Channing filled his pipe
and came and sat by the fire between
Winona and Ivan. At sight of the dark,
straight-cut, handsome features, clear in
the red glow, Lavergne’s old hate rushed
over him again. Channing’s face was clean-
shaven. He had carried his toilet articles
and kept his toilet against the barbaric
influence of the wilderness. The very clean-
liness of Channing’s appearance, in contrast
with his own uncouthness, increased ILa-
vergne’s resentment. In sullen silence
Louis sat back while Winona and Ivan
told Channing the things he wanted to
know.

The talk ran long. The tawny Nascau-
pees, silhouetted in their own fire’s glow, lis-
tened in stoic tranquillity. Pipes were re-
filled and smoked out again before Chan-
ning had his fill of news and of Winona’s
society. But when the stars began to wheel,
the Factor arose with a command for' bed,
and the girl slipped off with Ayume to her
tent.

With movements almost simultaneous,
the three Manuan Lake men and Ivan’s
three paddlers knocked the ashes from their
pipes and slid into their blankets. Chan-
ning, Lavergne, and the Factor likewise
rolled up in front of the fly and the small silk
shelter.

A silence enveloped the camp, the intense
silence that broods on the edge of the Bar-
ren Grounds. Once the stillness was bro-
ken. Afar in the darkness a Labrador wolf
howled across the wastes.

And overhead pulsated the Aurora of the
true North, a tinge of crimson in its bars,
a symbol of the Flaming Night to come
when the great snows should smother the
land.
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CHAPTER X
PRIMEVAL DAWN

THE Swampy Bay River is simply a

tail of the Kaniapiskau, widening to
form Kanachakagamau Lake, which is fed
by the Nachikapau River flowing from the
Big Beaver country. It pours into the
Kanijapiskau below Shale Fall, near the
point of crossing of the fifty-seventh par-
allel.

The camps at the Swampy Bay’s mouth
awoke long before dawn. A genuine Labra-
dor mist of amazing density had gathered
in the night. It shrouded both streams. It
choked the gorges. It walled the fire round
with white, woolly walls that even the heat
and draft and smoke could drive back but
a little space.

““Thick, e¢h, Winona?” smiled Channing,
who further to enjoy her presence before
the start had taken a hand with the break-
fast. “Thick enough to slice!”” Tentatively
he carved the air with the hunting-knife
that he was using to whittle sticks on which
to roast caribou meat.

“Very thick,” agreed the girl, with a
shiver at the dampness. “But it will go out
when the sun comes.”

Channing shook his head dubiously. “I’
hope so. Yet it doesn’t look it. Tt feels
like one of those seven-day fogs. Winona,
T've seen land fogs and sea fogs, but I've
never seen anything to equal that of the
Labrador. It lies on you like a heavy
blanket and holds you in one spot.”

“Yes, I know, but this is only the morn-
ing mist,” explained Winona. “The white-
frost mist of Fall. It will be raised enough
for paddling by the time we finish breakfast.
Come! I think things are ready. Father!
Louis! Sit in place. And Ayume, will you
settle the coffee with a splash of cold river
water? It seems extra muddy.”

Sitting close to the fire they ate a hurried
meal. The parts of their bodies fronting
the blaze were warm, but at their backs was
a chill, the chill of a fast-approaching change
of season.

The Nascaupees, shifting for themselves
with little ceremony, since their contract
with Channing had ended the night before,
noted the change and put their heads to-
gether, talking in plaintive whines, with the
result that they bolted their food, arose, and
glided swiftly about their labors.
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Like fantoms in the haze they came
and went, striking tents, packing camp
utensils, sorting out dunnage. Silently,
phlegmatically they worked, squandering
no energy, making no wasted movement.
Every time one raised an arm, took a step,
was so much achieved.

They were taking three of the six dogs.
The other three were for Channing, and
Big Otter personally picked out and pre-
sented him with the finest animals, three
giant Eskimo huskies answering to the
names of Koowa, Peeten, and Choatuk.
Also he supplied the harness for the dogs.

Finally the Nascaupee canoes were
launched. These were of birch bark, made
in three pieces stripped from large trees.
They had long, curved bows and were the
product of an expert canoe maker. The
skilful ribbing, the faultless sewing, the
sound gumming, all showed it.

To Louis Lavergne they looked as if they
had come from farther south, from the
Montagnais Lands. He asked Big Otter
and found that they had. They had got
them from a tribe of Montagnais Indians
with whom their own tribe had intermarried.
They treasured them, too, for trees of a size
to yield such bark did not grow in the
Barren Grounds.

The Indians’ last luggage was stowed
amidships. Their dogs were shoved under
the thwarts. The fog had already thinned
somewhat so that the red tongues of the
firelight lapped the water.

“Start now,” announced Big Otter, un-
emotionally.

} THEY took in hand paddles which,
in accordance with the Indian rule,

" equaled the users in height, stepped
nimbly into the canoes, and drifted away.
They paddled as every true-blooded Indian
has always paddled, sitting on the insides
of their feet, straight-bodied, rigid-elbowed,
with a short, quick stroke and the weight of
the shoulders thrown forward at the end of
the stroke.

With the start their taciturnity enveloped
them again. No word of conversation was
spoken. Raven Wing and Spear-um-
Caribou occupied one craft, Big Otter the
other. They were on the long trail once
more. Theirs was a race against time.

The destination, Manuan Lake, lay due
east almost two hundred miles. The water
travel was hard. Frost would come before
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they made it. They must continue with the
dogs. And once at Manuan Lake they
were not finished. It was their custom to
winter at Indian House Lake, fifty or sixty
miles farther on. There they could make a
better struggle in the terrible battle for
existence which always commenced at the
fall of snow.

When the canoes, clear of the bay,
reached the fringe of fog, Channing was
touched with a sense of the power and the
might that these quiet men had been to
him.

“Good-by, Big Otter,” he called, with a
pang of something like homesickness, but
which he could not analyze. “Good-by,
Raven Wing. Good-by, Spear-um-Cari-
bou.”

“By,” they answered.

Round the turn of the promontory the
crafts swung wide, drew in to the left,
thrust through the curtain of fog, and were
gone.

Immediately the Factor’s party em-
barked. In Ivan’s long canoe he had had
the two women and the two paddlers com-
ing up. Going down he took on the third
paddler, who had worked the bow of La-
vergne’s smaller craft. Thus three Indians
paddled in rhythm in the big fur canoe, and
two white men timed their strokes in the
other. For every Northman knows that
the redskin’s paddie drive differs mate-
rially from that of the white.

Through the twisting vapors they floated
down the Kaniapiskau. Speed was essen-
tial, not so much for Ivan and his compan-
ions as for Channing and Lavergne. By
Louis’s reckoning it was over one hundred
miles to the point where the stream they
traveled united with the Larch River to
form the broader water called the Koksoak.

How far up the Larch Channing’s cache
stood Louis did not know. Channing called
it thirty or forty miles. They had to make
it and return to Canoe Cache before the
freeze-up which was imminent. Their tra-
verse, instead of running into weeks, must
be a matter of days. For the two great
highways of the land, the George River and
the Kaniapiskau River, by which men jour-
ney north of fifty-three, are early closed.

ACCORDINGLY Lavergne and
Channing settled themselves for
the effort that would enable them to
accomplish their object. Their craft, more
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easily handled in the bad water, piloted the
way. The Factor’s canoe followed. As
they proceeded cautiously, the fog lost den-
sity, and soon, clear, cold, brilliant, like a
pure canary diamond, the sun burst through.
The water smoked in the morning glare.
The white frost which smeared the shores
swept along like a ground fire. Boulder-
strewn, the river margin rose from the haze,
black as the iron rim of a boiling caldron.
Above the river margin jutted the ridges,
and above the ridges loomed the tablelands.

Before them was the day and the evil
thereof. They found it sufficient. The
Kaniapiskau turned and writhed till the
river miles outdistanced and nearly doubled
the miles as the raven flies. Straight-water
paddling they had in places where they flew
with the current, but more often their prog-
ress was a farcical attempt at canoeing.
Shallows, narrows, boulders, rapids, water-
falls impeded and broke their course. The
Kaniapiskau was what sportsmen call a
fast-flowing trout stream, the worst stream
in the world for canoe travel.

The women walked round all these ob-
structions; the men fought through and
staggered over them. When, having ex-
pended energy enough for a full day they
paddled ashore at noon, they had reached
the mouth of a small tributary, the outlet of
one of the shallow, nameless lakes that
dotted the Barrens.

A short rest after the noon meal, and they
were off again. It was growing colder all
the while. There was no time to lose.

As before, Lavergne’s craft led the way.
As before, Channing knelt in the bow, his
rifle leaning against the prow in front of
him, his pistol lying in the canoe bottom
by his legs. ‘Both were so placed on the
chance of seeing game.

But game seemed scarce. Not a sign of
any did they see all afternoon. The after-
noon was a repetition of the morning, save
that they suffered the additional handicap
of increasing fatigue.

Barriers of the same degree of impassa-
bility as those they had already surmounted
demanded for their overcoming greater
effort than that expended in the first half
of the day, and it was a party of tired voy-
agers that drew craft out of the river below
the Magapana at evening.

Immediately after supper Winona and
Ayume disappeared into their tent. Chan-
ning sat by the fire, waiting with an air of
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expectancy and glancing incessantly tow-
ard the girl’s shelter, but he waited in
vain.

And Lavergne lay awake half the night
pondering with savage joy on the reason
for Winona’s aloofness.

Was it fatigue?

Or was it something deeper?

CHAPTER XI
THE HAND OF THE ARCTIC FUR COMPANY

AROUND the Factor’s party as they

pushed northward, the country began
to change in character. Ridges lost round-
ness of contour and chiseled the sky. Sparse
alder and willow gave way to juniper and
maiden birch, and the dwarf birch yielded
in turn to the ragged spruce. The Kania-
piskau leaped on its wild, drunken career.
The boulders which cobbled its banks grew
huge, enormous, ice-worn balls.

From small lakes to east and west late
loons cried. Their diving alone broke the
surface, for Canada geese and black ducks
were gone. Only the ravens, croaking aloft
in flocks, remained, and the solitary os-
preys, circling the crags as they worked
south. Bird life had accepted warning and
obeyed instinct to save itself in the sun-
lands, but these humans who accepted no
warning and obeyed no instinct faced north.

In their journey ne untoward incident
happened till the day upon which they drew
near Canoe Cache. They had camped the
preceding evening eight miles below it and
broken camp at an unearthly hour of the
morning in order that for both parties the
Cache might mark the starting-point, so to
speak, of a full day’s traverse.

Lavergne and Channing were paddling
fast and scouting a mile or two ahead of the
others in the hope of killing fresh meat.
Slipping into their pack straps at the begin-
ning of a long portage, they sighted a bull
caribou crossing the stream below them.

Channing, being nearest it, seized his
rifle and took a snap shot. There was only
a second’s time for the aim, and Lavergne
expected to see the animal bound off un-
touched, but Channing proved to be no
ordinary marksman. His bullet struck
somewhere in the flank. The caribou fell on
its haunches, in the thicket, struggled up,
and crashed away.

Koowa, Peeten, and Choatuk, the wolf
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dogs, started to give chase. Louis kicked
them back. He feared they might follow
too far and get lost.

“That’s right,” commended Channing.
“Don’t let them away. I can get him my-
self while you make the portage.”

Louis hoped he would get the caribou.
Fresh meat would be very acceptable for the
dash to the Larch River. He passed a thong
round the huskies’ necks in order to make
sure of them and set about crossing the
porlage.

He ‘carried his own packs safely across,
but as he shouldered Channing’s dunnage
and went bobbing over the rough trail, his
moccasin slipped on a wet boulder and his
burden rolled down the rocks. The mouth
of the bag flew open and Channing’s leather
roll, in which he kept his toilet articles, -
scattered its contents all over the porlage.

Louis made shift to rescue these, for he
knew how Channing prized the things. He
took the case and collected the contents,
carefully putting into their different com-
partments the razor, brush, comb, soap,
and such like. But when he started to roll
the affair up, a sheet of paper fell from a slit
in the lining.

@ AT FIRST Louis took it for a scrap
E\‘x} ] of shaving-paper anc‘ did not bother

to lift it, but then he saw the letters
“Arctic Fur Company” on the back. Idly
he pulled the sheet open, expecting to see a
price list of pelts such as they had often
sent him from the south in the old days of
his trapping with Frangois Lavergne. Yet
idle curiosity was instantly replaced by
astonishment.

No price list, but a document, a memor-
andum!

Breathlessly Louis read it. He had no
sense of shame in doing so. The necessity
that he, in the service of the Hudson’s Bay
Company, should learn everything possible
about the rival Arctic Fur Company sub-
merged the ethical question of right or wrong
in his action. And he did learn and laughed
aloud to the silent places as he compre-
hended.

Channing a geologist? Yes, in furs!
Channing an explorer? Yes, for Winter
posts! That document showed that, instead
of being in the Canadian Government’s
service, Channing was in Monroe’s service
and with Monroe’s money was behind the
Arctic Fur Company. It showed he was
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the Arctic Fur Company, body, soul, and
incorporation.

Nor was he leaving the extension of trade
to hirelings. He undertook it himself. He
did not depend for success on the brains
and aggressiveness of others. He depended
on himself. Here was the record of what he
had accomplished in the last four years,
here the chain of Northland posts he had
established or projected.

What a vast system he had instituted!
A year in the Hudson’s Bay district. A
year in the MacKenzie Basin. A year in
the Yukon. And the fourth year in the
Labrador.

Lavergne almost cnvied him., He had
formed a mammoth trust, wide enough in
scope to give serious rivalry to the Hudson’s
Bay Company, which was in itself the most
Titanic combine the world ever saw. Well
might Ivan Trevor, with the foe already on
his ground, first tremble over this and then
flame into anger and sharpen his wits for the
victory.

What Channing had done in that year
in the Labrador might never be undone.
Ivan had held the dead Channing as a
worthy enemy, but the son of the dead man
was a far more worthy one.

But the Factor would not know yet,
Louis vowed, as he smiled grimly to himself!
He held the whip hand, and he had a swift
vision of how he would use it. He pondered
gloatingly over the paper till Channing’s
halloo came out of the spruce with startling
effect. Channing was shouting for the
position of the porfage, for the thick growth
hid the river from his view.

“Halloo!” he yelled repeatedly. ‘“Halloo!
Halloo, the porfagel Wake up, Lavergne!
Above or below?”

“Below!” Lavergne answered.
below!”

For the caribou chase had taken him a
long distance down-river.

Louis hastily replaced the paper in the
toilet case and returned the case to the
dunnage bag. Channing would be quick to
miss it and quicker to use his ready weap-
ons. He had to separate Channing from
those weapons before the record could be
touched.

“Away

(T

AEA

AS LOUIS smoked and waited on
the end of the portage, he wondered
whether Channing carried that toilet
case because of his regard for his personal
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appearance or because it made an innocent
hiding-place for private papers. In the
ordinary course of things the document was .
safer there than on Channing’s person, since
he had to come in contact with many un-
scrupulous Factors who, if suspicious of
him, would not hesitate to have him
searched.

In a few minutes the owner of the docu-
ment appeared, panting from his run. -

“Get him?” asked Lavergne stoically.

Channing shook his head. ‘“Hit. him
heavy, too. Blood at every jump. But
he’s going yet. Others pass you?”

“No. We better get a swing on if we’re
to keep ahead.”

As always, Channing was in the bow.
In its customary position his rifle leaned
against the prow before him. In the usual
place his pistol lay at his knees on the canoe
bottom. The river was quiet. No more
game turned from its drinking, and the hush
between the shore growths of spruce was
like cathedral calm.

They approached the mouth of Mata-
kami Creek, above which lay Canoe Cache,
and entered a stretch of still water in a
crescent bend, water so transparent that it -
looked only half its real depth to the round
stones in its bed.

In the belly of the crescent Lavergne
thrust deep with his paddle. A sudden twist
of it, blade-on to the surface, a touch of his
knee to the gunwale, and the canoe was up-
side down. ‘

Men and dogs floundered ashore through
five feet of ice-cold water. Their craft
drifted against the bank. Channing held
only his paddle. His weapons were at the
bottom of the river.

In the plunge he had not uttered a sylla-
ble.

Not a splutter passed his lips when they
waded out.

CHAPTER XII
FERINE BLOOD

THE moment they emerged their clothes

began freezing, and they dashed im-
petuously at the spruce branches that over-
hung the bank. Tearing them away in great
armfuls they heaped them up. Fire sprang
from the matches which Lavergne always
carried stuck in his hat band. They strip-
ped off their stiffening garments and, naked
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as gods in the golden Autumn sunlight,
leaned over the blaze.

Cave men they might have been, and the
huskies wormed forward on their bellies to
the fire, just as did the first wolf dogs when
the world was young. Channing was stoop-
"ing, hands outstretched to the flames, every
muscle of his magnificent body showing.
He had his head bent to shield his eyes
from the fierce heat.

So intent was he on getting that same
heat into his marrow that he failed to look
at Louis. Not a word had he spoken. Nor
did Louis speak. He awaited the other’s
reprimand.

All at once Channing looked up and
broke silence.

“You fool!” he flashed. “And the Fac-
tor said just the other night that you were
the best canoeman in the North!”

“He spoke the truth, if I do say it my-
self,” Lavergne countered. ‘That paddle
stroke proves it.”

“What the deuce do you mean? You did
that purposely?”’

“I wanted to separate you from your
rifle and pistol.”

“Well, you've done it. You know where
they are. If they’re any good to you go
and dive for them.” _

“I don’t need to. I know another way.”

Still naked, Lavergne went down the
shore, righted the canoe and emptied it of
water. The packs, as usual, were lashed to
the thwarts, which had prevented their
drifting away. His own revolver, taken
from the pocket of his wet coat, Louis threw
into the canoe and seized the long steel
gaff that he had used on namaycush, gigan-
tic lake trout, which he had caught during
the journey up-river.

Like a naked savage he put out to mid-
channel, easily locating what he sought in
the clear, quiet flow. Channing’s pistol lay
on the flat rock that paved part of the river
bed. His rifle was wedged between two
round stones.

Louis dipped an arm overside, hooked
the gaff in the trigger guards, pulled the
weapons up and paddled ashore. There,
using his clasp knife as a screwdriver, he
took the hammers from both rifle and pistol,
leaving them useless until he chose to re-
place the missing parts.

Channing squatted sullenly before the
fire. He made no comment on Lavergne’s
actions. He did not think for an instant
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that Louis had discovered his real mission.
He vaguely senised a conflict with him on
Winona’s account, but he could not see,
puzzle as he might, what Lavergne would
gain in a clash, with the Factor’s canoe com-
ing on any minute, )

7% THE movements of Louis were not
¥H atall ambiguous. When he came up
sa=4’ beside the fire he reached out and
removed Channing’s hunting-knife from the
belt that looped his drying trousers hung on
a stick before the blaze.

“Tt’s less dangerous with me,” Lavergne
observed.

Instinctively Channing made a move-
ment as if to prevent, but he saw the pistol
in Lavergne’s hand and squatted back by
the fire.

“And this?” Louis added, catching up
the toilet case from Channing’s dunnage
bag.

Channing leaped upright.

“Drop that,”” he commanded furiously.

His face was flushed a dark red, and the
backward motion of his clenched fists at
the level of his armpits shoved the barrel
chest forward and bunched the thick bi-
ceps.

“T need the razor,” laughed Louis, “also
the Arctic Fur record.”

As if painted out by a white brush, the
crimson left Channing’s cheeks. He gazed,
startled, bewildered, for an instant. Then
the blood came back with a violent surge,
flooding face and neck and upper breast.

“You devilish spy!” he bellowed, and
rushed like a bull,

Blindly he came, all his Southern control
and veneer forgotten and shed, the incarna-
tion of strength, ignoring the weapon in
Lavergne’s hand, every muscle drawing
tense, slipping and sliding like snakes be-
neath the white skin.

And the might of his savage sp1r1t struck
on Lavergne’s, as flint on steel. Fire flew,
and the brute in Louis sprang out to meet
the coming brute.

He threw away the pistol in his hand,
and the two butted shoulder to shoulder and
chest to chest, their arms grappling, their
heads locking like wrestlers’ heads. The
impact of his flesh on Channing’s was fierce,
insane joy to Lavergne.

Battle riotous rose within him, made him
crush, tear, and clench. And the wonderful
strength of Channing to withstand, to rock,
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to rage, and to inflict agonies with the power
of his pressure but made the joy fiercer.

No finesse! No trick! No artifice!

They did not think. They were beyond
themselves. Their intellects had ceased to
direct, and primitive fury was all that ar-
ranged attack and set defense. Enemies
of primeval times they were, cave men, pre-
historic foes.

Beast against beast, they struggled in the
wilderness depths, struggled with only the
main strength of themselves. No hold of
the mats was used. All holds, toe holds,
leg holds, reverse body holds, hammer-
locks, full.and half Nelsons, all known grips
were one—the grip of their arms.

Lavergne’s back was to the fire, and
behind his back the dogs arose and gath-
ered in a half circle, tense and silent,
waiting, as if the battle had been between
members of their own kind, for the weaker
adversary to go down. But Louis was not
conscious of their sinister attitude. The
only thing he was conscious of was the
stamping of his own and Channing’s
knotted legs, the straining of their hairy
bodies, the twist and slip of biceps, and the
writhe and heave of deltoids. Time and
place vanished, and it became a conflict in
a great void where he and Channing were
doomed to battle through eternity, the one
never weakening, the other never gaining.
But in the midst of this distorted imagi-
ning Louis felt Channing’s breath go from
him with a choking sound, felt his barrel
chest sink limply.

CHANNING’S body sagged and

fell on the rocks, his consciousness

crushed out by his antagonist’s
sheer power.

Instantly, according to their custom, the
dogs leaped upon the fallen. So swift they
Sprang that the unthinking Lavergne had
barely time to seize a burning limb and
meet the charge. They were wild for what
they deemed their legitimate prey. Their
f.angs clicked. The slaver streaked their
Jaws. But Louis ground the burning limb
mto those very jaws, and they retreated
howling, Their primitive voices struck a
TeSponsive chord in Lavergne. The primal
earthsong rang triumphant through his
soul, the same old earthsong that has
thrilled animals and men from the begin-
nlllng, the aboriginal cry which has run
through a1} scales from the howl of the
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first wolf pack to Apollo’s pzan and from
Apollo’s pzan to the battle hymn of nations.

It was the stark exposing of the primi-
tive. Lavergne was the man primitive.
He rejoiced because he was the ferine con-
queror, the more brutish brute.

In the midst of his exultation, like the
cry of the cave man’s mate, Winona’s voice
echoed through the shore thicket.

“Halloo!” she called. “It’s not near
dinner hour yet. What are you doing there
with a fire?”

For though the spruce screened the blaze
and the two men about the blaze, the Fac-
tor’s party had marked the spiral of smoke
above the tree tops.

“We had a spill,” Lavergne shouted, “and
we're just drying off.”

“Well, hurry and give us good-by at
Canoe Cache,” was Winona’s command.
“It’s not far up, you know.” ,

When the other canoe had passed, Louis
went down to the river, drew a pail of water,
and dashed it over Channing.

The latter arose, dazed and sullen.

“Throw your clothes on,” Lavergne or-
dered.

And hardly giving the disgruntled man
time to arrange the half dry garments aright,
he hurried him into the craft beside the
dogs that had attempted to feast on him
and pushed on to Canoe Cache,

CANOE CACHE was no more than
a little clearing on the river bank.
In the clearing some of the stumps
had been left twelve feet long. To the tops
of every four stumps poles were lashed in
the form of a rectangle. Upon these
supports it was the custom to store the
canoes when not in use. Thus the crafts
reposed upside down, protected by a tar-
paulin lashed over them, impervious to the
weather and beyond danger of being crushed
by falling trees.

On the pole platforms dunnage was also
cached when necessary, and sometimes
food, but the Factor’s party had only their
canoe to leave, and it was raised to position
when Channing and Lavergne came along.
The Factor’s Indians, packing their burdens
with tump lines, were already filing off on
the hardly discernible trail their comrades
had left. Ayume pottered after them.
Ivan and Winona reached hands of farewell
across the gunwale to the two bound for the
Larch.
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“Safe water and open water—aye, and
swift paddles, that’s what I am wishing
you,” was the Factor’s good-by. “We will
be seeing you at Lake No-Lake before the
week runs out.”

“And no more cold baths, I hope!” smiled
Winona, her firm, slender fingers pressing
Channing’s somewhat limp hand. “You
look as if that one had taken all the spirit
out of you.”

“Well—it wasn’t, to say, invigorating,”
replied Channing slowly, stealing an uneasy
glance at the stoic Louis. “It’s a bad omen
for a start, and the season’s mighty late.
Say, do you know, I’ve half a mind to let
the cache on the Larch stand for the present
and go on with you now.”

Whereat Lavergne emitted a vicious
laugh, and his face lighted with a wicked
glow. “Eh? You say so?” he dared. “All
right, it doesn’t make a scrap of difference
to mel”

With apparent unconcern Louis rose from
the thwart as if to step ashore. Channing
read the menace in his tone and hastily put
a hand out to stop him.

“Hold on,” he growled. “That’s not a
decision. It’s only a notion.”

His manner was disconcerted, almost
alarmed, and the quick eye of Ivan Trevor
noted it.

“Man, is that the trouble?” he cried.
“You and Louis have been having words?
But that is easily remedied. Just say so
and one of my paddlers travels with you
instead of Louis!”

At Ivan’s option Channing saw with a
flash of revelation what his companion had
gained by the coup near Matakami.

Cnal THE  choice was  Channing’s.
= Either a lone journey, unarmed,

with a man whose savage intent
could not be doubted, or instant exposure
before the Factor! The issue that would
end abruptly in one blazing moment, or
the issue that would hang fire for an indefi-
nite period! One he had to accept, and
swiftly he accepted that of proscrastina-
tion.

“Oh, Louis is a good enough canoeman
for me,” he announced, thrusting in his
paddle and driving the canoe away from
shore as if fearful that something unfore-
seen should intervene to destroy what grace
he had won. “There’s no use changing.
Good-by! Till the end of the week!”
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Lavergne flashed back a smile that
showed his white teeth as he caught the
time of the stroke. “Or till the end of the
month!” he darkly amended.

“No, no,” cried Winona, pausing an in-
stant before she disappeared on the inland
trail, “don’t get caught with the frost,
Louis!”

With the passing of the Factor’s party
the verity of desolation sank upon the two
lone voyagers. By the strength of numbers,
by the artificial devices of several pitched
camps, they had for a little time shattered
the oppression of the Barrens’silence. They
had created the illusion of human superior-
ity over the wilderness forces. But now
that illusion faded. Two were not enough
to give the strength of numbers. The wild
North, inimical, supreme, crowded close,
jostled them, and grinned a challenge. Well
did they know that the comforts of fire and
roof would not be given them generously
as they needed. Day by day they would
have to win them from their silent adver-

sary.

CHAPTER XIII

THE SHORES OF SURVIVAL

THUS striving like giants, Channing
and Lavergne fought down the Kania-
piskau to the mouth of the Larch River and
up the Larch to Channing’s cache, where
Louis enriched himself with precious records
which matched the one found in the toilet
case. Back down the Larch to its mouth
and up the Kaniapiskau to Manitou Gorge
they won, but the frost caught them at
Limestone Fall.

No more could they launch their craft
through the rim ice. The Kaniapiskau
froze from shore to shore in a single night,
The useless canoe was suspended bottom-up
between two spruces, to be recovered in the
Spring. A temporary camp was made, a
camp that would endure for a time, waiting
the whim of the coming snow.

From the hour Lavergne had proved him-
self Channing’s master, Channing developed
a sullen mood, and day by day that mood
darkened. He took on the aspects of their
surroundings—gray indifference, silence.
But he committed no overt act. Lavergne’s
wariness was the reason. His were the
gifts of the trained woodsman, seeing every-
thing without focusing the gaze, reading
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movements, signs, and thoughts, sleeping
like a cat.

Waking or sleeping, he gave Channing no
opportunity, although under his taciturnity
Channing wished and watched and waited
for it. As was the attitude of the North
to both men, so was the attitude of each
to the other, bitter, unyielding, circumspect.

All about them the waste land hardened
toiron. The march of the frost bridged the
swamps, entombed the lakes. Tenfold
deeper grew the desolation, the utter sus-
pension of sound within that vast wilder-
ness.

Even the waterfalls whose thundering
had been a welcome at their approach were
still. Like huge centipedes they sprawled
with icy legs upon the frozen pools beneath.
Immovable as if carved from white marble
were those pools that had lately danced
and frothed, and what little water dribbled
below dribbled noiselessly.

As a rule, in the Labrador the snows are
deep toward the end of September, but
they are not generally used, since the surface
is not solid enough for dog teams. Yet La-
vergne planned to use the first snowfall.

Soft as it might be in the vicinity of their
camp, it would do for a start and serve them
as they wound through the valley of the
Kaniapiskau up to the interior tableland
where it would be wind-packed to suit the
heart of any dog driver.

THE dogs and harness were ready.

There remained to prepare the sled,

snowshoes, and meat for men and
huskies. Game was exceedingly scarce and,
Channing being without arms, the hunting
had to be done by Louis. He hunted hard,
but a few ptarmigan was all he got during
those steely Autumn days.

However, after many nights of rending
frost came a sprinkle of snow which gave
tracking, and Lavergne was lucky enough to
find the track ‘of a stray caribou which he
trailed down and shot. The meat was
dried and the skin roughly tanned.

With the hides the men lined their coats,
caps, and moccasins for greater warmth.
What was left of these hides went into the
webbing of snowshoes, fashioned from tama-
rack strips, and into the binding of the
joints of the sledge, which was built of
spruce.

The snowshoes were of the long-tail
variety. The sledge was low and light.
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Such toil filled the waiting days and made
bearable the long evenings. Never once
did Louis threaten his companion. Never
once did he give any hint of his intention
toward him.

According to all appearances, he was
doing his best to get him across the snows
to Lake No-Lake with as much despatch as
possible, yet at heart Channing was troubled
under his sullen mask.

While the nights lengthened the days
inevitably shortened. The solar path began
to shift so that each dawn broke farther
south of the fixed east. The men watched
the shift. They watched each other. They
watched for snow.

And as if their watching drew the storm,
it fell howling at the close of a blustery af-
ternoon. All night a terrific gale rocked the
camp, pelting the stinging drift like hail.
All the next day it raged, and another and
yet another! Then the heavens showed
brittle, cold and clear. The wind had
packed the snow solid. The frost was
intense.

This was the waiting men’s chance. By
the light of the brilliant stars they started,
hours before sunrise. It was wise to get out
of the forested strip before another storm
blocked the way.

There was no gee pole on the sledge, and
the huskies were not harnessed in single-
pack harness as is the custom in the Mac-
Kenzie country and in the Yukon. The
sled was used after the fashion of an Eskimo
komatik.

To the front of it was attached a long
thong or bridle, and from the end of this
thong other thongs or traces, of different
lengths, so as not to cause interference, ran
to the dogs’ collars. This arrangement the
rough, bouldered valleys of the Labrador
make necessary.

Driving the huskies with a long whip
made of twisted hide, they left the silent,
sealed river and headed into the silent,
sealed hinterland. Above, below, behind,
before was silence, awe-inspiring, deadly.
The commotion they aroused in passing,
dog pant, snowshoe crunch, sled creak,
echoed faintly in the interminable void,
struck weakly as the rustle of a falling leaf
upon the forest’s calm.

As they quitted the spot which had been
their temporary abode and forged on where
was no abode, where was nothing but the
snow, the sky, and the cold, the spirit of
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the wild asserted itself. They had the im-
pression that amid the white loneliness they
were not alone. A presence, vague, inimical,
strong, was out against them.

The foe they had defied, whose fuel they
had burned, whose meat they had plun-
dered, whose waters, they had trespassed,
was at last arisen. That foe was giving a
hint of its might. Thus far, victory was
in their grasp. They had fought their way
well and carefully and used their weapons of
wilderness craft with skill.

But now the bitter Winter was come, and
he who journeys the Barrens in Winter sets
himself a Titanic task. For every mile of
the waste has to be literally won. Before
winning each mile, it is necessary to thrust
back the grim, unseen antagonist.

NOW to Channing and Lavergne
were thrown no gifts, tendered no
: concessions. Fire and food had still
to be wrested from a formidable enemy, and
the enemy had girded on its mail. Snow,
frost, storm, wind, silence, desolation, day
gloom, night flame—these were the weap-
ons and the armor of the North.

Crawling upward from the hundred-foot
benchland to the five-hundred-foot table-
land, the sun struck them across the level
snows. Before its strong rays the stars
went out, quivering in the frost haze which
bulked gigantic on the low horizon. Straight
and even-branched, and leaping into focus
from uncertain silhouettes, the spruces
fringed the waste. Daylight looked upon a
brumal world.

And how different a world from that
through which Louis had journeyed weeks
ago on paddling from Nichikun Lake to
Fort Chimo! Then it was a world of riotous
vegetation, of prodigal bloom, of droning
insects, calling birds, winnowing butterflies,
and the warm gliding of rivers.

For with the suddenness. of birth Sum-
mer springs from the womb of the Labrador.
July suns eat the snows and spew the floods.
July days stain the hillsides with millions of
ripened berries and scatter strange, rare
flowers through the valleys.

Geese, ducks, loons, and other waterfowl
float downy broods upon the waterways.
The osprey leads the young hawk through
the air. The ptarmigan scurries, a gray
shadow trailed by little gray shadows, in
the thick cover.

Abroad in the land forage the Arctic fox,
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the black fox, the lynx, the wolf, the bear,
all ravenous, all predatory, seekers after
the weaker lives. For the beast who was
stronger survived. The one weaker fell.
Thus the iron country worked out its iron
course of natural selection, called its chosen,
standardized its strain.

Also by Summer moved the herds of
caribou, thousands strong, in annual migra-
tion. Upon them fell the Nascaupees and
Montagnais, taking toll of the baser breed
that man, the nobler, might live.

So now the climax of the test which the
Labrador put to its animal inhabitants and
to the men who dared to range its vastness
was at hand. Here was the season that
thrust crises upon all living things, the
Winter, the final lash to smite down the
frail.

From the Height of Land to Ungava Bay
would be waged a battle for existence,
From Hamilton Inlet to the East Main
would the conflict spread. Far and near
and everywhere the tents of men would be
the tents of travail.

Down around Lake Michikamau the
Montagnais tribes, beaten in a hard fight,
might have to send their young hunters
tramping to Davis Inlet on the Atlantic for
toboggan loads of supplies to tide them over
till Spring. On the shores of Indian House
Lake a terrific struggle for the bare necessi-
ties of life was certain. The gorging Sum-
mer of those Nascaupees could but make
surer the starving Winter.

No man would know the anguish of it.
On all sides the Barren Grounds shut them
in. No man would know till the rivers
broke and the ice reeled out whether the
tribe or famine had won, whether they stood
on shaky legs to recuperate in the plenteous
July and August months or lay starved in
their rotting tepees.

B NOR these alone! Farther north,
Siiva granting their recovery from sick-

ness, the Nascaupees of the upper
Barrens must wage the eternal war against
Nature for a Winter’s sustenance. By
Lake No-Lake the inevitable contest must
arise. There the chances might be on the
side of the Indians, for Chakoni had de-
clared their caches were full.

To Ivan Trevor, too, when he went back
to Chimo, the bitter strife might reach and
he would perhaps be clamoring to the Eski-
mos for seal meat.
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And finally, as to every man within the
wide Northland, this issue was coming to
Seton Channing. This fight for life was
coming, this tremendous struggle to remain
in the ranks of the strong.

CHAPTER X1V
THE DANGER CHANCE

A HINT of its coming was given Chan-
ning when.after the noon halt on the
plateau Lavergne failed to call the dogs for
a start.

“Better be. moving, hadn’t we?”” he asked,
as he put his pipe away.

“Wait,” Louis replied stoically.

Again, a little later, he made the same
proposition and received answer in the same
manner.

“Aren’t we mushing any more to-day?”
he demanded in half an hour.

“No,” Lavergne told him.

“Then why did you pull out hours before
sunrise if you’re quitting hours before sun-
setr”

“Because I didn’t know how soon what
I’'m waiting for would come. Don'’t you see
that haze making on the horizon?”

Channing looked at the frosty clouds.
He looked at Louis. Without saying any-
thing he pitched his silk fly. Close to the
fire he staked it on a slant to catch and de-
flect the heat down upon the sleeping-place
beneath.

He kicked up a drift to bank the back,
threw himself at full length in the warmth,
and drew out his pipe again, smoking mood-
ily. There was nothing else to do. La-
vergne did not unlash his packs from the
sled. According to the pace of the rolling
snow smoke in the sky, he would not need
to.

They lay and stared across the white im-
mensities, rising occasionally to root in the
crust for dwarfed shrubs and broken
branches for the fire. The knife-edged cold
abated somewhat. A dampness blew from
the purple east. The glazed sun sank in
the early afternoon, sending eery shadows
creeping along the waste.

And while supper was being eaten big
flakes swung down and splashed on the coals
of the fire.

“Storm!” exclaimed Channing.

Lavergne smiled grimly. ‘“What I have
been waiting on,” he observed.
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He arose and put the harness on the dogs.
Koowa, the lead dog, who had a surly
temper, gave him a vicious five minutes, but
at last the animal was flayed and kicked into
submission.

For gentle words and caressing hands
must not be used on a husky. Who does so
only smoothes his path to the fang death,

It was against the lead dog’s instinct to
be haled out for the trail at fall of night,
but Louis was not to be denied. Peeten,
the second dog, was shrewd enough to see
the example made of Koowa, while Choatuk
the sledge-dog, wisest of the three, gazed
at Lavergne with sagacity and sidled
around to let him fasten up the thongs.
Louis then turned the sled on its side to
anchor it a moment.

HIS deliberate actions slowly fanned
Channing’s anger.

“You pick funny hours for
travel,” he sneered, sitting up. “Now I sup-
pose you’ll tell me we’re going on to Lake
No-Lake.”

Lavergne took two or three strides and
sat down facing him, upon the upturned
copper pail beside the fire. He could read
Channing’s eyes. Channing could read his.

“I’'m going on,” Louis told him. “You
can go where you please. Toward both
Winona and the Company you’ve been a
traitor and a devilish rogue!”

The flame of desperate rage leaped into
Channing’s face. He seized a burning limb
at the fire’s edge and made as if to dash
it in Lavergne’s teeth, but Louis slipped .
off his seat and swung the copper pail in
readiness.

“Put it down,” he advised.
that other day.” .

With his flaring anger darkening to a
stubborn red in his cheeks, Channing threw
away the brand. It fell in the snow and
hissed till more snow falling smothered it.

“That’s about all I have to say to you,”
observed Louis. ‘‘Have you anything to
say to me?”’

“Only that you’re a cursed murderer!”

“T haven’t laid a hand on you.”

“But my Heaven, Lavergne, it’s the
same thing!”

“Not quite! Only I'm making sure
you'll never get to Lake No-Lake. You
don’t know the position of it from here,and
you might as well try to find a single rock
in the Barrens as try to find it.

“Remember
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“Go back to the Whale the way you came.
If you are half the explorer you pretend to
be you’ll make Manuan Lake. I’'m giving
you the danger chance of the Longue Trav-
erse. And not as most factors of the
North are apt to give it—without food or
arms! .

“I’ve divided the food. That topmost
pack on the sledge is yours, provisions,
weapons, ammunition, everything that I
have. The hammers of the guns aren’t
in place, but you can easily attend to that
after I'm gone. But don’t think I’'m giving
them for nothing. Those Arctic Fur docu-
ments just about pay for them.”

Louis arose abruptly, strode to the sledge,
threw Channing’s pack off and started.

Losing his trail as -quickly as it was
broken, he went forth from the ring of fire-
light. Great flakes beat upon his face and
upon the huskies’ faces like the wet wings
of birds. Two hundred yards away he
glanced back through the blur.

An orange stain on snow and fly, the fire
glowed.

Beneath the fly Channing lay motionless.

A quarter of a mile Lavergne traveled
before striking a convolution on the surface
of the plateau. Swinging across it he
stared back. The shoulder of the land shut
out the fire. Darkness and driving storm
intervened.

CHAPTER XV
THE PLACE OF PLAGUE

SQUAT and low and dully phosphores-
cent from fires within, the Nascaupee
Winter encampments blurred up across the
snows. Lavergne had held an unswerving
course as true as the compass course. For
if you strike a line across the Labrador from
the mouth of the Nastapoka River on
Hudson’s Bay to the mouth of North River
on the Atlantic seaboard, that line will pass,
first through the vicinity of Limestone Fall
on the Kaniapiskau, and second through
Lake No-Lake.

The timber on the north shore of the Lake
gave the encampments shelter, gave them
an excuse for being, and, huddled in the lee,
the tepees crouched from the sweep of
storms. Snow-banked half way up the
sides, they were for more warmth. Of the
smaller ones, little but the poles stuck out
of the drifts. They seemed akin to the

enshrouded tufts of reeds which jutted
forth from the shallows of the lake.

This very shallowness had named the
long, straggling body of water that lies in
the Barrens east of the Kaniapiskau. Itis
narrow in parts, lacks depth off every point,
and is full of bars which almost touch the
surface. A curse on canoes and the prey
of gales is Lake No-Lake, tomb for the
white man and the Nascaupee alike.

Now ice-bound, drift-laden, its creaming
waves could not crash over the sullen, black
bars or cannonade against the scarred mar-
gin. Yet in the unfamiliar stillness, the
Arctic desolation, Lavergne felt a menace
deeper than that which comes with wind and
bluster. Horror of cold and barrenness was
over the land.

Nor did warm welcome greet him {rom
the tents as he neared them. Only for the
fire glow that shone brightly through the
deerskins in the dark, the tepees might
have been uninhabited. The biting frost
held tight each three-cornered door flap.
No head peered forth at his advance.

It looked as if Ivan Trevor and Winona
and the rest had finished their mission, while
he and Channing were waiting for snow on
the frozen Kaniapiskau, and gone back to
Chimo. Louis, with a pang of disappoint-
ment, stopped before the large central
tepee, the tepee of Booming Thunder, the
old chief, and, stooping double, slipped un-
der the door-covering.

There his eager eyes saw with joy, not
Booming Thunder and his men sitting
smoking before the fire, but Winona, Ivan,
Ballard and Newell still in the act of minis-
tering to the sick. So intent were they upon
their duties that they had not heard him
enter. But when he took another stride, it
was old Ivan’s ears that first caught the
creak of his frosted shoepacks.

The Factor turned. From one pocket of
his parka protruded his pipe, from the other
pocket his Proverbs. His hands were full of
medical accessories, but these he dropped
suddenly as he sprang forward and to
Lavergne’s bewilderment fell on his neck
and blessed him.

“God be thankit, man!” he exclaimed.
“God be thankit!”

HIS care-lined face and the pinched,
worn faces of the others crowding
! after shone with relief. Their min-
gled voices made a Babel which rattled
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strangely amid the sighs and mutterings
of the sick.

With the Factor, Ballard the huge
Viking was bellowing questions. The Chap-
lain was moving his lips as in benedic-
tion. While, because she was the center
of all to him, Winona’s words alone became
distinct.

“QOh, how I've prayed for this, Louis!”
she cried. “Prayed you wouldn’t be delayed
too long! Yes, agonized in prayer for it!
I even think I sent my soul a little way after
my prayers. I knew you'd answer them—
and answer me.” With her old movement,
the mannerism he loved so well, she seized
his hands.

But old Ivan cut in: “Yes, yes; losh, yes!
Yet it’s quecr thanksgivers we will be prov-
ing ourselves. Raving here warm while our
benefactors shiver with the frost. Call
Channing in, Louis, and get up to the
fire.”

“Eh? Channing did not come.”

“Why, Louis? He could not face the
Barrens? He went on to Chimo from the
Larch?” questioned the Factor.

“Not altogether that!” evaded La-
vergne. “I’ll explain to you later. But
tell me, what’s the cause of all this uneasi-
ness? I scent something wrong, but I can’t
define it.”

“You have meat?” Winona ventured, a
confident look on her wan face. ‘“You're
such a good hunter, Louis! You must have
much meat!”

“Only a few pounds!” he answered.

“Didn’t you get any game?” demanded
Surgeon Ballard.

“One caribou. It had to feed two men
and three dogs for quite a space of time.
There are maybe thirty pounds or so left.
But why? For Heaven’s sake, Ballard,
don’t tell me you're in need!”

The dart of fear struck him at the mere
idea—fear not for these sturdy men but for
Winona. He gazed at her. Surgeon Bal-
lard’s eyes followed his. And under the
scrutiny and under her fallen hopes Winona
broke down all at once.

She leaned against the skin partition of
the great tepee, her face hidden in her
hands, her bosom heaving with spasmodic
sobs.

Ballard paused without saying the words
upon his lips. He flung up a hand in lieu of
speech and hurried back to the Nascaupee
he had left.
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CHAPTER XVI
THE FACE OF FAMINE

AVERGNE watched Ballard bend over

the patient. He felt the Nascaupee’s

pulse and straightened up. His strong

features showed gloomy in the smoky light.
His finger beckoned Newell.

“Dying,” Louis heard him whisper to the
Chaplain as the latter passed down between
the rows of rabbitskin couches and stopped
at the third from the end.

For the couches were arranged on each
side of the central aisle which held two big
sheet-iron Hudson’s Bay stoves. They
numbered twenty, and the sight of the mis-
ery upon them was only a hint of the greater
misery to come.

Here were helpless wrecks who could not
survive. They would fade out one by one,
and one by one would come the rotten re-
cruits tottering from other tepees to fill the
empty places.

Ballard was the general who led the battle
against the plague. He was the pivot upon
which the relief system turned. Though
the others were martyrizing themselves, it
was Ballard who supported them in martyr-
dom.

Now he was soothing the dying Nascau-
pee while Chaplain Newell administered the
last rites. At the Chaplain’s solemn intona-
tion Winona gave a cry and stumbled inside
the partitioned end of the tent.

Lavergne trembled. He had a vision of - k

the grief she would hide. But his vision
was dispelled by the death rattle in the
Nascaupee’s throat. Louis saw only the
smoky interior, the rows of sufferers, the
Surgeon and the Chaplain at the farther
end, and close before him the old Factor.

“Ayume’s next,” Ivan muttered, point-
ing to the last couch against the wall.
“Ballard says she can not be surviving an-
other day.”

“Ayume!” Lavergne started. ‘“Then it
must be catching. You all swore——""

“Hold, man, hold! It is not catching.
She is an ancient woman. It has been the
plight of her people, and the strain, and
all.

“Her death be upon my head, Louis,
and many another death that will be coming
after! ’Fore Heaven, what a fool I've beenl
Everything is my fault. I was in authority,
and I used the vilest of judgments.”



The Making of Louis Lavergne 33

“How?” Lavergne demanded. ‘“Don’t
waste words. Tell me, in Heaven’s name,
what has happened.”

“I gave an order, Louis. I gaveitin good
faith, but nevertheless I gave it. You
understand we caught Ballard and the pad-
dlers who packed the stuff ten miles in on
the trail from Canoe Cache. Well, when
we reached here and saw what a task was
before us, we debated. Surgeon Ballard
said it would be taking the whole Winter to
stamp out the sickness and get what was
left of the Nascaupees upon their feet. So
we held council, and syne we decided to
stay the Winter and go back to the Fort in
the Spring. The crews took that word and
returned before the freeze-up.”

“WE DIDN'T see anything of
them on the Kaniapiskau.”
“They would pass, I have cal-
-culated, while you were up the Larch.”

“And they are coming for you?”

“When the Koksoak and the Kaniapiskau
Rivers break in the Spring.”

“Well, there’s nothing wrong with that
arrangement, is there? I don’t understand
all this flurry. Ballard led me to believe
you’re in want. But that can’t be. Even
if what food you brought in from Chimo is
done, there are still thousands of pounds of
meat in the Nascaupee caches.”

“There is not a pound!”’

“Not a wkat?”’

“Not a pound!”’

. “But, Ivan, Chakoni saw them filled.”

“Aye, and none saw them emptied. They
were sick men when they built. That is
why they did not build well. That is why
the hungry brutes of the land broke in.

“Have I told enough, Louis? Foxes,
wolves, and other starving things! You
know what they can do. You have lost
caches yourself. And God forgie my hasty
word. I should have seen about the meat
before I sent away the crews. In the hurry
and all T didn’t.

“I relied on Chakoni’s tale, Chakoni who
neffer failed me. Now all has failed me, for
we will neffer be seeing the beacd of a Chimo
man till Spring.”

Lavergne replied nothing, but he drew
Ivan to the door flap. Outside in the snow,
Koowa, Peeten, and Choatuk, the sledge
dogs, whined at the men.

“God help me!” exclaimed Ivan. “I was
forgetting the dogs. We were all forgetting
3

the dogs. What have we done with our
witsp”’

He pounded his forehead and denounced
his stupidity. “They’re life, Louis, life,”
he kept repeating.

“Yes, they’re life,”” Lavergne agreed.
“They can take a message to Fort Chimo
over the Barrens where a man can’t go
afoot. They’re not likely to stray, but
we won’t risk it. We'll shut them up.
Where’s an empty tepee?”

Ivan led off to a small one.

While they tossed the dogs a pittance of
food, Ballard and Newell passed by, carry-
ing the dead Nascaupee to the next tepee,
which was also empty. There they left
him for burial in the morning, and from
another hut summoned another Nascaupee
to take his place in the hospital tent.

At scent of the silent occupant of the next
tepee, Koowa, Peeten, and Choatuk howled
in unison, a long, quavering, doleful howl,
the voice of the primordial wild.

“DOD, but my head’s in a whirl,”
@ groaned the old Factor, as they

crunched along after the Surgeon
and the Chaplain. “It is fair demented,
Louis. I have thought and thought till 1
can not think of the things at hand. I have
not even asked about your journey. You
say Channing did not go on to Chimo?”

“No. He came on part way with me.”

“How far, Louis?”

“To the top of the tableland beyond
Limestone Fall.”

“God preserve ’s!” The hazards of the
wilderness leaped uppermost in Ivan’s
mind. His grip fell heavily on Lavergne’s
shoulder. “You say so? What was it,
Louis? Cold, or an accident?”

“Neither. I will tell you all about it.
But men must be fed as well as dogs. I
have fasted as long as any musher can.”

“True, Louis! Again I was forgetting.
I am thinking T am growing old. Forgie’s!”
The heavy grip became a caress. ‘‘But,
man, I have neffer failed, and those I have
sent on any mission have neffer failed under
my order. I must know if Seton Channing
is alive and well. I put it to you, is he alive
and well?”

“Alive and well, the last I saw of him!”
Lavergne declared.

“Fair grand!” ejaculated Ivan, and let
his arm follow his hand across the other’s
shoulders in comradely fashion. “I would
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not have it said that Ivan Trevor effer
failed. Old as I am, Louis, there is no re-
proach on my service to my Company.
Stop your hunger with as little as you dare,
and afterwards I will be hearing your re-
port.”

As they reached the large tepee, the snow
turned crimson at their feet.

They looked up.

In the north pulsated the weird Aurora,
spilling its flame across the face of the night.
At the play of its radiance upon their deer-
skin shelter, the huskies raised a second
time their wolfish howl.

Ivan shivered. “Yon’s Ayume’s call,”
he whispered superstitiously. “She will
not be seeing another night.”

CHAPTER XVII
THE OTHER SIDE OF THE SHIELD

S ROUND the red-hot Hudson’s Bay

stove they sat on blankets spread on

the flooring of fresh spruce boughs, Lavergne

-handed across the circle to Ivan the docu-
ments of the Arctic Fur Company.

Whereupon the others rose as if to let
them have privacy in a Company matter.

But Louis stopped them. “Stay here,”
he begged. ‘“This thing is for you all to
know.”

Wonderingly, they complied, and their
wonder grew at the study in change of
expression which Ivan’s face presented.

At first it showed bewilderment, then
doubt, as he read. But cunning compre-
hension displaced doubt and blossomed into
chagrin and antagonism. And at the end
all the emotions were merged into righteous
anger, the anger of a man who has been the
victim of rascally trickery.

“Louis—Louis,” he began, his voice
trembling wrathfully, “I am growing old.
No longer am I having any doubts about
that., It must be I am growing old and
should be giving place to a younger man.”

“Or the Arctic Fur people are growing
wise,” Louis suggested. “You were fooled
before by a Channing. Here’s another
Channing making greater headway than
the first. He has dealt your trade a heavy
blow.”

“Ho, he has, has he?”’

Now the Factor was not growing old.
His tremendous shoulders squared. The
battle light flared in his eyes. “And are

~ you thinking for a minute I will be letting

his project stand? Man, watch me. Watch
me rip open his whole smooth plan as the
tide rips the Koksoak ice in Winter, Watch
me put the tefflish upstart where he belongs.
’Fore Heffen and he had the face to woo
Winona under my nose! Girl—"’ whirling on
her with the sternness of a judge—“you
will neffer be looking on him and neffer be
thinking of him again!

“Now where has he gone, Louis? You
have not let him go up the Kaniapiskau to
work out this tefle of a conspiracy? Eh,
man? Answer me. I will have him before
me. He must answer for his guile, and he
must learn the might of the Company.”

“He has learned it,”’” Louis declared.

“Wha—at!” Old Ivan’s gaze pierced
him through. “You assumed authority?
Now curb your thunder-and-lightning ways.
Where is he this moment, man? Where is
he?”

“On the Longue Traverse!”

“The teflle!” roared Ivan. “You tefile,
Louis! You maniac! God forgie’s, who
will be undoing what your rashness has
done? The Long Trail! In the stark awful-
ness of it, Louis? You allowed him no food
whateffer?”

“Half our supply.”

Four breaths of relief became audible.

“And arms, Louis?”

“He had his arms. He had everything I

had except the dogs.”

ﬁ tense attitudes relaxed. Ivan was
his old self again. He drew out his

huge pipe and sent up a cloud of smoke.

“I’m no saying it mightn’t have been
worse,” he observed. ‘“You have done a
foolish thing, but it can be undone. To-
morrow you will be going back with the
dogs and picking up the tefilish traitor
where you left him.”

“No, I won’t,” refused Lavergne stub-
bornly.

“Eh, you won’t? Man, are you daring to
disobey——"’

“Hold on!” cried Louis hotly. ‘There
is nothing to disobey. I have quit the
Company.”

“Since when, man? Since when?’’ flashed
the Factor. "y

“Since this very minute. I am going to
Chimo to-morrow with the dogs to send
relief here. I will never in this world go

NOW their relief was plain. The
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back for that cursed Arctic Fur sneak.”

“Louis, I am telling you you are not going
to Chimo. You are stubborn as a drunken
Eskimo. And what about the oath I put
to you back in the ¢ouncil room at the Fort,
the oath about bringing Channing safely
in?”

“Your memory must be getting bad,”
sneered Lavergne. ‘“You put that oath, but
I never took it. You can’t say I ever
took it.”

“Well, maybe not,” glared Ivan wrath-
fully. “But it is not mattering. It was my
place to judge, not yours. Were Channing
the teffle himself with a millenium’s mort-
gage on your soul, you should have brought
him on to Lake No-Lake as arranged. And
mark you, Louis, what you failed to do,
Ivan Trevor will not fail to do. You are
not taking the dogs to Chimo to-morrow.
I am taking them for Seton Channing my-
self.”

Whereat a chorus of protest arose from
Winona and the rest. The days of Ivan’s
going on trail were past, they declared. He
was too old. And even if age permitted, he
was not fit. The strain of the crisis in the
Nascaupee encampments had weakened
him greatly.

“But there is nobody else,” he argued.
“Ballard and Newell cannot be leaving the
sick. If they could, their efforts would be
of no use because they know nothing what-
effer about the geography of the Bar-
rens.”

“Then send that wiry Nascaupee who
has recovered,” urged Newell. “He is
sound and strong now., What do you call
him?”

“Natual” put in the Surgeon.
send Natua.”

“There is no use sending Natua,” de-
spaired Ivan. “A Nascaupee could not
explain. Channing would think himself
pursued and would shoot Natua down at
his first hail.”

“I am the one to go—with Natua,”
spoke up Winona. ‘““He knows the Barrens
as he knows his own tepee. He can quickly
find Seton Channing’s trail, and I will do
the rest.”” —

“Yes,

.'\‘ “WINONA!” exclaimed the Factor,
. - in admiration. “Now you have it,

<8 whatefferl My doddering head
could neffer have worked that out. I am

telling you, it is a sad day for an old man
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when his daughter’s wit must fire his brain.
You and Natua! Losh, but it’s simple as
sliding down an otter rub!”’

“Do you mean you’ll let her go?” de-
manded Lavergne, leaping upright, all his
rancor blazing.

“Why not, man?”

“And,” wheeling to confront Winona,
“you mean you'll go?”

“Surely, Louis!”

“Then you go because you love him!’ he
fiercely accused. “You love this rotten
renegade, or you would not put a foot forth
to find him!”

Wimona stepped swiftly up to Lavergne
and looked at him with eyes that did not
waver, “Louis, you lie!” she countered
spiritedly. “Your anger makes you le!
And the blindness of your anger will not
let you see why I go.”

“You want to force me, out of pure’
shame, to cross the Barrens to Channing,”
Lavergne ranted. “But you can’t. There’s
no use trying it.”

“I want nothing of the sort!” declaimed
Winona. “Of course, no matter what my
opinion is of a traitor and a spy, I can not
help sympathizing with a2 man alone in this
waste. But that element of sympathy
doesn’t enter into my actions at all. You
understand? I go to keep my father’s
record spotless. You have hurt his honor
and the honor of his Company. Shall I
throw away the chance to heal it?”

A flash of lightning-like joy illumined
Ivan’s features, and with a choking sound
in his throat he suddenly caught Winona to
his breast.

“ 'Fore Heffen, girl, I am proud of youl”
he cried.

CHAPTER XVIII
THE ETERNAL CYCLE

NATUA’S dogwhip cracked.

“Qoisht!” he called, and Koowa,
Peeten, and Choatuk sprang swiftly away.

“Ouk!” Natua directed to swing the team
to the right to clear the circle of Nascaupee
tepees.

The sledge spun round on the solid snow,
and he and Winona, riding it komatik-
fashion, leaned out on the tilting side to
keep the balance, smiling back at them all
grouped before the large tepee.

““Rad-er,rad-er!” Natua commanded when
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free of the encampment. Obediently the
team bore off to the left across the Barrens
toward the rim of the tableland above the
Kaniapiskau. And now Natua looked back
no more but crouched low among the fur
robes in front of Winona, distributing his
weight with nice cunning, urging on the
three dogs with voice and lash.

He and Winona had quitted the timber
that fringed the shore of Lake No-Lake.
No fire could they build till they reached
the straggle of fir around the Kaniapiskau
benchland. Therefore, Natua flicked the
long whip into the huskics, and in the far
distance the outfit diminished to a speck
against the snows.

Stubborn to the last, more bitter than
ever, Lavergne had not offered to take their
willing places, and all the while he pro-
tested against their going.

“You've no right to do it,” he told I'van.
‘“You’ve no right to take the chance of
finding Channing. Your duty in the sight
of Heaven was to send that dog tecamto
Fort Chimo. You should have got word
there first. Then you could have done as
you liked about this rogue.”

“Man,” the Factor growled, “your rea-
soning’s poor. There is no sense in your
argument. If I send the team to Chimo,
where will the lost man be when it gets
back? There is a mighty difference between
the miles from here to the Kaniapiskau
and from here to the Fort.

“This is the logic of it: to pick up the
lone man before he wanders far and to
leave clear way for going to Chimo. And
Natua will be quick to strike Channing’s
trail.

“He’s a dog driver, eh? Look where he
and Winona are now! I trained Natua my-
self at the Fort. Nascaupees who can
drive dogs or have dogs to drive are scarce
as brown bears in the Labrador.

“But Natua knows. He is good. With
that speed and a crust as stiff as ice they’ll
make the Kaniapiskau at noon. Aye,
and they’ll have Channing back here by
night!”

“Please God, they willl” amended the
Chaplain who stood behind him.

“Aye, please God!” murmured Ivan
softly.

As if by mutual consent both turned and
pulled up their parke hoods for outdoor
work.

“We have a duty,” the Factor explained.

“Will you be lending us that much help,
Louis?”
“Yes,” Lavergne agreed.

{ IT WAS a dismal procession. The

«@ body of the Nascaupee who had
died the night before lay lashed on a
stretcher made of spruce poles. The side
poles extended a foot or so at the corners,
forming handles.

Between the front handles stalked the
Factor. Louis bore the rear. The Chaplain
walked beside, steadying the burden.

They stumbled down the snowy rocks of
the lake shore to. the first empty cache.
This had become the burial place. Graves
could not be dug in the frost, and bodies
left unprotected would be preyed upon by
roaming packs of starving wolves.

As the men deposited their load by the
cairn of stones and rolled aside the weighty
boulder that closed its mouth, the irony of
circumstance cut home to their hearts.
The very cache which should have held the
Nascaupees’ meat held the ones who had
died for lack of that meat.

It was the eternal cycle of things, and
Chaplain Newell’s words but echoed that
eternal cycle:

“Ashes to ashes; dust to dust!”

The Labrador wind howled along the
Barrens, and the Arctic cold ran like a
knife about their scalps when they shoved
back the parka hoods and bared their
heads an instant.

“Ashes to ashes; dust to dust!”

From the Chaplain’s hand powdery snow
rattled like dust upon the long, frozen
bundle, lashed in a blanket, which they
thrust into the primitive vault beside other
long, frozen bundles, lashed in blankets.

The hollow thud of the boulder rolled
to was the only sound to break the still-
ness.

In silence they plodded back.

CHAPTER XIX
ECHOES OF MONROE’S DAY

S THEY warmed themselves in the

partitioned end of the tent, the three
men were interrupted by the Surgeon’s
entrance.

His face was grim. “Ayume—" he
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began, and stopped, for Chaplain Newell,
understanding, rose at once.

“She wants you, too, Ivan,” Ballard ex-
plained. “And you, Lavergne! She calls
for you continually.”

Louis hesitated. All the intense loathing
in which he held her rushed upon him, but
the Factor plucked his sleeve.

“Come, man,” he importuned. “If
nothing else, it is a dying woman’s wish.”

So Louis reluctantly followed him.

They went down between the rows of
pallets on which lay wrecks of strong hunt-
ers, ghosts of stout squaws, wraiths of fat
papooses, till they came to the end.

There rested what was left of Ayume.
Only a withered crone, a hundred or more
years old, was the Nascaupee belle who
had seen her luscious prime when Seton
Channing, senior, built his post on Whale
River.

Her bleared, faded eyes lighted at sight
of them. Her face, that looked like nothing
so much as a blackened skull, broadened
into what was, to her, a smile of thankful-
ness, to them a hideous grin.

“Want um bag,” she clucked, making
feeble gestures toward the corner of the
tent where a lot of Indian duffle was piled.

The Factor ferreted it out, a deerskin
bag in which she carried her belongings. He
untied the mouth, took the bag by the bot-
tom corners and shook forth the contents
on the pallet beside Ayume.

It was her dying whim, they thought, to
indicate what things, according to tribal
custom, she wished buried with her,

Yet she did not touch first the gaudy
trinkets beloved of the Nascaupee. She
touched a wad of dirty paper bound with
fibers of the caribou.

“Read um,” she commanded.
um to that Louis mans.”

The Factor tore off the fiber threads.
Lavergne was standing by his shoulder, and
when Ivan opened the wad, Louis at once
recognized the yellow paper as that torn
from a fur post’s ledger. Three or four out-
side sheets, blank and rotten with age,
came away. Then the inside page with
writing appeared.

HE READ the words, “birth certifi-
cate,” scrawled across the top in
blurred letters.

Below, in smaller letters but still blurred,
Lavergne read:

“Give

e
N

WHALE RIVER, August 9th, 18—,

Born to the wife of Seton Channing, two sons
(to be named Seton and Arnold).
* Signed: .
CampioN RUTHVEN,
Surgeon United Fur Company’s ship Forture.

On paper Louis read it, and the Factor
read it aloud to him, and yet he did not
catch its significance.

But Ayume with her hideous grin croaked
up: “‘Sure um right. Strong mans at Whale
River—what you say?—love on me. No
will marry me. Got wife in um Post. Wife
have two papooses when um Fort burn.
Ayume stole um one white papoose. Should
um been her papoose.”

She gasped over the last word, fell back
from the position in which she was propped,
and shivered in a deathly convulsion.

Lavergne whirled, as a dazed person,
upon Ivan. ‘“Does she mean——? Does
she mean——7>?”’

“Mean, man? She stole you, one of twin
children! You’re white, Louis. And the
man you judged is your own brother!”

CHAPTER XX
THE STRAIN OF WHITE

“ HITE! White!” was the song that

rang in Lavergne’s ears as he stum-
bled away from the couch of death, away
from the sinking Ayume, over whom bent
Ballard, Newell, and the Factor, He saw
them faintly in low relief, but concrete
images, the high lights and shadows, were
wasted on him,

His feet moved without volition, im-
pelled by a force within that was stronger
than the will or the heart, and he passed
blindly into the partitioned end of the tent.

There he groped among the dunnage for
his outfit of the trails.

“The man you judged is your own
brother!”

The Factor’s words would not leave him.
They grew in force, constraining him to ac-
tion. Impatiently he rummaged his packs,
arranging food, ammunition, all the indis-
pensable things without which no man must
set foot on the shortest of Labrador jour-
neys.

“The man you judged is your own
brother!”

Lavergne had to undo that judgment.
For him there was no other course, Though
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a brother of his had been crimson with
crime, he could not be so judged by him.
And not to a woman and a Nascaupee
would he leave the finding of his brother.

As he arranged things, his shaken mind
gradually adjusted itself to a balance. He
had a status in the world after all. No
stain of birth now stood between him and
Winona. The thought filled Lavergne with
dizzy pride. No bastard white! No mon-
grel quarter breed! No Nascaupee whelp!
He was born with honor, of a white mother!

Up into his impressionistic mind flashed
the picture of her, leaning forth from her
couch in the turmoil that filled the natal
hour in the Whale River Post. He could see
her distinctly, as if he had known her in
life, leaning forth, demanding of Ruthven
that he should record the birth of her two
sons.

She knew not what calamity might come

to herself, to Ruthven, to every man, but

she was satisfied that Ivan Trevor made no
war on infants. They would be spared, and
they must not be spared to the curse of an
obscure birth. What, she realized from her
own birth and breeding in a social sphere,
was all in all to a white, the white should
have.

Therefore she insisted that Ruthven
record! And Ruthven tore the yellow
sheets from the Fur Post ledger and wrote
while the flames roared and the axes echoed
and the guns belched viciously over the

palisades.

@ her. In death he had never seen
her. Yet now could he see her as he

stood up, equipped for the trail. And he

visioned her face as the face of Winona, only

with the maturer light of motherhood

upon it.

Calm, soulful, pure, it lay a moment on
Lavergne’s mental horizon as a spotless
evening cloud lies in the golden west, and
he had a swift retrospect of the many things
he had missed in life.

Never had his childish eyes opened from
the cradle upon a white mother’s tender
face. Never had he essayed wonderful feats
under her proud eye, come at her call,
prayed at her knee, learned on her lap,
cried at her heart.

No home associations had ever blessed
him, no companionship, no aid or advice.
Love in these beautiful phases had never

IN LIFE Lavergne had never seen

come to him. From the first he was alone,
even as he was now setting foot alone on
the sledge trail left by Natua and Wi-
nona.

But with the crunch of his snowshoes on
that trail present realities returned.

Lavergne began to marshal his powers of
assault and resistance. His body assumed
the natural pose for speed, and he launched
himself swiftly forward.

Behind arose a shout from the tepees.

Lavergne did not pause, did not even
turn his head.

“Louis!” the great voice of the Factor
roared. ‘“Louis! Whereffer, in Heffen’s
sight, will you be going?”’

Louis could hear Ivan’s heavy, grunting
breaths and the pluff-pluff of his moccasins
in the snow as he ran after, vainly at-
tempting to catch up.

“He is mad,” Ivan wailed as he was left
far behind.

For, wise as he was, the Factor failed to
understand that it was Lavergne’s new-
found manhood which drove him across the
Barren Grounds.

CHAPTER XXI
THE LAND GOD GAVE TO CAIN

FOR a long time Lavergne traveled
without glancing round, running with
the easy hip lurch and long stride of the
northern tripper. Then, as he slowed to
breathe himself, he gazed back over his
shoulder. The Nascaupee encampment was
invisible.

Invisible, too, the ragged timber strip
which sheltered it!

Far as the eye could range, no standing
stick marred the illimitable, rolling sea of
snow. As the heaving ocean shuts out the
distant land, so the convolutions on the
crusted Barrens shut out the camps of men.
To the east, west, north, and south there
appeared only snow piled on snow, snow in
smooth plateaus, in low, wrinkled ridges, in
waves, folds, hummocks, in fantastic
shapes like unknown monsters. On and on
stretched the snow as if to infinitude, as if
there could be no other world but this
frozen world, no temperate grass lands to
t}l;e south or waving palms to the south of
that.

In the north was a purple line, hazy,
shifting, the lip of the tableland above the
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Kaniapiskau River. Any one but a North-
man would have taken it for blue clouds
banking on the horizon.

Raising but this deceptive landmark,
how well the Barrens deserved its name!
In it was no movement, sound, or life, ex-
cept that which came to it extraneously.
The snow fell upon it, the wind howled
over it, daring feet crossed it occasionally,
but organically it was dead. Its plane lay
relatively flat. "Its environment was flat
as a thread. The very sky itself was flat,
tilting like a lid.

In its vast loneliness, entirely without
contrast or detail, it seemed the dull, pulse-
less surface of a planet that has cooled.
All the evidence that life had existed here
centered in the sledge trail upon which Louis
planted his rackets.

Nor was that life very near to him.

Fast as he traveled, he knew that Natua
and Winona were going probably much
faster. He held no hope of overtaking them
while they drove the dogs, but when they
‘stopped to eat within reach of firewood on
the rim of the tableland and began casting
about for Channing’s trail, Louis planned
to come up with them.

He looked at the sun to gage the time,
but he could make nothing of it. Small as
an eye in the heavens it shone and seemed
to be smoked over by vapors drifting in the
upper air levels. One moment its light
pierced downward in a long shaft like the
ray of a burning-glass.

The next moment that shaft was filled
with dancing motes of snow, and the glare
was broken into minutest sparklings, asif
the sunlight burst to earth through a wide
filter.
like thrown sand. It came from afar, the
dampness squeezed out of it, compressed to
pellets by extreme frost, driven by the
force of some huge atmospheric disturbance
behind it.

B SO THAT was what the moaning,
knife-edged wind by the cairn at
*® Lake No-Lake meant! Louis must
then have been preoccupied, or he would
have read the signs. Even now, when he
knew for a certainty what was coming, he
tried to deceive himself. He tried to tell
himself that it was only a flurry.
Yet at the same time he knew he was
lying to his wilderness instinct. As the
caribou, nose to the wind, scents man,

The grains stung Lavergne’s face
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Lavergne, nose to the north, scented the
blizzard.

There was no use in turning back for
safety. The storm was swooping swiftly.
Lavergne could win only a mile or two before
the tumult leaped demonlike upon the
Barrens. ,

The sledge track filled with the swirling
snow. The wind began with terrific pressure
to lift Lavergne’s bending figure. Each
bellowing gust threw him back to the per-
pendicular, held him there, buffeted him
from side to side, and by a sudden with-
drawal of its strength almost pitched him
on his head.

Continually it charged and retired erratic-
ally, until at last it poured in a steady, ever
increasing blast, a perfect torrent of wind
whose only suggestion was greater fury be-
hind. -

The sun went out, clinching with the
storm giants which rioted across his zone,
and the ruthless feet of those giants made
all the Barrens smoke. Pallor, gloom, night,
fell over the world like three successive
blankets.

The distant loom of tableland was gone.
Gone the shining sea of white crust! The
sweat on Louis’s face was ice in a minute.
His moist clothes set hard as armor. He
clutched the strings of his parke hood and
drew the pucker tight, leaving only the
narrowest of slits for his eyes. Even then
he had to hold his fur-gantleted hand in
front of his eyes, for the blizzard’s breath
seared them like flame. Here and there he
staggered, seeing nothing, his hand raised,
his body bent double, boring drunkenly
about through the snow inferno.

The forty-pound pack upon his back, the
presence of which he scarcely felt before,
now tripled its weight. It lay like a load of
lead between his shoulders. The rifle, cased
against the Arctic climate, that he carried
in bis right hand dragged down like an iron
bar.

The unearthly tempest put such a pres-
sure upon things as bore them to the ground.
All outer space might have been a gigantic
funnel and all the winds of all the worlds
herded into it to blow upon him at the
funnel’s spout.

Crossing a plateau of iced rock, scoured
clean by the hurricane, Louis was knocked
off his feet and swept along its whole length
till he brought up with a shock against
a storm-hidden boulder at the farther end.



40

Dazed, he crawled round to its lec where
the drifts were piled ten feet high. This was
what he had been blindly groping for. Im-
mediately he burrowed like a woll-dog.

Numb, faint, sickened with the battle,
he managed to scrape a hale, confined as a
grave, in the snow beside the boulder. Into
it he plun"cd The packsack went under
his head. The blanket off the top of the
packsack was pulled over him. At once
the scurrying snow closed the mouth of his
burrow.

With the shutting out of the wind, the
temperature of his body rose somewhat. He
felt in the packsack and gorged himself on
caribou meat. For meat in his stomach and
snow shielding him constituted his only
means of resistance. The cold was frightful.
He felt that he was not in sub-Arctic or
Arctic cold, but upon the very spike of the
Pole.

During the first hour he thought vaguely
of Winona and Natua and of the man they
sought. After that he remembered nothing.
He didn’t think. He slipped into a cold
lethargy. This in itself was good. Had he
fancied himself warm, all would have been
ended.

But he remained cold as a corpse is cold.
He came near to the verge of freezing, yet
did not plunge over the edge of the abyss
into the balmy dreamland beneath.

Thus in a coma he lay till dawn.

CHAPTER XXII
THE TALE THE BACK TRAIL TOLD

AWAKENIN G was agony. At least
such muscular unlimbering as might
be termed awakening, for even in the deep-
est drowsiness of his comatose condition he
had not actually slept. Every movement
was torture. Minutes of severe straining
were necessary before he could move. The
orange light that filtered through his snow-
covering told him that a clear day had fol-
lowed the blizzard.

At first with feeble and then with grow-
ing strength Louis began to beat about to
free himself from the burrow. At last he
wriggled out. Renewed torture came as he
stood up and straightened his body. Each
limb had to be stretched, each joint oiled,
each muscle rubbed supple by the hands as
a child works loose the rusted mechanism
of a tin soldier.

Adventure

Once able to feel his feet under him again,
Lavergne knew they were not frozen. The
fur lining of the shoepacks had no doubt
been their salvation. He stamped round,
jumped in the air, and flailed his arms
across his breast.

The rush of the red blood to the surface
inflicted excruciating pain. It stabbed the
flesh like knives, but Louis persevered. He
ran in circles about the boulder. In half an
hour his frame was full of surging fire, real
fire that sprang from the furnace of his veins.

But he did not cease. He continued cir-
cling the rock, delving into his packsack for
meat. His breakfast finished, he seized his
rifle and ddrted off without giving the frost
a chance to destroy what only fierce per-
sistence had accomplished.

There was no track to follow. Louis
steered for the tableland’s lip. All morning
he trailed in the vivid sun glare across a
spotless cameo world carved in the matrix
of the North. And there in the first fringe
of timber he came upon the sledge furrow in
the snow.

Louis drew a breath of relief. Winona
and Natua had reached the spruce before
the blizzard and weathered it safely. They
were now bearing a few points to the west,
skirting the rim of the Barrens, evidently
searching for the lost man’s trail where he
should have sallied forth after the storm.

Swiftly Lavergne turned into the narrow,
packed trail, sprinting at top speed and
gazing keenly from the crest of every con-
volution to discern the traveling outfit
ahead. So intent was he upon this part of
the pursuit that he paid little heed to the
detail of the track in which he trod until a
snowshoe imprint in the side snow, where
the one who broke the trail for the dogs had
tripped and stepped wide to recover his
balance, riveted his attention.

He bent low and studied the shallow im-
pression. There was no mistaking it. Louis
saw, not the stamp of Natua’s or Winona's
egg-tail shoes, but that of the long-tail shoe
he himself had fashioned in the Autumn
camp by Limestone Fall.

Those shoes were upon the feet of Seton
Channing, and Channing was breaking
trail for the team Natua and Winona had
brought across the waste. Had they found
him already? Lavergne could see that no
one drove or ran behind the sledge. Were
Natua and Winona riding on it?

Louis kneeled and tested the track, The
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grooves made by the runners were not deep
enough for that. Nor was there visible
that outward slewing of the rear end of the
sled when ridden by any person. Also, the
dog train was not heading for Lake No-
Lake.

Suspicion seized Lavergne. How came
Channing to be driving the sledge alone?
Had he gained it by force? And where were
Winona and Natua?

e
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AT THE thought that Channing
might have harmed them, Louis
leaped swiftly on the back trail.
The back trail led off over a small ridge,
thrust like a sharp tongue into the Barrens.

On the farther slope he ran abruptly upon
the site of Channing’s last camp, a one-
night bivouac from the signs—the fresh
ashes, the fresh tent-flooring of lopped
boughs, the absence of a wood pile. Around
the camp ground Lavergne circled to where
the sledge track came in, and, following the
furrow with his eyes across the mile-wide
valley, he beheld Natua’s deerskin shelter
on the other side.

Shouting as he went, Louis dashed across,
and at the sound of a voice in the barren
stillness Winona and Natua sprang into
view from behind the deerskin.

“It’s Louis!” cried Winona, in wonder
and in alarm. “What brought you here?
Oh, something’s wrong! Some one’s dead!
I see death in your face. Louis—is it my
father?”

“No, nobody—except Ayume!” he pant-
ed. “But Channing! I read his trail. He
has your sled!” :

“Took um—we sleep,” whined Natua
excitedly. ‘“All um night we sit up. Feed
um fire. Day come—"' Natua let his head
fall forward— ‘““take um then. We wake—
gone!”

“Yes, the blizzard blotted out everything
round us on the tableland,” Winona ex-
plained, “but Natua was not at fault. He
steered blindly straight into the timber. So
blindly that we landed, without knowing it,
only a mile from Seton Channing.

“We made camp and kept on a huge fire.
He could not help but see the blaze. And,
what with the day’s fatigue and the night’s
watch, Natua and I were so tired that both
of us were drowsing at dawn when the
storm died. While we drowsed, he crept up
and made off with the dogs and sled.”

“Thinking he had caught me and given
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me the same medicine I gave him!” ex-
claimed Lavergne.

“Yes. He took our camp for yours. He
would think of no other near. But though
he doesn’t know it, he is welcome to the
sled. I am sure it will take him to Chimo.
As for ourselves, see, Natua has made a
toboggan to enable us to cross back to Lake

-No-Lake!”

WITH pride Natua exhibited a
toboggan manufactured from long,
flat, limber pieces of spruce, trimmed
to shape with his knife and tied with thongs
of deerskin cut from the tent flap. On the
toboggan he had bound a supply of spruce
wood that would burn for five or six hours.

“We snowshoe all um day,” elucidated
Natua. “Go till middle um night. Stop—
eat—enough fire till day come again. Use
um toboggan last. Factor’s girl she get
tired, Natua draw like wood. Come Lake
No-Lake that day.”

“Good!” nodded Louis. ‘“That’s the way
it’s done! But be careful, Natua. Use
your cunning every minute. Nothing by
any chance must happen to Winona.
Though you wore out your life on the Bar-
rens, she must safely reach the encamp-
ments.”’

“Um come Lake No-Lake all right,”
promised Natua, with stoic certitude.
“But,” he added, “Factor’s girl wrong
about um man. Him no come Chimo that
way!”

“I know that,” lamented Louis. ‘“And,
my Heaven, for you both to be so close to
him, for me to be so near at hand, and still
have him go on!”

“You came for him, then?” asked
Winona. “But why? What in the world
compelled your”

“This, Winona!” He handed her the
yellow ledger sheet Ayume had bequeathed
him,

“Two sons!” Winona read, wrestling with
bewilderment. ‘“And the other one?”

“Ayume stole.”

“Louis—you!”
itself in her eyes.
gift of God!”

“Yes, a gift,” he affirmed solemnly, turn-
ing again to the forward trail. “If I had
let things take their natural course, all I
had to do was to put out my hand for the gift.
But my fiery self must make a prize of it, a
prize to be bitterly won.”

Her very soul revealed
“White! Oh, what a
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“You meanP—but the thing’s impossible,
Louis!” she protested vehemently, darting
with hands outstretched to stay him. “It’s
madness! It’s suicide! He’s only breaking
trail till he gets up on the tableland. Then
he’ll ride. You’ll never catch him. Oh,
don’t you see? I can’t let you go!”

But, avoiding her grip, he sprang away
on the forward trail.

Winona ran after him a little way, even
as her father had done at Lake No-Lake,
but Lavergne’s speed was too great.

She dropped to her knees in the trail
with a cry of anguish that echoed weirdly in
the frosty calm.

“Louis—Louis!”’ she supplicated.

The plaint of her voice was like a knife in
his heart, but still he went on, his face the
face of a man who crosses the abyss between
heaven and hell.

CHAPTER XXIII
THE FORWARD TRAIL

HE arch-spirits of the wild must tell
each other of that agony. They
must whisper to each other—in the seething
snow, in the moaning breeze, in the rustling
Aurora—of that stalk, grim as Death, terri-
ble as hell. Across the snow-bound and, to
Channing, unrecognizable, Koksoak River,
Lavergne followed through the starving
days whose sunrises and sunsets were fan-
tastically one, through weird, glaring nights
with skies lit by burnished moon and sap-
phire stars, fired and cross-fired by the
Aurora’s flame.

To protect himself from the dreaded
snow blindness, Louis fashioned wooden
spectacles with slits in them for his eyes.
With the aid of these he stuck like a hound
to Channing’s trail, and like a hound he
read the tale it told.

On the plateau above the Koksoak a
bloody smudge showed where Channing
had killed his first dog and, endowed with a
new lease of life, pressed on past Nedluk
Lake to the Leaf River. In the country
north of the Leaf, where the sun failed and
the eternal Flaming Night came down, the
swerving of the track revealed. that Chan-
ning himself had seen that the compass line
he was running for Fort Chimo was wrong.

There arose no river bluffs, no coast con-
formation. Nothing met the eye but a mam-
moth tableland, monotonous in its unrelief,
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uncanny in its Arctic gloom, growing only
the foot-tall dwarf birch and the Lilliputian
willow, less than an inch in height, and
stretching into invisibility as if to eternity.

The roof of the world it was and not the
loom of Chimo that he sought. From the
ice-locked sounds of Hudson’s Bay to the
floe-choked inlets of Ungava Bay, the pla-
teau ran unbroken. Unmapped, untrodden,
bathed in the ghastly cold of interstellar
space, it seemed the parting-point of body
and soul.

And thence southward again, still stick-
ing to the trail, it was the soul and not the
body which upbore Lavergne. For he was
slowly starving, and vaguely he knew that
all the impressions given him about star-
vation were false. Although he had had no
food for three days, he did not get any hun-
grier. It seemed that he was as hungry as
he could get.

Moreover, he felt no pang and no stomach
discomfort. Only, he weakened gradually,
His body was a shell devoid of energy.
Sensations of unreality oppressed. This
realm through which he passed was like no
known realm. Always the same aspect of
things, the barren snows ripped up by the
thin thickets, the low ridges crowned by the
jugate silhouettes of the firs!

Always the same circle of fiendish frosts,
twilight days, molten nights! Always the
toil and the unrest! Spectral fears haunted
him, the intangible loom of danger, phan-
tasmagoric fancies which invested the life-
less landscape with leering demon faces.

The world was grandly, and existence
terribly, simplified. No emotions flowered
in the iron waste, and no disturbing outside
thoughts obsessed Lavergne. His mind was
a vacuum across which ran the thread-like
line of the trail.

Crawling on it back to Leaf River, he
found the stain of the second dog’s blood,
and down at Nedluk Lake were the marks
of a fight in the snow where the remaining.
dog had made a raid on the meat. Evi-
dently a successful raid, for the next day a
ruddy spot and the abandoned sledge and
outfit advertised the death of the raider.
Louis searched the outfit for a scrap of food.
He found none, but he took the dogwhip.
It was leather, and at the last it could be
chewed.

South of the Koksoak, Channing’s trail
ceased being run to compass, wound aimless-
ly east, west, north, south, circled foolishly,
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tied itself in a maze. Louis could not
understand till he’ saw Channing’s compass
itself in the snow. Thrown away! That
could mean only one thing—lost faith.

LOST faith! Lavergne knew it was
] a fearful affliction, worse than sear-
% ing frost, foodless Barrens, mad
mirages. For faith in the magnetic needle
dies in the Northman as faith in God-dies
in the Christian soul. Here in the middle
of the Barrens, not fifteen miles from Lake
No-Lake, Channing had cast away his
means of salvation. He had reached that
condition of huge unbelief in the pointing
finger of steel, the inevitable condition into
which every lost man degenerates if he be
long enough lost.

East on the Barren Grounds the trail
turned, and Louis weakly cursed at the
irony of the thing. He fretted and raved
over it. Why could not Channing by
ichance, since he journeyed wholly by
chance, point straight to the south toward
Lake No-Lake? He asked himself the ques-
tion a thousand times and a thousand times
in a fury demanded of himself the answer.

But there was no answer, and like the
steady dropping of the barometer before a
terrific change his spirit went down. It
settled in that depression which is recon-
ciliation to the inevitable. With the de-
pression of the spirit the waning of the
bodily powers kept pace. Toward noon of
that day on the Barrens, Lavergne was ap-
proaching the limit there is to all physical
and mental exertion. Night found him
very close to it.

Up in the jumble of frozen lakes that
straggle far beyond the headwaters of
High-fall Creek, the resistance to be over-
come proved greater than the power that
propelled. Louis fell repeatedly, rose re-
peatedly, and at last futilely struggled to
rise. He still clung to the dogwhip, taken
from Channing’s abandoned outfit, and in
despair he chewed upon the thing to revive
the shadow of vigor. But it was tough and
frozen solid. He could derive not the
semblance of nutriment. With a sigh he
gave up the task and lay inert.

Overhead, palpitant with life, the Aurora
played upon his prostrate form. He lay
beneath its blazing radiance, waiting for
Death, and to his ears there seemed to
come the crunch, crunch of Death’s snow-
shoes in the wind.
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CHAPTER XXIV
THE PULSE PRIMORDIAL

LAVERGNE raised his eyes to greet a
fantom, but across the foreground
of his vision there plunged a real man.
Bulking hugely against the flaming sky, he
came boring on in a swirl of snow, bending
forward as if mania-ridden.

He swung his head from side to side like a
beast. Inhuman snarls fell from his lips. At
every stride he thrust his jaw toward the
north, seeming to project his whole being
into the effort at finding his way.

At first Louis merely sensed the man’s
coming, viewing him in a detached manner
and failing to understand who he was. But
the mad impetus of his approach was the
shock that stirred Lavergne from his
apathy. .

As the charging night wird blows flame
from the camp coals seemingly dead, so the
stimulus of the man’s advance kindled
Louis’s dormant senses. He stared at him
with clearing sight and conceived the image
before him, the tall, strong figure of Chan-
ning, the frost-blackened face, the sightless
eyes.

Snow blind! Louis might have known it
from the first. Why else the twistings, cir-
clings, doublings of the trail? Why else the
throwing away of the compass? He hadn’t
lost faith in it, after all, but it was of no use
when he could not read the dial. Now
utterly bewildered, walking in darkness
though the world that was an inferno of
crimson light, Channing, who had unknow-
ingly fled from Lavergne so long, was at
last, and still unknowingly, trailing to him,

While Louis stared, fascinated, Channing
passed within a yard. Crouched upon the
snow, Louis felt that the other must see
him. But the head only swung from side to
side without showing recognition. The
creaking snowshoes skimmed the drifts
without halt.

Lavergne’s hand went out to stop him,
but Channing was beyond reach. Lavergne
willed to cry aloud to him, but he could not
speak. All he could utter was a groan as he
rolled over and crept to his knees. With a
great agony he got to his feet, propping
himself by stabbing the butt of the dog-
whip into the crust, and shrieking ‘at the
pain of his endeavor.

Like a flash the shriek turned Channing.
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Now, too, he sensed his enemy. He rushed
in the direction of the sound.

At his rushe the primeval instinct of self-
preservation, which fights while a breath
can be drawn or a muscle moved, leaped
triumphant in Lavergne. It was the
strength that flung back his arm, shot the
arm forward, and slashed the whip full in
Channing’s face. It was the power that
staggered and broke Channing’s rush from
the front, turned it to the side, and stalled
it off until he was bloody, breathless, and
whining.

% AT BAY Channing stood like a re-

bellious husky, snarling in the

** husky’s voice. It was the only
voice possible. His lips and tongue wére
swollen from snow-eating to thrice their
normal size, The lips were bleached with
frost till they seemed afoam. His tongue
lolled like a dog’s from his gaping mouth.

Like a half conquered dog he paused,
uncertain whether to attack again. Louis
scized that moment of uncertainty to bend
it to his benefit. The whip cracked. The
lash stung bitterly.

The beaten man turned tail and retreated
a few steps. He faced south as he did so,
and the single movement fired Lavergne
with inspiration.

Could he make Channing repeat that

- movement, repeat it indefinitely?

Due south and about fifteen miles away
lay Lake No-Lake. Could a man be driven
to it like a dog? There was no other way.
Could he yet win success from failure?

The very thought resurrected, recreated!
There was power still in his muscles. There
was marrow still in his bones. And, if
bones, muscles, heart, and entire body
failed, Louis swore he would still succeed.
He might burn up the residue of his soul on
the altar of his will, but he would arrive.

CHAPTER XXV
PRIMAL MAN

LAVERGNE was in no wise fully con-
scious of the phases and details of that
passage. He had the impression of the
seemingly eternal traverse -only in its for-
midable entirety. He knew that the fifteen
miles to the spruce trees on Lake No-Lake
were fifteen brutal miles.

Each separate mile of the fifteen was
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marked with shreds of Channing’s garments
and clots of Channing’s blood. Louis
flayed him to prevent him from turning.
He flayed him to keep him going to the
goal. The demon within Lavergne fought
to keep the mastery already gained.

Slashing, falling, and rising to slash again,
Louis went on and on through the eeriness
of the Barren Grounds. There echoed in
the wilderness no man-made sound except
the rasp of their breathing, the shuffle of
their snowshoes, the whip’s pistol-like
report, and Channing’s snarling when the
lash bit home.

Onward they lurched over the fantastic
hummocks, over the wine-stained wind-
rows, on under shawm-voiced winds, under
the barbaric revel of the painted Aurora.

Continually on their left loomed a mock-
ing mirage, the inverted picture of four men
driving two dog trains across the carmine
sky. If Louis for a second lifted his gaze
from Channing, he invariably stared at the
image in the clouds full of its own peculiar
wonder and significance.

Where was the original of the reflection?

At Fort Chimo? At Whale River?
Nichikun Lake? Northwest River Post?
Or might it be a party on trail? Lavergne
had no means of knowing. He swung the
whip and crawled on, striving to cast the
mirage out of his mind. Still it persisted in
spite of his efforts at destruction.

He might as well have attempted to de-
stroy the wild, weird mystery of the Bar-
rens, the endless snows, the Flaming Night
itself. With these, the mirage was part of
the spell that wrapped them around as they
forged over the waste to the first purple
shadows of the spruce.

Through the fringe of green and on up
the shore of Lake No-Lake they staggered.
Lavergne’s face was raw-red with the sear-
ing frost. His head reeled, and his limbs
shook as if with palsy.

Yet he was still the master. The flaming
spirit of him drove the strong man like a
dog. For Channing, unlike Lavergne, had
gone full of meat to the end. Trusting to
reach safety before the huskies were done,
he was still powerful for a final launching

‘of his blind self through bewilderment.

[ FROM some stages of snow blind-
ness there is recovery, but Louis

knew that for Channing there was
none. The intense sun glare, snow glitter,
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and Aurora blaze had all combined to in-
flame his eyes for so long a period that
the optic nerves were injured beyond re-
pair.
And Channing was otherwise changed.
As surely and as ruthlessly as the broad-ax
shapes the log, the North had shaped him.
It had chipped away the veneer and ex-
posed the true inner being stark naked.
With heavy, clean, deft strokes the North
had shorn him of lies and hypocrisies, of
wiles and juggleries.

Thus it was not Seton Channing the
polished Southerner whom Lavergne drove
forward to the Nascaupee encampment.
It was the real man under the polish,
a blind man who craved fire and roof
and food and blanket. It was a man
shaken by the application of the North-
ern _laws to the foundations of his
soul.

The crimson Aurora outlined the tepees
before them. The circle was broken, nearly
depleted. Louis looked through many bare
poles. He wondered at this, but when he
saw a large pot boiling over a fire, he under-

_ stood.

Those who had fought the fight of sur-
vival here among the most primeval tribe
on the continent were, like the two who had
come across the Barrens, at the last grim
extremity. They had stripped the deerskin
coverings from the tepees of the dead to
boil into soup.

The beat of the fire after the frost struck
like a furnace blast. Lavergne reached a
hand to Channing’s shoulder and shoved
him around the blaze toward the big tent’s
door.

Channing stumbled upon a spruce limb
near the flap and fell headlong in the tepee
entrance, almost landing upon Winona, who
appeared with the suddenness of an appari-
tion, coming out with a pail to the big
pot. :
She gave a little scream of fright. Chan-
ning seemed to know her voice. He got up,

- searching her out with his blind eyes, and
started toward her.

Winona took one terrified look at the real
Channing, fled under Lavergne’s protecting
whip, and clung to him there. -

“Louis—Louis!”’ she cried.

Her tone and touch told him many
things.

To primal man at last turned his primal
mate.
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CHAPTER XXVI
THE FACE OF THE MIRAGE

AS HE lay exhausted on one of the rab-
bitskin couches near the door, a faint
crackling like the distant snapping of whips
rang in Lavergne’s seething ears. It
sounded and died before Ballard and the
Factor, emaciated shadows of their former
selves, came to give him the last drops of
stimulant in the Surgeon’s case.

“It is fair dementing to think of it,
Louis!” wailed Ivan. “To bring a lost man
back in the starvation hour!”

“Eh?” Lavergne roused under the stimu-
lant. “No such hour! Listen! There are
the whips!” The crackling came once more.

“It is the fire you are hearing, man,” de-
clared the Factor.

“It is food, I say,” persisted Louis.

He had heard the crack of a dogwhip too
often in the drive across the Barrens to mis-
take it for anything else. But Ivan Trevor
looked at Ballard and made a motion as of
a hand brushing away a fly from his fore-
head. Lavergne understood.

“I'm not mad,” he told them. “You'll
see. I saw them last night in a mirage.
Four men with two dog trains!’

In a sort of despair the Factor shot at the
Surgeon a glance which embodied the un-
made motion. .

Louis’ anger flared weakly. “All right!”’
he exclaimed petulantly. “Look and see
for yourself!”

He motioned toward the doorway as the
crackling became louder, and to humor him
Ivan pulled the flap aside.

Loping up the shore appeared the figures
in Lavergne’s mirage—ifour men driving
two teams of dogs.

“’Fore Heffen, a miracle!” cried the
Factor, as a man with the stamp of the
sea upon him and three of Sachelle’s Fort
runners swung up.

“Miracle?” laughed the man with the
stamp of the sea upon him. ‘Not a bit of
it! Not even chance work! Are you the
Factor? I'm Captain Henshaw of the
Government ship Curlew. 1 didn’t fancy
putting her through the Spring ice pack to
meet Seton Channing, so I came up late in
the Fall and wintered her at the Fort.

“‘Channing hadn’t reached Chimo accord-
ing to schedule. It was my business to find
out why. Your chief trader said you were
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meeting him and would have him winter
here with you at Lake No-Lake, so I came
on to see him on some Government business.

“There is a little work on the coast north
of the Koksoak that was overlooked. , I
judged he would be able to do it before the
Winter ends and be ready to go south in
the Spring. I suppose he’s well?”

Ivan, knowing that Henshaw lied, looked
at him long. “Channing is far from well,”
he answered abruptly. ‘“He has had a judg-
ment. Not my judgment, you’ll mind, but
a greater! Captain Henshaw, he will be
going south with you in the Spring, but he
will neffer be casting eyes on the South.”

“Eh? What do you mean? Is anything
wrong? By Jove, now when I look at you,
you seem sick yourself! You're pale.
You’re a wreck. What in—"

“He starves!”’ the Surgeon roared at him. -
“The whole camp starves!”
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“Starves!” echoed Henshaw. He jumped
for the food packs on the sledges.

“Hold, man, one minute!” old Ivan
parleyed. “I will be letting you know you
are not sharing with us as a friend but as an
enemy. The Curlew is no Government ship.
She is an Arctic Fur ship. And you are
Arctic Fur men.

“But. that is not mattering. Your plan
is spoiled, thanks to Louis Lavergne, with
all his flaming spirit and his thunder-and-
lightning ways, who—"’ flashing a quizzical
smile aside at Louis—‘“was quitting the
Company a short while back, but who, I am
thinking, is in its service stilll

“So we will be eating your food as an
enemy and traveling to Fort Chimo with
you as an enemy.

“And there we will be having the
pleasure of bidding you go to the teffle.
To the tefile, Captain Henshaw!”

JA

Cheste

HE fatal fifth inning was over
and nine stalwarts of the Home
Club were trotting in from the

fray rather disconsolately. The
Visitors had scored a run—the only run
made in this game so far. Moreover, they
had made the run on two errors and a sac-
rifice. The Visitors had registered no hits.

£

KRABBIT HOBBES
ATale of the

Diamond
T. Crowell

That was what made the run so unfor-
tunate.

Hogan of the Visitors, who was “going
good,” had allowed but one hit—and that
was regarded as anaccident. Jackrabbit
Hobbes of the Home Club had chased a
high-put curve half way down to first base
and by superhuman effort poled it with
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the end of his stick. It dropped safely be-
hind the short stop and went for a single.
QOutside of that not a hit had been made,
and Jackrabbit had “died” on second.
Cheers of loyal fans greeted the players
as they neared the grand stand. There

may be more noise at Shibe Park or the.

Polo Grounds when a pennant hangs in the
balance, but there could not be more racket
per capiia than is spilled over the gonfalon
of the Texas League. -

The grand stand was looking Hobbes over
rather critically as he trotted in. He didn’t
look very good in spite of his hit. This was
his first game with the mighty and illustri-
ous Home Club. It was his first appearance
in any except sand lot baseball. He was
fresh from the brushwood of Southwest
Texas—Pearsall, to be exact—and sporting
editors said he still wore cockle burs in his
hair. One season in the Texas League had
discovered him,

Hobbes had such slender legs that. it
seemed remarkable that they supported
him. Abe Lincoln once remarked that a
man’s legs should be just long enough to
reach from his stomach to the ground.
Jackrabbit Hobbes’s legs seemed to do more
than that. Manager Halloran said they
seemed to reach from his fifth rib to the
ground.

He didn’t handle them especially well,
either. They looked floppy, as if there
would be plenty of opportunity for a ball
to go between them, or they might get
crossed and cause their owner to alight on
his left ear.

The nine stalwarts of the Home Club took
it for granted that Hobbes was called Jack-
rabbit because his hind legs were so long.
As a matter of fact, he was called Jackrabbit
because the boys around Pearsall declared
he could run a rabbit to death. And
stranger things have been.

With perspiration streaming off his nose
and chin, Hobbes trotted from left field.
The grand stand looked on, undecided, but
impressed unfavorably. Apparently this
man had no waist, but his shoulder muscles
bulged like those of a wrestler. He looked
almost as if a puff of wind had gotten into
his shirt. And his head seemed to come out
of the middle of his chest with a ridiculous
tilt forward. It wasn’t placed on top of
him at all; consequently he looked round-
shouldered.

The Italian skies of Texas had not beam-
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ed on Jackrabbit Hobbes twenty-four years
to no purpose, however, and with a hit to
his credit on one time up he felt jubilant.
The grand stand did not trouble him. An
excess of animal spirits prompted him to
look with amusement on Kibler, the dim-
inutive third baseman, who was wobbling
in ahead of him, going toward the ice water
keg.

Kibler was what a chauffeur would call
low-geared. That is to say, his legs did not
have to reach far to cover the distance from
his stomach to the ground, and the legs
were as big around at the ankle as the calf.
Kibler was a little lump of muscle and
energy. Suiting-the action to a suggestion
that had come into his mind from nowhere,
Jackrabbit Hobbes bounded with the speed
of a deer across half of the diamond and
jumped clear over Kibler, alighting grace-
fully. The «action had all the charming
abandon of a calf romping over the barn-
yard.

That settled it with the grand stand.
Jackrabbit Hobbes was accepted right then.
For all future time he was of the elect. He
never suspected it, but that bit of playful-
ness kept him on the team when there were
reasons for releasing him. He had made
good with the fans; and a player who is in
solid with the bleachers can always count on
a big item in the credit side of his baseball
ledger.

AMONG those who saw and ad-

mired this feat was Baby Myrtle,

who was cashier for Henry, the soda
pop man under the grand stand. Baby
Myrtle was ten years old. Her earliest rec-
ollections were associated with baseball,
While she had never dared speak to a play-
er, she loved to be near them during the
fleeting moments when they passed by on
the blessed afternoons when the Home Club
was at home. Baby Myrtle thought it was
very kind of the players to come down from
Olympus and smile upon the . multitude.
But she had not left her cash register to
see the players especially just then. She

had gone to see daddy make his announce-

ment.

Daddy was known as Pap Mullins to fans
and players. He had been a famous pitcher
in the early days of the national game when
bets ran high. It was on the occasion when
his airtight twirling brought victory to his
team that frenzied fans for whom he had
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won money picked him up bodily and car-
ried him on their shoulders to the nearest
barroom.

Pap Mullins’s triumph was also his Wa-
terloo. Electric fans had just been intro-
duced and like a great many other new
things were to be seen first in saloons. A
fan blade struck Pap Mullins behind the
ear. When he came out of the hospital he
was afflicted with periods of lost memory
and other peculiarities that unfitted him
for the pitcher’s mound.

But, like the artist, he could not leave
the sacred haunts, so Pap took care of the
grounds now and announced to-morrow’s
game through a megaphone after each fifth
inning. As uniform for this service he wore
a white suit and a white cap with a shiny
black vizor.

Baby Myrtle thought it one of the most
imposing and dramatic sights in all the an-
nals of men when the players delayed the
game a few seconds, the grand stand thou-
sands hushed their chatter, and daddy shout-
ed like a master of destiny his prediction of
to-morrow’s clash between the Olympians.
Baby Myrtle never missed this feature of
the game.

“Game called to-mor-row at four
o’clock,” he was shouting laboriously, using
all the air in his lungs on each syllable.

Baby Myrtle’s little lungs filled and her
breast swelled with pride.

“If I could just be a man when I grow
up,” she was thinking, “and be a baseball
player!” Nor had she abandoned hope that
this might be.

Pap Mullins made his announcement first
to the left field bleachers, then to the grand
stand, and finally to the right field bleach-
ers. As he left the home plate going toward
the right field bleachers the visiting Club
pranced out upon the field and a Home
Club batter came to the plate.

“Game called to - mor -row,” Pap was
shouting when the first ball was thrown.
The batter bent his entire weight and
strength against the swing and met the ball
on the nose. But it was one of those de-
ceptive out curves and the line drive trav-
eled like a bullet toward the right field
bleachers.

“At four o’clock,” Pap Mullins had just
said, when the ball struck him on the back
of the head. Baby Myrtle gasped, but she
knew that if there is one thing more than
any other that baseball players and all
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other real heroes dislike under such circum-
stances it is to bave anything feminine fuss-
ing around. She stood in the grand stand
aisle until Jackrabbit Hobbes gathered up
the prostrate form and bore it to the club-
house. Then, as she simply had to cry, she
went back behind her cash register to com-
plete the ordeal unobserved. She was not
only sorry for daddy, but the crowd had
laughed when he was hit. Having no op-
portunity to ask, she did not know until
that evening that daddy was dead. Neither
did the fans. The game went on as it al-
ways does.

“NO RUNS, no hits,” was the way
the summary of the last half of the
fifth inning read in the Evening Her-
ald. ‘Their time at bat ended, the Home
Club went to the defense for the sixth in-
ning. The third man was retired when the
Visitors had two men on bases. It was a
long, hard sixth inning and the Home Club
came in discouraged because they feared
they could not hit.

That one run on the scoreboard looked
like a mountain. Jackrabbit Hobbes was
first up, with the catcher and pitcher fol-
lowing. But Hobbes was jubilant. He sup-
posed every one was, since the Visitors had
not been able to score their two men on
bases. He marched to the plate with his
heaviest bat and a light heart.

The pitcher had noticed his apparent
willingness to strike at anything and meant
to have fun with him this time. The first
ball thrown was a high, wide outcurve; but
it broke too carly, and Jackrabbit Hobbes
let it get away from him for no other reason
than that he couldn’t get to it. When it
smacked in the catcher’s mit he stepped
back off the plate. He had advanced three
feet hoping to hit what any one could see
was a bad one.

Manager Halloran on the bench sup-
pressed a groan by picking up a handful of
sand and letting it slip slowly through his
fingers. A titter of laughter swept over the
grand stand, but it was not unfriendly. The
fans like to see a batter hit at the ball even
if he strikes out.

The pitcher went through his contortions
again and delivered a high, straight ball
that had the speed of lightning. It was just
about as high as Jackrabbit Hobbes’ head
and uncomfortably close. Hobbes stepped
back and with an apparently clumsy motion
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gave a short-arm jab that looked like an
effort to hit himself on the ear. When the
surprise was over Hobbes was half way to
second base and the center fielder was chas-
ing a line drive that had passed over sec-
ond base at an altitude of four feet. Hobbes
slid into the bag and a second behind him
came the ball.

The grand stand was wild. It looked as
if the score could surely be tied this time,
even if the hit had been an accident. The
signal was for the catcher to bupst and get
Jackrabbit Hobbes to third. Hobbes took
a good lead and when he saw the bat ex-
tended started for third. The umpire roared,
“Strike u-un,” and Hobbes was nearly
thrown out at second before he could re-
turn.

The next attempt was a foul. Hit and
run was the signal, with two strikes on the
batter. Hobbes took a good lead and start-
ed when the pitcher ‘“wound up.” “Strike
thruh,” he heard the umpire roar, and a
second later he and the third baseman had
made an embroidery pattern of their four
legs. The ball was on the ground. It had
been stopped, but Hobbes was safe. A sac-
rifice fly would do the work.

“Give us a pinch hitter,” the grand stand
howled, when the pitcher came to bat.
Manager Halloran had pondered that very
proposition, however, and decided that a
man who was pitching a no-hit game could

-not be taken out in the sixth inning with
only one run on the wrong side of the score
sheet. Moreover, the pitcher might de-
liver a sacrifice fly.

The suspense was not long to be endured.
The pitcher hit the first ball thrown and the
second base garnered in what had been
meant for the needed sacrifice fly. Thus it
is that the best-laid plans go wrong and the
grand stand is filled with men who know
more baseball than the manager.

The next batter up struck out and Jack-
rabbit Hobbes trotted out to his position
in the field, wondering why the other fel-
lows couldn’t hit when nearly every ball
thrown was in easier reach than those he
tackled.

No runs were made by either side until
the ninth inning, when Jackrabbit Hobbes
was to be the first batter up.

“Listen to me,” growled Halloran, as the
lanky Texan picked up his bat. “Use your
head this time. You’ve got the eye all
right, but wait him out. Here I've been
4
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training you a month and you go right in
and hit like you did the first time I ever
saw you. Make him put ’em over. Wait
him out. He’ll give you a base on balls
this time trying to make you fish at bad

ones. You can’t get off with that horse-
shoe stuff forever. Show him you ain’t a
boob.”

“Say, Hobbes,” called Kibler, “can you
swim?”’

“No,” admitted the lanky outfielder,
puzzled.

“Then you better let those wide ones
alone. That boy is trying to make you
chase one into the water barrel and drown
you.”

These few words sent Jackrabbit Hobbes
to the plate with a cotton string where his
backbone had been. Instead of being a
hero he realized with a bump that he was a
joke in spite of his two hits. No wonder
baseball players frequently refer to this sort
of conversation as dynamite.

The first ball thrown was a high out-
curve just where Hobbes liked to walk into
them, but he let it pass and was rewarded
by hearing the umpire call, “Ball uv-un.”
The second one was in the same place.
Jackrabbit Hobbes’ mouth watered as he
noted the delicious curve, just the kind he
liked to reach up and slam.

“Ball tuh,” growled the umpire.

“Slam one,” shouted a fat man in the
grand stand.

“Aw, say, bo, give us another hit,” plead-
ed a ragged juvenile rooter.

“If that child gets peeved and musses up
one of them wild pitches,” a confident
young floorwalker was saying to the banker
beside him, ““those guys in the garden’ll wish
they had motorcycles.”

The next one came like a shot from a
gun straight at Jackrabbit Hobbes’ head.
It was the sort he liked to poke his bat
at and drop behind second base, but he
had orders from the Czar, so he let it
pass.

“Ball thruh,” came from the nether
depths of the umpire’s stomach. Three
balls and no strikes! The rooters saw their
duty and decided to perform it. Pop bot-
tles and heels were slammed -against the
long-suffering timbers of the grand stand,
while others donated the right to speak
above a whisper on the morrow in order to
rattle the pitcher to-day.

Amid the din the pitcher delivered a
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throw that split the plate. Only the lifting
of the umpire’s right hand told that it was
a strike, for the volume of sound from the
grand stand and bleachers was terrific. Un-
ruffled by the efforts of his would-be tor-
mentors, the pitcher shot another straight
one across the plate. The situation was
now too tense for noise. Men pushed their
finger nails into the palms of their hands
while the pitcher wound up. The silence
was that of a cavern as the ball left his
hand.

Jackrabbit Hobbes wanted to step back
and knock the cover off it because it was
aimed to pass within an inch of his stom-
ach, but his instructions were to get a base
on balls. So he held his bat loosely in his
fingers. When not more than three feet
from him the ball dodged with fiendish sud-
denness at least a foot out and cut across
the inside corner. Jackrabbit Hobbes had
struck out.

“Why didn’t you mallerate that last
one? It split the pan,” remarked Hal-
oran.

“It had loco weed on it,” replied Hobbes.
“The way to get a hit off that hombre is to
put your brand on one of his cripples.
When they go over the pan they’re bound
straight through for the catcher.”

“That’ll be enough out of you,” growled
the manager.

“T’ll keep him on the bench for a month
or two,” Halloran told the sporting editor
of the Herald that evening. ‘“He’s fine raw
material and with training he’ll make a
great hitter.”

@ THE Home Club left next day for

its long mid-season trip. One month

on the road, and the Club must win
more than half its games to hold even third
place! Second place which it now held was
conceded as an unavoidable loss on such a
long trip. But the team in first place also
had a long trip ahead and could not in-
crease its lead enough to cinch the pennant.
The fans who work with pencils on the
backs of business letters figured it out that
the Home Club would return in third place,
the League leaders would be in second place,
and the team then in third place would be
on top. All three percentages would be
about the same and the last month of the
season would decide which of the three
teams would be on top on the last
day.

%} FORTUNATELY for the human
& race, grief is an unnatural creation

of the mind, as is proved by the
fact that it abides the shortest time with'
children. Baby Myrtle’s return to her nat-
ural interest in life came two weeks later,
when she began reading again the news of
the Home Club in the pink section of the
Herald.

“How times have changed,” was the
meaning of the sigh that escaped her baby
lips when she learned that Jackrabbit Hob-
bes had been warming a bench for two
weeks without so much as a chance to try
out. During the next two weeks Baby
Myrtle noted that Jackrabbit Hobbes had
been sent in several times as pinch hitter,
but failed to deliver a hit, usuaily because
he struck out. Baby Myrtle pondered this
frequently, because the weak spots on the
team were her special care. Being very
much a little woman, she had to have some-
thing to worry about.

She discussed the matter with Henry, the
soda pop man, who had taken her into his
household of six children. But Henry, after
the death of her father, lacked artistic tem-
perament. He yearned only for the return
of the team and greater consumption of
soda pop. There were times when Baby
Myrtle almost lost all patience with Henry
because he seemed unable to think of any-
thing but food for those six kids—as if they
wouldn’t be just as happy hungry if the
Home Club were winning.

Whenever any one did mention Jackrab-
bit Hobbes it was to reflect the sentiments
of Halloran. Perhaps it was the thought
that Jackrabbit Hobbes was not quite so
great as the other great men of the Home
Club that put into Baby Myrtle’s mind the
daring to love him. Other American wom-
en have coveted crippled royalty. Any-
way, she was that bold and looked first of
all for his record in the box score of the
game of the day before. Most of the time,
however, he had no record.

The fans guessed nearly right about what
the three leading teams would do on their
trips. The return home found the Home
Club in fourth place, with first and second
and third within reach. This fact, however,
brought little joy to Jackrabbit Hobbes on
the bench. He would have been the gainer
were there more defeats or even a man out
of the line-up.

On the first day at home Hobbes stopped



Jackrabbit Hobbes 5I

at Henry’s soda pop stand to get a cigar
and actually leaned on Baby Myrtle’s cash
register. For a second she wondered if he
had read her secret and was about to speak
to her. If any such thing happened she
was sure it would prove fatal, for already
her heart was thumping away at a tre-
mendous pace. But he didn’t.

“Guess I'll be driving an ice wagon soon,”
said Hobbes to the man with whom he had
been talking. He was evidently making no
secret of his disappointment. Baby Myrtle
yearned to cheer him up. He looked so
blue, and daddy had always said a man
simply couldn’t hit “when he had his tail
between his legs.”

After the game that evening when she
.had returned to the home of Henry the
soda pop man, she gathered together her
courage and lifted the telephone receiver.
Hadn’t she heard other young women talk
under similar circumstances? Very well; he
needn’t know she was a baby. Why, wom-
en had even called daddy over the tele-
phone when they might have known he was
married and had a baby girl.

“Is this Mr. Hobbes?” cooed Baby
Myrtle when a gruff, “Hullo,” told her she
had the right number.

“Yes.”

“Oh, Mr. Hobbes,” sighed Baby Myrtle,
“T hope you’ll excuse me, but I've wanted
to meet you ever so long. I think you're
just grand,” with the accent on the last
word.

“Who is this?”” demanded Hobbes, sus-
pecting his teammates of a prank.

“I can’t tell you,” protested Baby Myrtle,
‘assuming the voice of a young woman of
twenty.

“Why not?”’ demanded Hobbes, delight-
ed but doubtful.

“Well, you’d never like me after I acted
like this.”

“Oh, can that,” replied Jackrabbit Hob-
bes gallantly., “That’s all right. We
couldn’t meet any other way. Do you go
to the baseball games?”

“Every day,” answered Baby Myrtle. “I
wish you’d play oftener. I'd like it bet-
ter.”

“Say, where can I meet you?” asked
Hobbes, growing bolder.

“Oh, you just mustn’t meet me,” pro-
tested Baby Myrtle. “It can’t happen;
that’s why I'm calling you on the 'phone to
tell you how much I like you.”

“Why mustn’t I meet you?” persisted
Hobbes.

“Because my papa wouldn’t like it,” was
the undiplomatic reply.

“Who is your papa?”’ asked Hobbes,
growing artful in his determination to find
this unexcelled judge of men.

" “He’s a banker,” fibbed Baby Mjyrtle,
driven to the wall.

“Where do you sit at the games?” asked
Hobbes, taking a new tack.

“Why, Mr. Hobbes—"" wistfully and re-
provingly— ‘“‘you might as well ask me my
name. I'm going to ring off now, but I'll
call you some other time.”

“Wait a minute,” Hobbes was protesting,
when he heard the click of her receiver as
it fell into place.

Jackrabbit Hobbes stood there, holding
his own receiver and grinning in a manner
not unlike a ten-year-old’s until Central
brought him back to life with a vicious
buzz and told him to “hang up.” Then
the horrible thought that he ‘“had fallen for
it” if it should turn out a prank smote him,
and he went out to meet the other mem-
bers of the Home Club, determined to mur-
der the first man who ‘“made a crack.”

Whatever hope of beauty Jackrabbit
Hobbes might have had was ruined long
ago when a bucking horse brought his
cheek against a barbed wire fence and left
a scar that would have been the pride of a
Roman gladiator. But hope springs eternal,
and not even so unspoiled a man as Hobbes
was immune from the belief that a woman
might possibly fall victim to his charms.

%3 CUPID peered from between each
pair of fence pickets as Jackrabbit

‘ Hobbes rode to the baseball park
the following morning for practise. The
cares of a beginner in baseball had slipped
lightly from his shoulders, and he was liv-
ing again the only two minutes of his life
that seriously involved a woman. On his
arrival he found the sporting editor of the
Herald, Halloran, Kibler, and several of the
pitchers busy with an improvised device for
measuring curves. Walking over to the
grand stand he found a twenty-two-caliber
rifle, a shooting-jacket, a pair of automobile
goggles and a lunch basket.

The sporting editor had been out in the
country that morning. Next to a bat and
ball Jackrabbit Hobbes loved firearms,
which is natural enough since he was reared
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in a house that contained as many guns as
dinner plates. IHobbes couldn’t remember
when he had killed his first deer—nor his
hundredth, for that matter. This was a
particularly well made gun and he was ad-
miring all its details. In the course of his
examination he had placed ten cartridges
in the magazine when the curve-testing was
interrupted by Bear Brown, the burly cen-
ter fielder, stepping in with a bat and
knocking one of the sample curves sky high.

Quick as a flash Jackrabbit Hobbes wheel-
ed with his gun and fired three shots. With
each discharge the sphere varied a few inch-
es in its course. When it was picked up,
riddled, the little party laughed heartily,
and Hobbes proceeded with the task of ta-
king the remaining cartridges out of the
gun.

When sporting editors call at morning
practise they are frequently allowed broad
liberties, especially if they are the sort of
sporting editors who can make judges talk
diamond slang from the bench and minis-
ters forget to denounce desecration of the
Sabbath in order to watch the percentage
column. Seeing that his part of the pro-
gram was likely to be interrupted that day,
Jackrabbit Hobbes started a game with the
ubiquitous flock of worshipers in short
trousers who inhabit all baseball parks not
most carefully guarded. The boys scattered
out and Hobbes was hitting the ball to
them. Presently the sporting editor de-
serted his curve test and wandered over to
watch Hobbes. The boys were returning
the ball in all sorts of ways, sometimes
higher than his head and again on the
bounce. Whether it came high or low or to
the right or left Hobbes was sending it
back with his bat to the boy whose turn it
was to receive.

“Are you ambidextrous?” asked the
sporting editor, noting the turns of his bat
from his right to his left side.

“What'’s a matter, d’ye say?”’ stammered
Hobbes.

“Do you use your left hand as well as
your right?” asked the mighty scribe.

“Just about,” replied Hobbes, without in-
terrupting the sport.

“Halloran,” said the scribe excitedly,
when he had returned to the other party,
“I believe Jackrabbit Hobbes is a phenom.;
I beheve he’s just naturally a hittin’ fool
an’ a battin’ fiend.”

Halloran's look was answer enough.

“Put him in to-morrow,” the sporting
editor suggested, ‘‘and let’s haveanother
look at him.”

“All right,” agreed Halloran, “but he
ain’t ripe yet; no head.”

The sporting editor departed and morn-
ing practise was taken up. At its conclu-
sion Halloran called Hobbes to him.

“I'm going to put you in the line-up to-
morpow, so you come out in the morning
and let Bear Brown pitch to you for an
hour or so. The Herald boy likes you, so
now you do your best to- -IOITOW and I’ll
try to keep you in for a while.”

Jackrabbit Hobbes nodded and Walked
home on air, thinking how he might com-
municate the news to the young woman
who would be most interested. At the same
time the young woman who would be most
interested was counting minutes until eve-
ning when she might call him on the tele-
phone again.

When the game was over that afternoon
and the cash counted by Henry the soda
pop man, Baby Myrtle ran all the way
home, then sat by the telephone looking at
the clock until it struck seven.

“Hello, this is me,” she said, when Hob-
bes answered the call.

“Is it?” stumbled Jackrabbit Hobbes,
forgetting what he had wanted to say. ’
“You didn’t play to-day,” Baby Myrtle

reproached.

“Do you want me to play to-morrow?”
asked Hobbes.

“Of course I do,” sighed Baby Myrtle.

Jackrabbit Hobbes was happier than he
had ever been before in his life.

“I want you to make two hits if you
come up three times, or three hits out of
four times,”” ordered the enchantress.

“All right,” agreed Jackrabbit Hobbes,
confident of the highly improbable, even as
other knights have been when under the -
spell of Eve.

“I’ve got to go now. Good-by,
Baby Myrtle.

Hobbes heard the receiver click. Would
she call again? He hoped so. She would
almost have to if he got the hits she de-
manded.

" cooed

IR FOR dramatic purposes games
should always be won in the ninth

—= inning, but it is a matter of record
that most of them are won in the seventh.
With a single and a base on balls to his
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credit, Hobbes came up in the seventh, hav-
ing been warned to “wait him out.” Kibler
was on second and Bear Brown on third.

The first ball thrown split the plate. The
second did likewise. Both were low and
fast. This was new tactics on the part of a
pitcher, who had already discovered that
Jackrabbit Hobbes fattened his batting
average on high wild pitches. The third
ball thrown was also over the plate, but
purposely too low for a strike.

Hobbes, however, was afraid to let any-
thing even faintly resembling a strike get
by. He smashed it with the end of his
bat and a second later the third baseman
hit the ground in a sitting posture after a
vain jump. There was a resounding smack
when the ball hit the left field fence and the
fielder caught it as it bounced back.

Jackrabbit Hobbes was held on first by
the quickness of the play while Kibler was
treading on the heels of big Bear Brown as
they crossed the plate together. With two
runs to the good that game was sewed up.
When it was over the sporting editor and
Halloran rode back to the city together.

“Well, what do you think of him?” asked
the writer.

‘“Every time the lad goes to bat all the
lucky saints take him by the hand,” was
Halloran’s comment, “but you can’t leave
a man on the bench when he’s battin’ a
thousand at this stage of the game. TI’ll
leave him in till he stumps.”

“This game puts us back in third place.
Five games to get to the top,” mused the
sporting editor.

“Five games and a half,” corrected Hal-
loran.

“That’s right,” agreed the sporting editor,
recalling the difference of one in the num-
ber of games played by the Home Club and
the League leaders.

One after another the teams of the League
called, to contest for a place in the first
division, and very slowly the Home Club
forged ahead. At the end of ten games
they had taken second place. Twenty games
found them secure for the season in second
place, with four and a half games to win
before they could tie for first place. Then
came the cellar champions of the League
and lost four straight games. Half a game
was the margin between first and second
place when the League leaders called.

Business almost stopped for that series.
The street car company was apologizing for
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itslack of rolling stock to handle the crowds
expeditiously. The purchase or ownership
of hats for half the male population of
two cities would be settled by this fateful
series.

The first game went to the Visitors and
Hobbes went home that evening broken-
hearted. Such were the necessities of the
game when he had come to bat that he was
credited with two sacrifice bunts and a
base on balls. The score was two to one.
Though the official score showed no times
at bat for Jackrabbit Hobbes, he knew he
had faced the pitcher three times without a
hit. Bases on balls where he learned to
play were not coveted. They were regard-
ed as lost opportunities. But the world
looked brighter when the telephone rang
and a sweet voice said:

“I excuse you, Mr. Hobbes, for not get-
ting a hit. I think you did fine, but I
hope you won’t have to bunt again to-mor-
row. If you'll make two hits I'll just love
you to death.”

“If I get half a chanst,” threatened Hob-
bes, “I’ll bunt it down some one’s throat
to-morrow and knock all his teeth out.
When am I going to get a chanst to meet
you?”’ demanded Hobbes.

“Do you sure enough love me, Mr. Hob-
bes?”” Baby Myrtle asked, with a yearning
that made denial impossible.

“T sure do,” declared Hobbes.

“Ain’t that just grand?’ Baby Myrtle ex-
claimed, almost forgetting her réle of young
lady. ‘

“That don’t answer my question,” Hob-
bes persisted.

“Well,” faltered Baby Myrtle, racking
her wits and sparring for time, ““if you make
two hits to-morrow I'll tell you when. I
must go now. Good-by.”

As usual the receiver clicked before Hob-

bes could protest.
@ to note the change in Hobbes. He
was as cheerful as a June day, with
no end of boyish fun; and his neckwear and
shirts were beginning to follow the maga-
zine advertisements of correct attire. Even
his baseball suits were most carefully laun-
dered much more frequently than there
was any need for. From a shy and gawky
country boy he had become a young man
of astonishing self-confidence. Even his
mistakes under the circumstances were

PLAYERS and fans were beginning
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smiled upon sympathetically instead of ma-
king him the butt of sarcastic jibes. Hal-
loran said he had the swelled head. The
sporting editor claimed all the credit and
said it was because he had been given a
chance to try out.

Only Jackrabbit Hobbes knew why he
had changed, but cven he didn’t realize
how much. Baby Myrtle just took it for
granted that he should be a topic of con-
versation. She saw no change in him ex-
cept that he was getting hits to please her,
and she took it for granted that any real
hero would hit “five hundred” day after
day to please a lady. How was she to
know that League records that were decades
in the making were being smashed because
she was carrying on a telephone flirta-
tion?

The baseball park could barely accommo-
date its crowd of fans, all wild-eyed with
excitement when the umpire called “Play
ball” next day. There werc but three
games of this final series. If the Visitors
won to-day, all was lost. They were now a
game and a half in the lead with but this
game and one more to play. They had
saved a youthful star pitcher for the game,
one who was already sold to a bigger league.
He was a bit wild in the first inning as a
result of too much responsibility and passed
the first two men.

Hobbes beat out a bunt. Bear Brown
slammed the ball into deep center for three
bases, and that game was “on ice.” That
was why the crowd wondered and Halloran
swore most outrageously when Jackrabbit
Hobbes refused to accept a base on balls in
the eighth inning with the score three to
zero, but insisted on reaching over his head
after a high fourth ball and dropping it
safely just behind the second base. The
score was unchanged, three to nothing.

Hobbes could not sit down to wait for
his telephone call that evening, but walked
up and down his hot little hotel room,
chewing excitedly on the end of a cigar.
When the telephone rang it sounded loud
enough for all the city to have heard.

“Hullo,” he growled, by way of showing
how self-possessed he was.

“Hello, Mr. Hobbes,” said the softly
musical voice of Baby Myrtle.

““Oh, hello there,” with a note of recogni-
tion.

“Do you love me, Mr. Hobbes?”

“Of course I do.”
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“Well, tell me so, and don’t always be
making me ask you,” peevishly.

“I love you,” stammered Hobbes.

“Oh, that’s so nice,” said Baby Myrtle
rapturously.

“I made those two hits; like to not got
the second one. Remember what you
said?”’ asked Jackrabbit Hobbes.

“Yes,” faltered Baby Myrtle.

“Well?”” demanded Hobbes.

“To-morrow’s the last game,” Baby
Myrtle began.

“Yes, and if I can’t meet you to-morrow
I’'m going back to the ranch for the Win-
ter.”

“Oh, my goodness!” exclaimed Baby
Myrtle. “Well, to-morrow if you make a
home run I'll come to vou and introduce
myself and you can kiss me,” Baby Myrtle
promised.

“It’s a go,” agreed Hobbes.

It mattered not to him that there were
pitchers on the opposing side who were paid
twice his salary to prevent men from knock-
ing home runs. The reward was too big for
thought of failure to enter his mind.

“Good~by,” said Baby Myrtle, and the
receiver clicked into place.

MANAGERS made the rounds that
night at ten o’clock to see that
every man was in bed on time. An
early edition of the Herald told what they
had for breakfast and who would pitch. At
nine o’clock in the morning tickets were on
sale and at noon the players were warned
about food lest any one should be in bad
condition.

When the umpire announced the batter-
ies Manager Halloran could not suppress a
groan.

Hop-Ball Rogers, the tall underhand
southpaw twirler, was slated to go to the
mound for the Visitors. Steady old Good-
win would pitch for the Home Club. He
was chosen because he never lost his head
and could be depended upon to get a hit,
which put nine men in the attack as well as
the defense.

The deciding game of the series found
batters nervous instead of pitchers. Hobbes
met something new in a hop ball. The first
time up he fouled out to the catcher. The
next time up he slammed one with all his
strength and nearly collapsed when he saw
the second baseman getting under his high
fly. At the end of the sixth inning the
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Home Club had no hits. The Visitors had
three, but no runs. Goodwin was invinci-
ble in the pinches.

In the first half of the seventh the Visit-
ors got their first man on base—a scratch
infield hit. A sacrifice sent him to second.
Another bunt placed him on third, but the
runner made first and it went for a hit. He
was permitted to steal second. With a
steady batter up the squeeze play was sig-
naled. It worked perfectly and a runner
crossed the plate. The man on second was
a slow runner and the catcher threw to
third. The man on first tried to take sec-
ond on the play. He was run down between
first and second but the man on third came
home. It looked as if the great Home Club
had blown up. Steady old Goodwin made
the next man whiff and the terrible seventh
was ended. '

The hop ball worked effectively in the
seventh and eighth innings. Goodwin was
the last man to strike out. The ninth open-
ed with Kibler up. Despairing of a hit, he
bunted the first ball thrown. It rolled down
the first base line, the pitcher after it. Half
way to the baseit crossed the chalk line, foul,
and the pitcher slowed his pace; then it hit
a pebble and rolled back in. Kibler was
safe. Big Deacon Wilson, whose massive
frame had taken him from the theological
seminary to the diamond, was next up. He
bunted down the first base line. Both
pitcher and first baseman went after it.
When the first baseman turned to throw it,
the second baseman was running toward the
bag. Deacon Wilson crossed it first. Two
men on and none out. There is nothing
better than the bunt to cause confusion.

When Jackrabbit Hobbes had selected
the young telephone pole with which he
batted he stooped beside Halloran a moment,
apparently to pick up a handful of sand.

“Bunt,” said Halloran.

“I’m afraid to,” ventured Hobbes. ‘I’ll
pop to the pitcher on that hop ball. Lemme
sacrifice fly?”

This was treason so rank it actually
amused Halloran in its supreme impudence.

“All right, horseshoes,” he said, “but hit
it out.”

Jackrabbit Hobbes marched to the plate.
Hop Ball Rogers knew him for a dangerous
man. Moreover, three men on bases would
give a much better chance for a double
play. The first ball thrown was wide. Hob-
. bes let it pass as a sop to Halloran,
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“Ball u-un,” roared the umpire, and the
crowd yelled with delight at the admission
of the prowess of their batter. The second
was in the same place. Hobbes let it pass.
Then it was he realized with terror that he
was being given a base on balls. This
would be his last chance to bat.

The next one was in the same place. Be-
ing wide it had no hop. It was not intended
to deceive the batter. Hobbes reached up
and bent all his energy against it. The
right fielder turned at the crack of the bat
and started toward the fence. Kibler and
Deacon Wilson had their signals and stood

ready to run with the catch.
@ about where that ball went. It
~ never was recovered, though it
would be a much prized relic. Hobbes sold
his bat for charity and it provided twenty
beds in an orphan asylum. It now hangs
beneath the folds of an American flag, with
a card telling of its honorable service.

The right fielder of the Visitors threw his
glove in the air as the ball passed over the
fence, and the crowd broke through the wire
netting in front of the grand stand so they
could greet Jackrabbit Hobbes as he crossed
the plate, pushing Kibler and Deacon Wil-
son ahead of him. But ahead of all those
who came from the grand stand ran Baby
Myrtle, wild-eyed with excitement and fear
that he would be lost in the surging mass
of humanity. As he crossed the plate Baby
Myrtle grabbed his hand in both hers.

“T want my kiss,” she said.

He swung her up lightly and kissed her.

“Do you still love me?”’ she asked. He
recognized the voice.

“Of course I do,” he declared. “Say,
aren’t you Pap Mullins’s little girl that’s
been living with Henry?”

“Did you know me all the time?” ex-
claimed Baby Myrtle.

“No, but I know you now. Don’t you
want to be my little girl?”’

“Oh, Mr. Hobbes!” was all Baby Myrtle
could say, but she held to his left hand
while he shook hands with the crowd.
Halloran came up and slapped Hobbes on
the shoulder, which meant many volumes
of eulogy.

“When you get through come over here,”
he called. “I want you to meet Jack Burke.
He’s scout for the Giants. He wants to
meet you.”

THERE is a great deal of mystery
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Scammon Lockwood

'T WOULD be impossible to say
exactly when the idea first came
to Coulter Stratham -that he
must kill Wesley McNeill. Pos-
sibly it was the evening after he had made
over to McNeill the most valuable piece of
real estate in Chicago, on Michigan Avenue
between Monroe and Adams Streets. It
was certainly then that he began to see how
completely McNeill had outgeneraled him
at all points, and, temporarily at least, he
had felt helpless to make a move, so sure
was he that it would only be met by a
counter move ' that would still further
weaken his own position and still further
strengthen McNeill’s.

But this much justice should be done
him at the very start. When the idea did
first enter his head, he expelled it instantly,
violently, very much as the human system
seeks through a powerful sneeze to expel
the disease germ that is trying to effect a
permanent lodgment.  He was naturally a
good, normal, healthy-minded human being,
and he instinctively shrank from murder,
just as the healthy body shrinks from disease
and valiantly opposes its first attacks. |

But as time passed the moral fiber of -
the man became more and more weakened
by his misfortunes. It is true that they
were only the result of his own bad judg-
ment, but to his mind they were solely the
result of a deliberate effort on the part of
Wesley McNeill to ruin him.

Then one evening he was calling at Mec-
Neill’s house, and in a single flash he was
shown exactly how he could do the deed,
with absolutely no chance of its ever being
traced to him, with practically no chance of
its ever being known that old Wesley Mc-
Neill, “the war horse of the Pit,” had evén
been murdered, so like self-destruction
would all the attendant circumstances ap-
pear. That they were opponents in the Pit,
always to be found on opposite sides of the
market, had not as yet affected their social
relations. The outward semblance of amity
had been preserved, even after the Michigan
Avenue deal. People who did not know
the undercurrents of La Salle Street sup-
posed them to be friends.

On this particular occasion Stratham
had called to see McNeill rather late in the

-evening. It was humiliating that always -
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he should be the seeker and McNeill the
dispenser of favors, he was thinking to
himself as he climbed the high stoop and
pulled the old-fashioned bell knob. Mec-
Neill had gone to bed, the servant told him.
But he knew McNeill’s notorious habit of
going to bed early and reading himself to
sleep, and he asked permission to go up
anyhow. The servant left him a moment
and returned with the word that Stratham
might go up. ;

McNeill was lying in bed, a flaring gas
jet behind him, and a copy of “My Danish
Sweetheart” in his hand. His taste in read-
Ing was what might be expected of the man.
He liked Kipling, and Stevenson, and Lon-
don, and the sea stories of W. Clark Russell.
He liked action and quantities of gore in
his reading.

Though he had a hobby for saving gas
and would permit no one else in his house
to burn any more than was absolutely neces-
sary, one of the charming inconsistencies in
the old Scotchman’s character was that
night after night his own jet burned long
after he had fallen asleep, sometimes until
morning. These were matters of common
knowledge, for Wesley McNeill was a man
of more than a little prominence in Chicago.
He was one of those well known men that
editors bear in mind as always promising
something extra good in the way of a story.

N AS STRATHAM looked at McNeill,

AA even before the conventional greet-
=¥ ings had been exchanged, bearing
in mind what heé knew of the old man’s
habits, he saw how he might do the deed
that would forever remove his most danger-
ous business opponent.

Yet even then, with kicks and curses,
with the anger that showed him to be weak-
ening, he drove the thought from his mind.

But the thought kept recurring. After
he had completed his business with Mc-
Neill and was on his way home, it presented
itself in another light. It was an absolutely
new way of committing murder. Surely a
man might contemplate such a curiosity
without any injury to his conscience. After
five thousand years (or more) of murders,
practically all of them following conven-
tional methods, it tickled his vanity to
think that he had the originality of mind
to invent an absolutely new way for break-
ing the much fractured Sixth Command-
ment. He permitted his mind to dwell

upon it, just as the healthy body continues
recklessly to sit in the draft that ultimately
results in its complete destruction by
tuberculosis.

And so, regarding his idea merely as an
interesting, artistic emanation, he felt that
he had a perfect right to dwell upon it, and
to be pleased by its combined simplicity,
ingenuity and certain effectiveness. The
idea of using it was, after all, the evil one.
That he had dismissed forever. Oh, he was
quite positive that he had dismissed it for-
ever. So he found a peculiar pleasure in
dwelling upon the new scheme, in elaborat-
ing the few necessary precautions so that
there was absolutely no chance for detec-
tion even should he be suspected.

But all that had been months ago. Now
he found himself staring with wide eyes
into a ruined future. For Wesley McNeill
was running a corner in corn, and he,
Coulter Stratham, was, as usual, on the
wrong side of the market. He and his allies
had fought with all their resources. With
the courage and blind recklessness of de-
spair they had flung their all into the pit.

But the Napoleonic mind of Wesley Mc-
Neill had figured out months before exactly
what those resources were, and he could
have told them months before that the
fight was hopeless, just as a genius at the
chessboard can figure out an inevitable
checkmate many moves before any one else
can see it.

It was this silent and apparently resist-
less power which irritated Stratham, which,
in the language of the day, “got his goat.”
He told himself that he wouldn’t mind being
ruined in a fair fight out in the open. It
was the silent working of forces which he
couldn’t understand that infuriated him.

To-morrow, Wesley McNeill would send
for him, or he himself would meekly beg an
audience, and terms would be made. The
most favorable terms possible would mean
absolute bankruptcy. There was only one
chance of salvation. Between the opening
and closing of the Board of Trade on the
morrow there was just one chance in a
thousand that Wesley McNeill’s corner in
corn might collapse. There was just one
chance in a thousand of this, and that one
chance would be made an absolute cer--
tainty should Wesley McNeill die over
night.

Without his master brain to direct the
operations of his brokers, Wesley McNeill's
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corner could be smashed. That was cer-
tain. So now Coulter Stratham was ready
to yield to his temptation. Like the minute
bacillus that enters the healthy human sys-
tem in a casual breath or glass of water,
and ends by polluting the whole, so thisidea
had come to Coulter Stratham while normal
and healthy-minded, and while it got only
the most precarious lodgment had ended
by corrupting his entire mind. It now
secemed wholly just and right that he
should kill his enemy.

I

{J{f‘! IT WAS three o’clock on a Wednes-
m day afternoon in February. The
4 windows and doors of Stratham’s
private office in the Postal Telegraph Build-
ing were closed. Though outside, elevated
trains roared, and wagons rumbled over the
Belgian blocks on La Salle Street, within it
was very quiet. Even the ticker, as if worn
out with its unusually vigorous morning’s
work, gave only an occasional convulsive
rattle, as it recorded some market triviality.
As Stratham sat at his desk, buried in
thought, he did not look at all like a man
sick with the bacillus of a horrible crime,
any more than a man who has just con-
tracted pneumonia looks any different from
what he looked an hour before. Past fifty,
he still had plenty of iron-gray hair, a clear
eye, a good complexion, and a fine, erect six
feet of well knit body.

Now that he was determined on his
course, he felt no confusion of mind as to
his mode of procedure. Months before,
when he had considered the idea purely as
an interesting abstraction, he had worked
out every detail. But, to make all certain,
he drew toward him a memorandum pad
and jotted down brief notes of the things he
must do. Then he took a fresh sheet, re-
arranged them in proper sequence, and
burned his original. The copy he folded
and placed in his vest pocket. Then he
took the telephone directory and turned to
the classified pages and looked for the word
‘“crutches.” He found only one name
under that classification.

He made a mental memorandum of the

- address, closed the book, put on his hat and
coat, walked to Wabash Avenue, boarded a
Cottage Grove Avenue car and got off at
Thirty-fifth Street. He walked half a
block and entered a store whose sign read,
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“Crutches and Invalid Chairs.” A clerk
came forward, his head bent inquiringly.

“My name is J. R. Adkins,” said Strat-
ham. ‘“I’m from Streator, Ill. >

The clerk nodded as if very much inter-
ested.

“I want a wheel chair like this one,” and
he pointed to one that stood near them;
‘“only I want it made in English walnut.
It’s for my mother. Her house is all fur-
nished in English walnut and she insists

_that she won’t have a wheel chair unless

it’s uniform with the rest of her furniture.”

“It would have to be made special,” said
the clerk.

“Yes, I supposed so. What I wanted to
know is the cost.”

“T’ll have to figure on it a moment.”

“All right, I’ll wait.” The clerk nodded
and returned to the rear of the store.
Stratham sat in one of the wheel chairs. He
particularly selected one which stood near
a rack of cheap crutches.

Stratham waited a moment, and then
reached out his hand and picked up one of
the crutches. He toyed with it idly for a
while and then laid it across his knees. He
slid it along until his right hand covered the
rubber cap on the end. He pulled the cap
off, put it in his pocket, and shortly re-
turned the crutch to its place. Soon the
clerk returned and named a price for the
chair. Stratham thanked him, told him he
would probably receive an order by mail in
a few days, and departed.

He walked along Cottage Grove Avenue
until he came to one of those small shops
where they repair anything from a broken
umbrella rib to an automobile. He saw a
few electric lamp shades in the window and
these gave him an idea. Inside he found a
young girl in charge. He wanted a green
porcelain globe for a hanging electric light
and the opening at the top must be exactly
four inches. He knew that none were made
of that size. The girl measured every shade
in the shop. They were all two and one-
quarter inches or three and one-quarter.
She was quite astonished at the discovery
and so was Coulter Stratham.

Finally she went downstairs, where she
said there were more shades in a barrel, and
while she was gone Stratham had not the
slightest difficulty in abstracting a small
monkey wrench from the littered work
table behind the counter. When the girl
returned he said he would try to make a
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globe with a three-and-one-quarter-inch
opening do. She wrapped one up. He paid
her seventy-five cents, went out and carried
the shade only as far as the first alley, where
he relentlessly smashed it into an ash
barrel.

He had thus obtained two of his lethal
instruments without purchasing or in any
way indicating that he wished such articles,
and in both cases he felt sure that their loss
would not be immediately noticed, perhaps
never. He felt entirely satisfied that he
had not left a trail which even the imaginary
genius of Sherlock Holmes could follow.

His next call was at the place of a whole-
sale dealer in sporting goods. Here he was
Henry Watkins of Watertown, Wis. He
owned a hardware store and had run out of
jointed wooden cleaning-rods for shot guns.
He had quite a demand for these as he was
in the duck- and goose-shooting region and
the season would soon be opening up. He
would need about one-fourth of a gross.
He was going right over to the train and
would take them with him.

He paid cash, took his rather bulky pack-
age, and walked to a taxi stand. He was
just about to get into a cab that stood
ready, when it suddenly occurred to him
that a better precaution would be to take
the trolley. So he walked to Wabash Ave-
nue, hoarded an Indiana Avenue car, got
off at Forty-fourth Street, and walked to
his home on Michigan Avenue between
Forty-fourth and Forty-fifth Streets.

He left the package of cleaning-rods on
the basement steps and then let himself in

by the front entrance.

‘&} child, a son of twenty-two who was
: ' never home in the afternoon, and
frequently not during the evening. So he
had no fear of being observed by any one
but a servant, or his housekeeper, a woman
of fifty who was not altogether devoid- of
curiosity. But as his plans required abso-
lute secrecy, he took precautions to avoid
all observation.

So he assured himself that the servants
and the housekeeper were busy about their
duties, and then went down to the basement
door, brought in the bundle of cleaning-
rods, and carried them up to his bedroom,
together with an old saw that was used for
odd jobs about the house. Each rod was
in three pieces, with threaded metal tips,

HE WAS a widower, with only one
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by which they screwed together. He
laid aside the middle section of each rod,
a piece of round maple about one-half
inch in diameter and fifteen inches long,
with a threaded metal tip at one end and a
threaded socket at the other. Then he
sawed off the metal tips of the other sections
and made a package of them. The wooden
pieces remaining he took down into the
basement and threw into the furnace.

Returning, he took the thirty-six center
sections and tried screwing them together.
They fitted perfectly. He did not join
them all, as that would have made a rod
over forty feet long and there was not
space enough in his room.

He now got out the rubber crutch-cap
which he had pilfered so skilfully at the
store of the maker of invalid chairs, and
tried it on an end of one of the rods. It was
much too large. So he stuffed newspaper
into the hole in the rubber cap and thus
made it fit so tightly that there was no
danger of its falling off.

Satisfied with these preparations, he un-
screwed the rods, made a compact package
of them, and placed it with the saw and the
stolen monkey wrench in a drawer of his
dressing-table, which had a moderately
housemaid-proof lock. He turned the key,
took it out and put it in his left-hand
trousers pocket.

He looked out of the window and saw
that the gray Winter afternoon was begin-
ning to close into evening. He wondered if
there would be a moon, and at the same
moment remembered that there had been a
full moon about two weeks before.

The night would be dark. Excellent. It
was not important, but it was a point in
his favor. He noted that particularly, and
his mind, eager for an omen, made one of it.

He took his overcoat and hat and the
package containing the metal tips which he

" had sawed off the discarded portions of his

cleaning-rods, went down to his library, sat
in a chair facing one of the bookcases, and
pondered a moment.

What he must do here was not so easy as
he had anticipated. He wanted a very
interesting novelette of about forty thou-
sand words—something that a man would
not lay aside until he had finished, and yet
not so well known that Wesley McNeill
would have already seen it.

He finally selected Octave Feuillet’s
“Romance of a Poor Young Man,” though
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he hesitated long between that and Daudet’s
“Tartarin of Tarascon.”

He felt sure that this was outside of the
beaten track of McNeill’s reading, and that
there was little possibility of his ever having
heard of it. Yet at the same time he was
sure that even McNeill, once started on the
tale, would not lay it aside until he had fin-
ished the last page.

He glanced at his watch, read ten pages
and again noted the time. Calculating
from this, he figured that a moderately
rapid reader would get through the story
in about two hours.

Then he arose and left the house, taking
with him the book and the package of
metal tips from the cleaning-rods. By the
shortest route he rode to the Halsted Street
lift bridge and from it dropped this package
into the water. Though it was February,
there was in the center of the river a narrow
channel free from any but drifting ice. The
weight of the metal tips caused the package
to sink at once.

Then he took a car downtown, went to
his club, and telephoned his housekeeper
that he would not be home for dinner. He
asked if McNeill was in the club, but
received a negative reply, so he called up
the other and made an appointment at
McNeill’s house for eight-thirty.

Fully satisfied with these arrangements,
he allowed himself to be captured and held
as a dinner companion By Eadsburg, the
club gossip. '

After dinner he lounged around a while
and left the club in time to arrive at Mc-
Neill’s, on Drexel Boulevard, near Forty-
first Street, shortly after eight-thirty.

II1

1;(\\\\%\,,?)// McNEILL was playing billiards. At
\(\\;é\\y) this time any evening in the past
=23 ten years a visitor would have found
him playing billiards, so Stratham was not
in the least surprised. The particular ter-
ritory devoted to this fine game was the
front basement room. It was reached by a
stairway which came down (or went up)
under the stairs which led to the second
floor of the house. At the foot of this stair-
way, to the left as one went down, was a
window looking out upon a paved passage,
and to the right was the door to the billiard
room,
Stratham had noted all these details
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many times, and to-night as he descended
the stairs he merely checked up his remem-
brance of them and found it absolutely
correct.

McNeill’s opponent was young Andrew
McNeill, his favorite nephew. As Stratham
entered, Wesley was in the middle of a run
and as excited about it as a boy playing
marbles for keeps. There was a bet of fifty
cents on the game and the old man of the
Pit wanted that fifty cents just as much as
he wanted the millions which his corner in
corn promised to produce.

Four fan-tip gas burners stretched over
the table. Electricity had never been in-
stalled in Wesley McNeill’s house. That
was a luxury which he promised his wife
for their new house, soon to be started.
Just now his wife and two daughters were
in Florida. Parsimonious to a degree in
most matters, he was fairly indulgent with
them.

Stratham watched him dance eagerly
around the billiard-table and wondered
how the tremendous mind that must be
concealed in that smallish, bullet-shaped
head, could take such an interest in such a
trifle. He did not realize that one reason
for McNeill’s success was that he took a
tremendous interest in everything he at-
tempted.

Presently McNeill missed a difficult
three-cushion gather shot and marked up a
run of seventeen. He then turned to
Stratham.

“Let us finish the game,” he said. “Andy
lacks but twenty-five and I forty.”

“Why, certainly,” Stratham answered.
“Play another one, too. Ilike to watch.”

“You’ll take a stick yourself in the next
one—unless you're in a hurry to get down
to business.”

McNeill added this latter as a sort of
afterthought. He understood, or thought
he understood, exactly what Stratham’s
business was. A man caught in a corner
always tries to make terms before the final
crash comes, just as a military leader seeks a
favorable surrender before the enemy takes
his city by storm and puts it to sack.

“All right; lots of time,” and Stratham
seated himself on a lounge that ran along
the front windows, and pretended to feel in
his vest pocket for a cigar. He immedi-
ately rose.

“Guess I left my cigars in my overcoat,”
he said, starting toward the door.
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“Here’s one,” broke in young Andrew
McNeill.

“Thanks, but if it’s just the same I’ll get
one of my own—used to them.” And
Stratham went out and upstairs to his over-
coat. He fumbled in the pockets a moment,
not because there were any cigars there,
but merely to make his performance per-
fect, just as a fine actor puts little touches
into his work that are never appreciated or
even known of by any one but himself.

He finally took a cigar from his vest
pocket and again started down to the bil-
liard room. The stairway and hall were
almost pitch dark. One of -McNeill’s odd
hobbies was a fearful care about wasting
gas, and all the servants were very partic-
ular about humoring his hobbies. Hence
no gas burned in this house except where it
was actually needed.

As he passed the window at the foot of
the stairs, Stratham reached out his left
hand and slid back the catch. Half a
second perhaps it took. He hardly had to
hesitate in his stride. And then he reén-
tered the billiard room.

This time young McNeill was making a
short run.

“EVER read ‘The Romance of a

g Poor Young Man,” by Octave

Feuillet?”” Stratham asked, as they
watched the balls.

“Never heard of it.”

“T brought it over for you.”

“Thanks. T’ll start on it to-night. I
always read myself to sleep.”

Stratham knew this perfectly well. His
plan depended, partly at least, on this
peculiarity of Wesley McNeill’s.

“If you start on it, you'll finish it,” he
said.

“How long is it?”

“Oh, you could get through in an hour
and a half.”

“Just right,” and McNeill began eagerly
to shoot, his nephew having left him a
“set up.”

They played one more game and then
Stratham and the elder McNeill went up-
stairs, leaving young Andrew alone to
knock the balls around.

Their talk was brief. McNeill stated his
terms and Stratham asked that they be
left open until fifteen minutes before the
Board opened in the morning. This was
granted, and both men went out into the

hall. While Stratham was getting into his
overcoat, young Andrew McNeill came up-
stairs from the billiard room.

“Through for the night, Andy?” asked
his uncle.

Young McNeill nodded.

“Arm’s gone stiff,” he said.

“Did you turn out the gas?”

The old Scotchman saw no incongruity in
turning from a matter involving millions to
a question of two cents’ worth of wasted
gas. The whole town might laugh at him
for it, but that made no difference to Wesley
McNeill. Once, prowling about the house
late at night, he discovered a tip burning in
one of the servant’s rooms. The servant
was discharged the next morning and sev-
eral of the papers had semi-humorous ac-
counts of the incident, so that in this case
the whole town really did laugh at him.

Therefore Stratham was not in the least
surprised when McNeill asked his nephew
if the latter had turned out the gas.

Young McNeill seemed to hesitate a mo-
ment, and then he merely said, “Yes, cer-
tainly.”

“All right; lock the door.”

Young McNeill closed, locked and bolted
the door leading to the basement stairs,

“You keep that secure,” said Stratham.

“Yes; the thieves can break into the
basement all they please,” McNeill replied,
‘“but they can’t get up here.”

Stratham made no reply, but drew forth
the small volume he had taken from his
oewn library that evening.

“Here’s the story I told you about,” he
said, as he offered the book to McNeiil.

“Thanks; I'll read it to-night.”

“How you can -sleep at all to-night is
beyond me.”

McNeill laughed. “The reason I can do
business in the daytime is because I forget
it absolutely at night. I read myself to
sleep almost always.”

“You won’t go to sleep until you've
finished that story.”

“So much the better. Then I’ll drop off
peaceful as a baby.”

They all exchanged ‘‘good-nights” and
Stratham went straight home, first noting
as he left McNeill’s house that it was ex-
actly ten o’clock.

He was far from certain that his plan
was going to work, though he was still abso-
lutely sure that, if it did, there would be
absolutely no danger of detection.
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In his room he unlocked the drawer con-
taining the bundle of cleaning-rod sections,
took them and the monkey wrench out and
relocked the drawer, leaving the saw in it.

He sat and smoked for perhaps an hour,
and then quietly left the house, taking his
bundle and his monkey wrench with him.

g8 HE WENT immediately to Mec-
fiia Neill’s, and looked up at the win-

dow of the old man’s bedroom. A
thrill went through him, the thrill of primor-
dial man hunting his kind, as he saw that
the light was still burning, for it told him
that probably he would not be denied his
prey. He took out his watch, puffed his
cigar into a bright glow, and noted the
time. It was just twenty minutes past
twelve.

This is what he calculated had happened.
McNeill had gone to his room, closed the
door, as was his custom, gone to bed and
read “The Romance of a Poor Young
Man.” He had had plenty of time to finish
it, so the light in his room indicated that
he had fallen asleep either before he fin-
ished it, or just as soon as he had read the
last page.

One of the windows of McNeill’s room
was down about eighteen inches from the
top. This also was in accordance with his
regular habit. It had been that way on
the night that Stratham’s scheme had
leaped full grown into his head.

Stratham wundid his package of rod-
sections and screwed them together.
Jointed, they made a fairly rigid pole
about forty feet long. This was longer
than necessary, so he took off about ten
feet.

Then putting the pole up to McNeill’s
open window, the rubber tip rendering it
perfectly noiseless, he gently shoved the
window closed. Then he waited. If Mc-
Neill was awake, he ‘would surely notice
the closing of his window and make some
sort of a demonstration. Ten seconds,
twenty, thirty, a minute passed. Nothing
happened.

Stratham unjointed his pole and took a
look around the house. Not another light
burned anywhere. Of this he had felt cer-
tain in advance, for every one in McNeill’s
house took good care not to go counter to
any of his hobbies, or near hobbies. But he
walked the round of the house merely to
assure himself that no one had made this
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night an exception to the regular rule. It
was quite evident that no one had. The
night was pitch black. There was no
moon, as Stratham had foreseen, and the
stars were obscured by heavy clouds. 1t
was just beginning to snow. Pleased,
Stratham made of this another omen of
good fortune. The fresh snow would blot
out all tracks. He began to be convinced -
that Providence willed it that McNeill
should die.

Now he went stealthily to the basement
window whose catch he had wunlocked
earlier in the evening, and gently pushed
it open. He gave a quick look behind him
to see that no casual passerby was near,
and then climbed in and pulled the window
down again. For a moment he stood abso-
lutely still, listening. Not a sound could be
heard. He reached into his pocket and
took out his monkey wrench. He had
heard of criminals being traced by photo-
graphed finger prints and so he took the
precaution to wear gloves all through these
operations.

Groping with one hand before him, he
reached the front wall of the hall in which
he stood. He felt for a moment until he
came to the gas meter which he had noticed
every time he had ever gone down to Wes-
ley McNeill’s billiard room. There it had
stood month after month,-a silent invitation
to do a murder that could not be found
out.

Stratham set his wrench on the-main
cock. It was not quite wide enough in the
jaws. He made the slight adjustment nec-
essary and the wrench fitted perfectly.
Stratham then turned the main cock, shut-
ting off the gas from the whole house.
After perhaps ten seconds he turned it on
again. Any gas jet in the house that had
been lighted was now out, but still open
and pouring a steady stream of gas into the
room. But Stratham felt sure that only
one jet in the whole house had been lighted
—the one in Wesley McNeill’s room.

He put his wrench in his pocket,eraised
the window, climbed out, closed it again,
and went around to the other side of the
house. The light no longer shone in Mc-
Neill’s room. He gathered up the sections
of his jointed pole and walked to his home
by unfrequented streets. He met nobody.
Once in his room, he got out his saw and
cut off the threaded brass tips from his rods.
There were seventy-two of them and made a
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package as large as two fists, including in
it the rubber crutch tip.

Locking up the sticks that remained and
also the saw, he again fared forth. He gota
night car on Indiana Avenue, rode to Ran-
dolph and Wabash, walked to State Street
Bridge, dropped his package and wrench
into the river, and returned home by the
same route.

He took the penciled memorandum of
the things he must do, which he had made
in his office, touched a match to it, tossed it
into the grate and watched until it was com-
pletely consumed.

v
moments he lay, thinking, wonder-

ing why he felt no fright, no appre-
Then he cynically thought to

ﬁ THEN he went to bed. For a few

" hension.
himself: _

“This crazy idea about a conscience is all
off. People get scared because they’re
afraid of being found out. I’'m not fright-
ened for the simple reason that I’'m abso-
lutely certain there’s no possible chance of
my being found out.”

Then he turned over and went to sleep,
totally oblivious of the fact that there had
been one serious flaw in his plan, one flaw
that might easily prove fatal. He had not
considered the possibility of his footprints
betraying him. It was odd that he should
have overlooked this possibility in the face
of the fact that footprints seem to be the
staple stock in trade of the average detec-
tive, in story books, at least. But it had
never even occurred to him.

Yet this one omission was not destined
to have any fatal consequence, for outside
the snow fell for hours, as if Providence was
determined to repair the one flaw in the
plan of the man who had murdered Wesley
McNeill.

Stratham woke early and went down to
the furnace and put in it his bundle of
sticks, the remains of his jointed pole. He
also returned the saw to its place. He had
now completely obliterated every trace of
what he had done.

On the way up he stopped at the house-
keeper’s room and asked her where the man
was who looked after the furnace. She re-
plied that he never arrived until seven.
Stratham complained that this was too late
and that he should come earlier on cold
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mornings. Then he went to his room and
slowly dressed. By half-past seven he was
down in the dining-room, reading the paper
and waiting for his grapefruit, eggs, toast
and coffee.

In the newspaper there was nothing of
what he sought, and he began to fear that
something had gone wrong with his plan.
But just then he heard a newsboy calling an
extra, and he went to the front door and
bought one. It announced the suicide of
Wesley McNeill and stated that it was sup-
posed he foresaw the collapse of his corn
corner and didn’t wish to live to see its
actuality. The article was brief and showed
hurry in its make-up. Evidently nothing
had been discovered until well along
toward morning. )

He ate his breakfast and started for his
office. On the way downtown he had
something of a battle with himself as to
whether or not he ought to go to McNeill’s
house. His original plan had been to do so.
Now, however, he found himself thinking
that to do so would almost be overacting
his part.

True, he and McNeill had never been
close friends. But they had been intimate
business acquaintances, and very few peo-
ple knew that they had been on opposite
sides of the market. To the few who knew
the real state of affairs his going would
appear peculiar. To the many who did not
know the secrets of La Salle Street his re-
maining away would seem odd. He finally
got up, jumped off the car and beckoned to
a passing taxicab. In another ten minutes
he was ascending the steps of McNeill’s
house.

> YOUNG Andrew McNeill met him
Z at the door. There were several
policemen and a number of people

about. Some of these Stratham knew. To
young McNeill he offered his sympathy
and his services, and with the others he
exchanged expressions of astonishment.

Young McNeill left them for a moment
and returned with Police Captain Farley
of the precinct in which they were. He
introduced Captain Farley to Stratham.

“The Captain would like to speak to you
a moment on account of your having been
the last person in the house before uncle
went to bed,” he explained.

“Yes,” said Stratham, quite readily.
“That’s why I came right over.”
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They went into the front room and took
chairs near the window.

“How’d McNeill seem last night?” was
Captain Farley’s first question.

“Absolutely natural, normal, and in
good spirits.” _

“That’s what his nephew and every one
says. Do you think this corner he was
running was sure to go to pieces?”

Stratham considered a moment how he
should answer this question.

“Well, no one but McNeill himself knew
just what his resources were. And whether
or not the corner would hold depended en-
tirely on his resources.”

“It’s funny,” said Farley. “I can’t think
the old man did it himself. I’ve seen plenty
of suicides. This ain’t like any of ’em.”

“Then, of course, you think he was mur-
dered?”

“I do and I don’t. But if he was mur-
dered, it was done in cold blood and planned
to make it look like suicide.”

“Yes, that seems quite evident.”

“And if that’s the case, we'll get the

»

“Let us hope so,” said Stratham, with
just the proper warmth. “But lots of ’em
do escape, don’t they?”

“Not one out of a hundred.”

“But the statistics, my dear man—
surely you can’t go back of them.”

“What do they show?”

“That there were two hundred and ten
murders in the city of Chicago last year
and only seven executions.”

“Yes, but I'm talking about this kind of a
murder—if it was one.”

“How is this different from any of the
others?”’

“Planned; deliberate.”

“Yes.”

“Most murders ain’t really murders;
just killings. People get into fights and
shoot or knife each other, or hit each other
with bricks or bottles. And most of ’em
skip out and escape. Some of ’em get
caught and go to jail for a year or so. But
somehow it seems that every time a guy
sets down and carefully plans a murder, he
makes a slip somewhere and gives himself
away. He sort of overacts his part.”

. ‘Ha, that’s a good theory,” laughed
Stratham. “Does it fit the facts?”’

“It sure does.. That’s why I believe it.
There’s sure something about deliberate
murder that always brings it out.”
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- “But if he’s had no accomplice, if he’s
left no trail, if absolutely nobody else
knows——"" urged Stratham.

“Yes, but he knows,” said Farley.

Stratham began to feel nervous and
apprehensive. Captain Farley’s remarks
about overacting particularly worried him.
He remembered it was fear of overacting
his part which caused him at first to want
to go directly downtown. His own theory
about remorse was now working out. He
felt remorse or apprehension, or fear, or
whatever it was, because he now saw a
possibility of his being found out.

Stratham felt that he should ask for all
particulars and did so. He learned that as
yet they had not examined the basement,
having found the door leading to it locked
and bolted. Of course, there were no evi-
dences of any one having broken into the
upper part of the house.

Young McNeill came over to them.
Farley continued their talk, though now
Stratham wanted to stop. He found him-
self getting confused. Several times he had
halted a wrong answer or question on the
tip of his tongue. He was like a man fa-
miliar with two languages trying to talk in
one and think in the other. The false and
the true continually kept getting in each
other’s way. And all the time that he was ~
talking the thought kept recurring—

“Am I overacting my part?’ And he
had no test by which to determine whether
or not he was.

Finally Captain Farley turned to young
McNeill.

“What was the last thing your Uncle
said to you before he went to bed?” he
asked.

“He asked me if I'd turned the gas out
in the billiard room. We’d been playing,
you know.”

“What did you say?”

“] said that I had, and I’ve been sore at
myself ever since.”

“Why?”

“Why, because Uncle Wesley had always
been mighty good to me, even if he was
queer about wasting gas, and it was a cheap
trick to lie to him.”

“Oh, then you hadn’t turned it out?”

“Not entirely. I thought I might go
down again, and I left just a pin point
burning on each of the four tips.” )

“Why, then it’s escaping yet,” said
Stratham easily.
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FOR the merest instant there was

absolute silence. Stratham did not

realize at first that he had said any-
thing out of the way, any more than a
native Englishman, carrying on a conver-
sation in French, realizes that an English
word has inadvertently slipped in. He had
made himself too easy. When Young Mc-
Neill said that he had left the gas burning
in the billiard room, Stratham’s first
thought was that it was still escaping there,
and he uttered that thought as naturally
as he had all his life been accustomed to
utter his thoughts.

“Why, then it’s escaping yet,” he said,
and in an instant realized what a fearful
break he had made. Captain Farley and
Young McNeill seemed for an instant to be
set rigid, like men instantaneously petrified.
Then a wave of color that all his will power
could not fight back swept over Stratham’s
face and neck and lost itself under his
collar., The guscles of his throat tightened.
The palms of his hands became moist with
perspiration.

Fifteen seconds and it was over. He got
control of himself, and Farley and McNeill
came out of their momentary rigidity.

“I don’t quite understand,” said Captain
Farley. ‘“What do you mean by saying
that then it’s escaping yet?”

“I meant to say that then it’s burning
yet.”

Stratham said it easily, naturally, quite
in an offhand way, but all his ease, all
his naturalness, all his offhand manner
could not make Captain Farley or young
McNeill forget that telltale wave of color

that had swept across his face like a colored

calcium thrown suddenly upon a stage pic-
ture. Then he added casually, “I suppose
the idea of it’s escaping came from the
thought of the escaping gas in friend Mc-
Neill’s room.” '

Captain Farley nodded.

“Yes, quite natural,” he commented.

Stratham rose.

“T must be getting to the office,” he said,
““unless there’s some way in which I can be
of service.”

“No, nothing else right now, I guess,”
said Farley. “Of course, we’ll want you for
a witness at the inquest.”

“Gladly. When is it to be held?”

“Four o’clock this afternoon.”

5
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“Here?” asked Stratham nonchalantly.

l&YeS.”

“That’ll suit me perfectly. I'll be on
hand.”

Stratham was at the door by this time.
“And in the meantime,” he added, “if you
want me a 'phone call will get me at my
office.”

“All right,” Farley replied, and Stratham
went out.

As soon as the door had closed, Farley
turned to a plain-clothes man who had
been waiting in the hall.

“Gibbons, see that man who just went
out?”

UY’eS.”

“Know him?”

“Isn’t it Coulter Stratham, the big grain
man?”’

“Good; glad you know him. Don’t let
him out of your sight for ten seconds, but
don’t let him know you’re on him.”

“TI get you.” ‘

The man nodded and went out. Farley
turned to Andrew McNeill.

“Let’s go downstairs,” he said. “Don’t
let any reporters in,” he told the uniformed
policeman at the front door.

Then he unbolted and unlocked the door
at the head of the basement stairs, and
went down followed by McNeill.

. And Stratham, as he walked to the ele-
vated station, and as he rode to the city,
could see Farley and just what he was doing.
He could see him sniff the gas-laden air as
he opened the basement door. He could
see him turn to young McNeill and tell
him not to light a match. .He could see him
grope his way down the dark stairs and
into the billiard room, and he could see him
throw all the windows open, and then turn
to the four jets that stretched over the table
and examine each one before he turned it off.

Beyond that, Stratham could not see
clearly. His fury at himself blinded his
vision. He felt as if he could tear out his
tongue for the slip it had made. He didn’t
realize that it was his mind, not his tongue,
that had slipped.

AT HIS office all was excitement.
He gave orders to his brokers for
WBES the opening, assured absolutely that
McNeill’s corner would collapse within
five minutes after the gong sounded. For
half an hour he was so busy that he forgot
all about Captain Farley.
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Then, perhaps two minutes before the
opening of the Board, during the quiet
before the cataclysm, Farley and young
McNeill walked in. The former’s manner
was just as open and apparently free from
suspicion as it had been at the house.

“Can we have a couple of minutes more,
Mr. Stratham?”” he asked.

“Why, certainly. The Board is opening,
but that doesn’t matter. I wasn’t going to
appear personally in the Pit.’

“No, of course not. Young Mr. McNeill
told me that you never did.”

“So they’ve been talking about me,”
thought Stratham.

“We've discovered that McNeill didn’t
commit suicide.”

“Good. I'm glad to hear that, I'd have
found it hard to believe that he did.”

“Here’s how he was killed. Some one,
either in the house or out of it, turned the
gas off at the meter and then turned it on
again, That put out Mr. McNeill’s light

and then filled his room with gas.”
- “Tremendously ingenious,” said Strat-
ham. “What makes you sure that was
done?”

“The four lights that young Mr. McNeill
left burning just a pin point were all out,
just as you said they’d be. That started
us to thinking. How did it happen they
were all out?”

“Blew out, perhaps,”’ suggested Stratham.

“No, they couldn’t have blown out.
There was no window open. So then we
saw that the only thing that could account
for them being out and yet turned on was
that some one had closed and then opened
the main gas cock at the meter.”

Stratham nodded, but said nothing. He
was putting a tremendous hold on himself
to keep from shouting out that he had done
it. His heart was pounding so that he
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thought it certain that it could be seen,
Farley went on: “Well, the main cock was
turned last night. There were fresh marks
of a wrench on it and finger marks in the
dust on the meter all around it.”

“Then you’ll surely get your man,” broke
in Stra,t.ha.m. “The finger prints will give
him away.”

”»

“Only he had gloves on,” said Farley.

“Oh, that IILILLS it difficult.”

“Much more,” went on the Captain,
“Mr. Stratham, would a close investigation
show that v ou would benefit by Mr. Mc-
Neill’s death?”

“Why, what do you mean?”

Stratham indignantly jumped to his feet.

“Will it benefit him very much?” asked
Farley, turning to young McNeill.

“It will, very much,” McNeill replied.

“That’s a lie!” Stratham yelled, beside
himself, “There’s the man who did it!”
And he shook his finger at McNeill. “There’s
the man who will benefit most by his uncle’s
death!”

Farley pushed Stratham back into his
chair, and as he did so he snapped a pair of
handcuffs on the other’s wrists.

“Stratham,” he said, “no man on earth
could have said what you said about the
gas escaping in the billiard room unless he
knew what had been done. I've put it up
to the Inspector and we're going to take a
chance on arresting you 2

But Stratham had collapsed in his chair.

“Oh, I did it! T did it!” he exclaimed.

They worked on him for perhaps an hour
and brought him into a sort of torpid con-
sciousness., Then they helped him down to
a waiting automobile and drove over to
Central Station. As they passed through

the streets, Stratham heard newsboys call-
ing, “Extrec!
busted!

All about big corn corner
Extree!”
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ITH the exception of Beale, whom
) Zuder killed, I was Galt’s closest
friend, and the only man, I think,
in whom he confided. Also, I
stood guard over Zuder the night he came in
from the hills, and he talked a great deal.
So I probably know more about the story
. than any other, excepting Zuder himself,
and there is one great reason why he will
never tell it. :
_ Until Zuder, driven by the fear of arrest
for some petty bit of bino-inspired lawless-
ness (selling a Government shirt, I think it
was), deserted from Fort McKinley at Ma-
nila and struck north through the jungles, I
understand he was only an average good-
natured negro trooper. But when he
struck Camoranga, not knowing there were
troops there, and we gathered him in, he
was hard enough. Most of his ammunition
was gone, and his eyes were keen and
~ watchful.. We surmised a great deal con-
cerning his life during those two weeks.

So when Zuder begged Beale, who was
working him on the incinerator some two
hundred yards from the guard house, for a
chew of tobacco, it was very careless of
Beale to comply. Beale lived long enough
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to tell us about it. Zuder got him while he
was reaching for the tobacco; broke his
skull in with a hammer which he’d been
hiding behind his back. Then he stripped
Beale of his revolver and ammunition and .
disappeared. He had learned the native
art of leaving no trail.

Galt and Beale had enlisted together,
from the same Southern village, and I think
Galt held some kind of commission from
Beale’s parents to look out for him. Galt
was an older man than Beale, and besides
was one of those men in whom you in-
stinctively place confidence. He was tall
and bony, hadn’t much to say, and his face
was too full of angles to be handsome. But
he had steady gray eyes of the kind that
you like to look into, if you have nothing
to hide. His forefathers for generations
had been slaveholders. Perhaps that ac-
counts in a measure for his khowledge of
iﬁfrican psychology—but that’s to come
ater.

Anting-gnting, a term used by the Ilocanos
Igorrotes (among whom Zuder probably fell) to in-
dicate the supernmatural. It is also the name of
scflnooth, elliptical stones which they carry as |,

arms.
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I happened to be on post in the sick bay,
so I saw the way of Beale’s shuffling off.
He was conscious pretty near to the end.
There wasn’t a particle of fear in him. Just
two things seemed to trouble him; one was
that he'd been derelict in his duty in allow-
ing Zuder to escape, and the other was the
thought of Zuder’s treachery. He took
that pretty hard.

“And I thought he was starving for
tobacco,” he kept repeating. “And then
he clouted me. He never gave me a chance,
Galt.”

He had asked for Galt the first thing.
Galt stood by him, holding his hand. The
muscles of his face stood out. . . . Toward
the last he bent over and whispered some-
thing in Beale’s ear. It was a promise of
vengeance, I learned later. Beale smiled
and slipped away quite easily.

7] ZUDER himsef had no definite

¥-{ | idea of his wanderings during the
- next few days. From his descrip-
tion I know it was at Molukui that he re-
newed his supply of cigarettes, raiding a
native shop for them. Cigarettes and
water seemed to be the only necessities of
life with which he must concern himself.
Food was overplentiful, and shelter an
inessential. And by this time he had
learned the business of scouting, so it was
but seldom that he encountered a native.
When he did—well, he was a crack shot,
and his revolver carried farther than a bolo
throw.

His general course was north. When,
unexpectedly (for he had no knowledge of
the country) he reached the coast, he stole
a banca and continued his flight by water.
Fear drove him; the fear of the white man’s
law that he had thrice outraged. For a
couple of days he felt safer on the water.
Then an unreasoning premonition seized
him, and he landed, well up on the western
coast of Luzon.

It would be hard to imagine a wilder
country than that. In some thousands of
years Nature may tame it into a place sug-
gestive, at least, of human habitancy.
Now, however, with its ruinous peaks
flooded with burned-out lava, its giant
rocks heaped convulsively into jagged
pyramids, its dizzy precipices and crazily
intricate caves and crevices and pockets,
with a sprinkling of sodden ash over all, and
only here and there a stunted shrub or
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patch of grass, it looks altogether like a
worn-out off-throw from some great inferno.

It is not to be wondered that Zuder,
landing, shuddered at the desolation of the
place. But, as before, the fear of what was
ahead of him was overcome by the fear
of the thing he had left behind. He started
to drag his banca up on the beach, then
changed his mind. Seizing the side of it,
near the gunwale, he heaved it over, and
drove a great, sharp-pointed rock against
the body of the boat until it broke through.
Then he righted it again, weighted it down
with rocks, ran it into the water, and sent
it, with a mighty shove, fully a hundred
feet from the shore, where it circled in the
still water and slowly sank.

He watched it as it finally lurched for-
ward and disappeared, and then, for the
first time since the beginning of his flight,
he felt safe. His two days on the water had
eliminated altogether the danger of pursuit.
Now he had only to live in the jungle for a
while, until the noise of his crime had blown
over; then, south to Manila again, and a
berth on an outgoing tramp. He was un-
imaginative, and did not doubt his ability
to accomplish these things.

But he was terribly hungry. When he
had launched the banca he had taken with
him a scant supply of bananas, and these
and a few fish had been his sole diet since.
He turned and searched the forbidding sky-
line for signs of a fertile valley. Finding
none, he shook off his irresolution and
started directly inland, through a country in
which (but he did not know this) no other
man of African blood had ever set his foot.

It was hard hiking. There were no
paths nor trails, save those burned centuries
ago by little rivulets of lava. Still, despite
the absence of signs, he knew he was in the
country of the Igorrotes, and he- walked
cautiously, with every sense alert. He had
heard a great deal of their hard-bitten war-
riors, and regions like this were their nat-
ural hiding-places.

But hours passed, and he encountered
no one and nothing; nothing but the great
waste of hills. Looking back he discovered
that he could no longer see the ocean; he
had passed without realizing it over the
first range. But ahead of him rose others,
without end. It frightened him. He was
growing weak with hunger. He tried chew-
ing spears of grass, but found them dry and
dead. The leaves of shrubs, shriveled by the
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heat and ill nourished by the scanty de-
posits of ground-rock, were no better. Be-
sides, he wanted meat—meat! He was
ravenous for it, like a tiger that has been
starved on gruel

DISCOURAGED, he was meditat-

@ ing on the ad\nsa.blhty of turning
24d again toward the sea when, round-
ing a great boulder, he came flush up
against the side of a small’ nipa shack, built
under the shelter of an overhanging ledge

The sight was very welcome, but he did
not forget the need of caution. He drew
back silently, pressing against the edge
of the boulder, his ears straining for the
whir-r-r of a poisoned arrow. When he had
gotten well around the corner he stopped
and, with only his black head showing, stud-
ied the shack for some minutes.

Presently he saw a lizard scuttle over the
dead grass to the doorway, oscillate for a
moment in irresolution, and then disappear
within. That satisfied him. His mouth
watering with the prospect of food, he
stepped out of his shelter and advanced to
the door.

But as he stepped inside his hopes faded,
for the squalid one room gave absolutely no
sign of human occupancy. True, there were
skulls grinning from the walls—Zuder’s
face muddied a little at that—and a cross
horribly formed of human bones decorated
one end of the room. At the other end
there was a narrow grass screen, past the
edge of which Zuder got a glimpse of some-
thing that looked like the partial outline of
a rude, black image.

He growled, animal-like, at his disap-
pointment. To console himself, and per-
haps to steady his nerves, he lit a londre
cigarette. The burning match he threw
carelessly on the floor, where it went on
burning. Then he stepped behind the
screen. He had a vague idea of the super-
stitions of the Igorrotes. Perhaps, he
thought, they gave their gods food offerings.
If so—

It was a wooden image, black as Zuder’s
own body, and about the same size. The
resemblance went even further, for the
features were not Igorrote, but essentially
negroish, the innovation of the local
balian, whose following had increased three-
fold with the introduction of the strange
god. But Zuder gave it no thought. Food
was what he wanted. He had discovered a
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crack in the rear of the image that looked like
the edge of a secret door and was fumbling
with it, when suddenly he became aware
of a loud crackling, as of swift flames. At
the same instant a rush of smoke and heat
swept past the screen, and the little space
in which he was confined became like an
inferno. His match had fired the building.

He lost his head. With his great strength
he could easily have forced his way through
the #ipa wall. But he had the civilized
man’s habit of door exit, and rushed toward
it. The bamboo flooring, dried to tinder,
was a mass of flames. They swept upward
and licked at his thin clothing. Panic-
stricken, he clapped his hands to the burn-
ing patches. The next instant he was
through the doorway and wholly naked,
save for his knee-length drawers and service
shoes. He had torn off the rest of his
clothing with two wild jerks, and it now
lay blazing on the ground. His belt and re-
volver had been left inside the burning
building.

For a moment he stood motionless, stu-~
pidly grateful for his escape, for only his
hands had been burned, and they slightly.
Then the popping of the exploding shells
made him realize the extent of the catas-
trophe. His sole means of self-protection
was gone. His spine seemed to crinkle with
terror, and his curse was more like a moan,

In that instant he felt Death closing in
on him like a net. The next, it leaped at
him, for he heard a breaking twig behind
him and whirled, and there within fifty feet
of him were a party of Igorrote warriors.

Murderer though he was, and bloody-
minded renegade as he afterward proved
himself to be, Zuder was at least no coward.
He shrank backward, but recovered himself
instantly. There was no use to run. With
their bolos and kampilans the natives could
cut him into fragments at twice the distance.
He drew himself erect and waited.

But in the instant in which he had turned
and faced them, and wavered and faced
them again, the strangest of all changes had
taken place in the attitude of the Igorrotes.
It began with a sharp cry from their leader.
At that cry the others had halted. A few
low-toned, jabbering exclamations passed
between them. Then one man threw him-
self to his knees and bent his head quite to
the earth. The next second the rest had
followed his example. Zuder looked with
astonishment upon the transformation of a
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band of warriors into a band of worshipers,
worshiping him!

He did not understand it then. Indeed,
I do not think he ever understood it clearly,
although it is plain enough, even from his
semi-hysterical account of the occurrence,
that they took him for the incarnation of
the image which he had destroyed. But he
did realize that, in some way, the mantle of
authority had fallen upon him. He stepped
forward, raised the leader of the band to
his feet and, more by gestures than words,
for at that time he understood nothing but
the Tagalog dialect, commanded the others
to rise and to lead him to their village.
Thus began his rule over them, a rule which
was to carry him to such depths of deviltry
as few men have ever attained.

& we at Camoranga learned these

" things. But it was only a few weeks
before we became aware of their result, a
fresh revolt in northern Luzon, one that
gathered force and spread like a spring
freshet.

At first the origin of the trouble was a
mystery. Later came reports of a black
god, a man born of flames, to follow whom
meant victory in this world and Paradise
in the next. Then we knew there was much
trouble ahead. The Igorrotes are, I think,
the most credulous people in the world, but
their faith had formerly been pinned on
inert images and curiously shaped rocks
and stones. Transferred to a living man,
or, to judge by the first-fruits of his leader-
ship, a living fiend, it was hard to tell to
what lengths it would carry them.

It was carrying them far enough already.
Villages that had taken the pledge of friend-
ship to the Americans were massacred out-
right. Attacks were made on the outlying
American posts, attacks so ferocious and
wilily conducted that they were more often
successful than not. With each success
more of our erstwhile friends among the
natives deserted to the new cause. It
seemed that the freshly imported word
amigo was about to be eliminated from the
Igorrote dialect.

It is probable that Galt surmised the
truth early. Brooding for hours, as he did,
over his promise to Beale and the impossi-
bility of its fulfilment, it is likely that when
he first heard the mystery of the black deity
in the jungles, he linked to it instinctively

IT WAS, of course, months before
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the mystery of Zuder’s whereabouts, and
found they explained each other.

Anyway, shortly after the reports hegan
to come in, I noticed a change in Galt. His
moodiness changed to thoughtfulness; he
seemed to be trying to solve a problem.
Creases came in his forehead. Several times
I saw him perched on a rocky hill to the
north of the camp, staring away into the
jungles. He’d sit that way for hours.

Then one night he deserted. His revol-
ver, haversack, and canteen went with him,
and there was a report of some sort of theft
from the sick bay, exactly what I couldn’t
find out. The Colonel made no search for
his trail, but I did. I followed it a little

way; it led straight north,
% Zuder the negro, flying blindly from
the justice of the white men, and
Zuder the fiend, flaunting his power in their
faces, and emptying over the land which
they were supposed to protect the forbidden
chambers of hell. Still it was a gap over
which he apparently passed quite natur-
ally.

He had always hated the iron discipline
of the Army, and this hatred had gradually
extended itself to the Army itself. Also
he had sympathized with the natives, even
while he shot them down. They were, after
all, sprung from his own blood-root. So it
came quite natural to him to fight their
battles. The matter of leadership was an
inessential, although, even had it not been
thrust upon him at first, his strength and
size and cunning would probably have won
it for him in the end.

But he loved power, and his vanity was
great and easily stimulated. Otherwise he
could never have taken the homage of the
natives seriously. As it was, it is hardly to
be supposed that he did take it seriously
at first. But he accepted it, and the ac-
ceptance grew upon him as a habit.

The hallucination did not take firm hold
upon him, however, until the day of his first
encounter with the American troops. That
was two weeks after his power had come to
him. The country was already running red
with blood shed in his name, and heknew it,
but it was the blood of natives. He had
still to measure strength with the white
man, and he feared the test..

Two companies had been sent against
him, a strong force for men armed only with

~

THERE seems a great gap between
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native weapons to engage. He knew the
moment as a crucial one. Should they suc-
ceed in marching through the country, even
without fighting a pitched battle, his pres-
tige would wane. It was up to him to de-
stroy them. He did.

He had the advantage that always lies
with the traitor; he knew the habits of his
enemies, their ways of fighting, their
strengths and weaknesses. He led them on
cunningly; and this same cunning, having
lain dormant in him all his life, seemed now,
to his sick mind, something miraculous.
There was an inexperienced officer in
charge, and they walked blindly as steers
to their slaughter. Zuder stood by and
watched them boloed and butchered—it
was the massacre of Baibayalin—and when
he realized that it was his hand and brain
that had done them to death, it is not to be
wondered that he went mad. From that
day he saw himself through his followers’
eyes, and called himself a god.

THERE is every reason to believe
that he was entirely sincere in this

belief. For example, when he was
challenged by a neighboring chieftain to
prove his supernatural powers, the Igor-
rote legends have it that he ordered one of
his followers to shoot at him with a cap-
tured Army rifle at twenty paces. Whether
the native was a poor shot, or whether he
pulled the bullet or deliberately shot wild,
is hard to say; but at any rate Zuder stood
the test and his renown increased.

Again  when one of his followers, wild
with &ino, threatened him with a kampilan
the point of which had been dipped in
bashlai, Zuder walked in on him and broke
his back with his bare hands, receiving the
thrust of the spear in his breast as he ad-
vanced. It may have been that the poison

had lost its virtue, or that Zuder’s blood .

was proof against it, but at any rate, al-
though the wound festered, Zuder was not
even made unwell.

Indeed, oneisinclined to envy that month
of Zuder’s life. What wild dreams he must
have had; there could have been no limit
to them! Himself confident of his omnipo-
tence, and cast in an environment that vi-
brated constantlywith that same idea,seeing
all things move according to his desires and
adjust themselves to his intentions, is there
room for doubt that the sense of proportion
was lost entirely in this poor negro’s head

and that he fancied the whole world lying
just around the corner of time, ready for his
enjoyment?

Still, he must have been very lonely. He
could have no intimates, for intimacy would
be an acknowledgment of equality and that,
of course, was unthinkable. So he was a
melancholy figure, too, with all men at his
feet and yet without power to call a single
friend to his side. It is probable that that
loneliness grew on him and softened his
brain, until finally it had prepared it for
the maggot Fear.

For he began to be afraid. Just what he
was afraid of he could not say. It was no
earthly thing nor, indeed, any unearthly
thing; it was just—fear/ A part of his own
mind I suppose, parented by the shrieks
of his victims and the rivulets of red blood
he had shed. And yet if any one had told
Zuder of the workings of the law of compen-
sation he would have laughed.

The increase of this fear only increased
his ferocity. Fear is doubt, and each day,
by sheer deviltry of conduct, he strove to
convince himself anew of his power. Aping
all the old cruelties and treacheries of the
Igorrotes, he drove his mind deep into the
pits of infernal imaginings to invent new
ones, so that even the monkey-brained na-
tives began to shake their heads and doubt
whether a god or a devil had stepped out of
the temple flames.

A

Al IT WAS about that time that the
I

Sign appeared.

Word of it was first brought by a
warrior who had himself been a priest, but
whose following had left him with the com-
ing of Zuder. He had deserted his com-
pany thirty miles to the south. His story
was very incoherent: a mighty Thing, with
a stride a hundred yards long and hot, like a
burning mountain, so it shriveled everything
as it passed. He himself had seen it, and
he had fled straight to warn his master, for *
without doubt it was a greater god. Wo,
wo to the day of living anting-antings! (This
in an undertone.) When gods strove for
the possession of the earth, what would
become of men?

Zuder managed to hold his voice to stern-
ness, although he was quaking inwardly.

“You were full of fuba,” he said. “Go
back. Because you came to warn me I will
not harm you; but if you tell this story to
others I will show you that I, too, can burn
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like a mountain. There is no other anting-
anting.”’

The ex-priest started back, but half way
he met the remainder of the band, fleeing
to the doubtful security of the mountains.
They had seen, too, and they brought proof
with them. One of their number, walking
blindly, had set his foot in the midst of that
other footprint, and the flesh had been
cooked to the bone and had peeled off in
long strips, like boiled meat.

If this had occurred three weeks before,
Zuder would have taken {resh men and put
himself at their head and set off confi-
dently to trail down the mystery and de-
stroy it. But now he paltered. He con-
trived to have the injured man killed. The
rest he sent on a crazy expedition far to
the north. But before they went their story
had spread, and he saw its effect in the faces
of his immediate followers.

Shortly before, driven by the white-
livered demon that had possessed him, it
appears that he had withdrawn himself
from the field and established headquarters
on top of an almost unclimbable peak.
Skirted on three sides by a deep cafion, on
the fourth a winding, precipitous trail led
to the summit. Fifty men with no .other
weapons than rocks and stones could have
held it against an ascending regiment. From
this refuge he intended to direct the general
campaign, using native runners. In the
more important engagements, however, he
had promised himself he would still lead in
person.

He had about three thousand men now,
and practically the whole region was under
his control. Camoranga still held out, but
he had already issued orders that would
bring the greater part of his scattered force
together about fifty miles to the north.
Then he would lead them against the gar-
rison in which he had once been a prisoner.
Defeat would be impossible. It had given
him the devil’s own pleasure to contemplate
his revenge. -

There was no reason now why he should
change his plans. Indeed, he could not
change them. But the edge of his anticipa-
tions was blunted. Something was stirring
in the south. Stragglers came in with stor-
ies, always the same, of a demon that left
flaming footprints. It was drawing nearer,
circling, as if searching for something—or
some one. Why, he felt his followers asking,
did he not go out and meet it? Furtively,
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but constantly, he watched the southern
hills His senses may have played him
tricks. Once he saw a sudden puff of smoke,
and immediately above it a great shape.
Twice he heard a voice calling to him.
Fach night the black dogs of nameless fear
harassed his soul and pressed eager breasts
against the weakening bulwarks of his mind.

The most contagious thing under the
heavens is the fear of a man who has once
been fearless. Zuder, with his black skin
sagging into unexpected wrinkles, his weak-
ly bullying voice, his drooping mouth, his
nervously flickering eyes, was a vivid trans-
lation to his followers of the unknown ter-
rors that lay beyond the hills. They fled
from it, as was to be expected. Each night
the desertions increased. One morning he
woke to find the last of them gone.

HE LASTED two days more. It

may have been hunger that stirred

him then, and again it may be that
he was fascinated by the unknown, drawn
in spite of himself toward the shadowy
something that had ruined him. At any
rate, at last he clambered down and, after
two false starts to the north, turned in ex-
actly the opposite direction, and marched
straight in the direction of the peril. Still
his motive is uncertain, for in that direc-
tion lay the nearest chance of food.

He walked like a man who is very ill,
stumbling often, shambling through the
black gorges, losing himself in myriad pas-
saged pockets. His head hung low, and at
times he groaned and again cursed brokenly,
with long pauses between. When he cursed
he seemed to be trying to work up his cour-
age. But always there was the fear in his
eye. Always just around the corner of
time there seemed to lurk a dreadful shape.
Really there was reason for his fear, but his
peril was behind and not ahead of him,
within easy pistol range, and its shape was
the shape of a white man.

He came upon the footprint about noon.
It was half as large as his own body, cloven,
like the foot of a satyr fifty times magni-
fied, and it was burned into the solid rock,
with little splashes of molten stuff spewed
up from the edges. Two hundred feet away,
showing gray against the brown rock, was
another.

Zuder regarded it for a moment, para-
lyzed, with fear closing his throat and
deadening his heart. Then very slowly
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he got back his volition.. He turned to the
right and started away, staggering. Pres-

_ently he began to run. His head was con-
stantly turning, and his eyes shifting from’

left to right. He was muttering to him-
self, in a scared, silly monotone.

Two days later he reached Camoranga, a
frightened black mask of a man, pleading
for a hiding-place. Close behind him came
Galt. Both were locked up. The charges -
against Galt, as enteréd in the sergeant of

HERE was a subtle atmosphere

of expectancy in the Precinct

Station. As by common, though

unspoken, agreement, the men

avoided Officer Mullen. They cast em-

. barrassed grins at him, and hurled gruff

“g’days” at him, but none drew him aside
for whispered gossip, although from several
gathered groups came the buzz-buzz of
whispering that brought a flush to young

Mullen’s face. Yet it was not the flush of

shame; it was the flush of pride.
. For Mullen knew that only embarrass-

- -ment and an unwillingness to discount the

measure of praise that undoubtedly awaited
him in the next few minutes held his fellow-
officers apart. For, after all, there was a
possibility that the powers that be might
ignore the act which the morning papers
screeched from their headlines. -

In that case, to offer premature congratu~

lations to the young officer would be

the guard’s report, were desertion and theft,
“in that he did feloniously enter the quarters
of the hospital steward and abstract there-
from and appropriate to his own use three
quarts of sulfuric acid.”

It looked as if it would go hard with him,
But the next morning, after the Command-
ing Officer had pieced together Zuder’s
rambling story, the red tape of the Service

. was made to stretch like rubber, and Galt
came back to his tent,

make him feel embittered. It was better
to wait, reasoned the others, and Mullen,
decent to the core of him, thanked them in
his mind for their waiting. And he tried to-
keep from his own manner the expectancy
of the others. Modest as well as decent was
young Mullen. Yet he could not help but
know that he had done something deserving
of reward, and he wondered what form that
reward might take. He clasped and un-
clasped his hands as he stood with the other
patrolmen before the Captain’s desk.
Captain Mulcahy looked down upon the
line of sturdy policemen, a smile which he
vainly endeavored to transform into a sour
sneer upon his red, good-humored face.
“A fine-lookin’ band of tarriers,” he com-
mented. “Sweeney, stand upl Is it the
daybootant slouch ye’re learnin’, for to im-
priss the nursemaids in the Par-rk, what?
Davenant, you wid the classy Ar-rchibald
handle to ye’er name, are ye tryin’ to tear
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the buttons off ye'er chest wid the bristle on
ye’er chin? Look alive, min! Be the
paunch of Bill Devery, ye make me think of
a gang of hod carriers, stooped wid the
weight they carry! Stand up!”

And now the men knew! Captain Mul-
cahy never slandered his men thus unless
he wished to harden his sentimental Irish
heart against the emotion engendered by
imminent drama—by the bestowing of
honors upon one of their fellows. It was
always this way: the Captain had abused
his men for twenty minutes when Carroll,
now of Headquarters, had been promoted.
It was as if the Captain feared that his voice
would soften into tears unless he hardened
his heart in advance.

The men grinned even as they straight-
ened up. On each side of young Mullen
elbows nudged him, the friendly nudges of
men whose confidence in themselves is such
that they begrudge no meed of praise to
another.

Mullen’s face burned and his throat went
dry. Captain Mulcahy stopped berating
his men. He droned through a lot of de-
scriptions of men wanted by the police,
read a few minor orders, and then cleared
his throat impressively. He read:

“GENERAL ORDER NUMBER 1732.

“For bravery. Patrolman Aloysius Mullen is
hereby promoted to sergeant. He is granted three
days’ vacation on full pay, at the end of which time
he will report to Headquarters. It is the desire of
the Commissioner that this order be read aloud in
the precinct of Officer Mullen, and that his fellow
officers understand that the Commissioner takes as
much pride in the heroic act of Officer Mullen as
must his own fellow officers.

“In this time of newspaper censure of the police—
some of it, the Commissioner will admit, deserved—
a deed like Officer Mullen’s tends to show the public
that the police force of this city is not composed of
crooked men alone. It shows that the great body of
the force is as ready now as at any time in the past
to risk life in the performance of duty. It shows in
spectacular fashion that the police force has not de-
generated, that it boasts its heroes as in older days,
and the Commissioner is proud to honor the man
wko has furnished as high an example of devotion
to duty, of unswerving courage in the face of danger,
as was ever furnished by soldier in battle. Officer
Mullen’s vacation is to begin with the reading of
this order.

*(Signed) JosErH HALDANE, COMMISSIONER.”’

On the right of Mullen was Sweeney and
on his left was Davenant. Each grabbed a
hand of the young officer. Behind him
Mason pounded his back and in front Daly
thumped him with friendly violence in the
stomach.
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“Good lad! Sergeant! The boy that put
the police on the front page without doin’
some graftin’ to get there! Good old
Mullen. Put ’er there, old scout!”’

They pushed him from one to the other;
they pounded his body until it was sore,
and wrung his hand until his fingers ached.
Captain Mulcahy, grinning from his high
desk, added td the noise by frequent bellows
commanding his men to be silent—bellows
to which his subordinates paid not the
slightest attention, knowing again that his
indignation was assumed merely to veil his
own emotion. But finally the demonstra-
tion died away. Mullen left the Station
House and the men began their duties of.
the day, save the night shift, who went
home for their eight or twelve hours off, as
the case might be.

&3, AND among the night shift men

¥} was Patrolman Silas Whittridge.
“&=% Queer name for a New York police-
man! Yes! And likewise a queer character.
From the Berkshire Hills he had come to
New York twenty-five years ago. Within
three weeks he would have rounded out a
quarter of a century of service on the police
force and would retire to live upon his pen-
sion. And he would retire a plain patrol-
man!

Neither praise nor censure had Whittridge
gained in his long service. He was one of
those mediocrities who attract no attention
to themselves—a faithful officer. In another
man the mere performance of duty, with no
spectacular actions, would have brought
promotion. But, somehow or other, Whit-
tridge had been passed over during the first
ten years of his career on the force. After
that, new Commissioners, noting that Whit-
tridge had not gained promotion under
previous heads of the force, thought that
there must be something lacking in the
man, and, as he did nothing to draw at-
tention to himself, they too passed him
over when promotions were made. Color-
less, self-effacing, modestly retiring—that
was the story of Silas Whittridge. And in
three weeks he would retire—a plain patrol-
man.

And to-day was the first time that his
failure had been bitter to him. During the
long years now ending, Whittridge, at each
promotion of some fellow, had comforted
himself with the assurance that some time
his day would come, But that comfort
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had now grown cold. Three weeks more!
To-day, listening to General Order Number
1732, he had realized how scant was the
time remaining to him to win- place.

“Twenty-five years!” he said to himself,
as he left the Station House. “And never a
chance! Nothing big ever happened. No-
body was robbed-.in my sight or hearing.
No oné€ was murdered near my beat. Noth-
in »

He wondered again, as he had wondered
so many times, what was lacking in his
make-up. . For he did not have the Yankee
push which his birthplace ought to have
given him. He seemed to lack something,
and though he comforted himself by saying
that he had never had a chance to show the
stuff inside him, he had begun to wonder
whether, after all, he had the stuff. If he
had, he’d have found some way to prove
it in a quarter of a century. He was a
failure.  —

He had been on duty sixteen hours and
was tired, so his eyes were downcast as he
rounded the corner from the Station House,
and he did not see young Mullen until the
latter placed a hand on his shoulder and
stopped him.

“Aren’t you going to wish me luck, Sile?”
asked the young man.

Whittridge colored.

“You know I wish it to you, boy,” he
said. “I—thought I'd prebably see you
again, soon, and— I didn’t join the others
because—— Well, I knew you’d know I
felt just the same as they do.”

“Sure I do,” said young Mullen. “But—
I wanted to hear you say so. And—I
wanted to tell you that—that—it’s a shame,
Sile, that’s what it is! Here you are, old
enough to be my father, and—it’s wrong,
that’s what it is! You ought to be a Cap-
tain—an Inspector. You’ve forgotten more
about police work than Mulcahy, bless his
old heart, ever knew. Yet he’s a Captain,
and you—— It makes me feel rotten, Sile;
it really does. By gosh, why didn’t you
take an Irish name when you joined the
force? I’ll bet if you had that——"

Whittridge smiled.

“Ttalians are promoted; Jews succeed;
Germans and Swedes rise. No, Mullen,
boy, there’s been no prejudice against me.

It’s just that—— Well, well, let’s talk.

about yourself. Are you going to ask that
little girl, now that you’ve been promoted,
and—"
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BUT Mullen was stubborn. He
would not be diverted.
“Look here, Sile,” he said, “have
you ever applied for promotion?”
Whittridge shook his head.
“Then why don’t you?”’ cried Mullen.
“You’ve got a record of faithful service,
and—there’s more than myself owe some-

thing to you.. There’s Carroll. He’s a
lieut’nant. There’s Mathews. He’s an
Inspector!

“And I've heard the men talk about
what you did for Mathews twelve years
ago. How you took him down to the River;
how you called out Red Burke from Deen-
ey’s saloon and promised Mathews the beat-
ing of his life if he didn’t cut the comb of
Burke then and there, without his uniform
or his badge—just to prove that a copper
was as good as any thug in the city, any
time or place.

“And Mathews got his nerve that day—
and when Red killed Wop Tony, Mathews
was there/ And his capture of Burke that
night made him a sergeant, and—Sile—
Mathews could say something—that would
help. You’ve been plodding along, helping
us younger men, letting us get ahead, and—
because you never horn in anywhere and
hoMer how good you are—well, you ain’t
got ahead. '

“There’s Mathews; there’'s Carroll;
there’s me! Do y’ s’pose I’d ever have gone
into that burnin’ house yesterday if you
hadn’t drummed it into me that a copper is
more than a citizen—he’s the State itself
in his small part?

“If you hadn’t made it clear to me that
what an ordinary man can pass up without
blame a copper’s gof to do? If you hadn’t
made me understand that a copper oughta
die performin’ his duty and thankin’ God
he had the chance to die like a man? Sile,
it wasn’t me saved that woman yesterday,
it was you—in my body, and—"

The young man’s voice broke. Mullen
knew that when he joined the force he had
the germs of cowardice within his soul, and
that the wise, kindly words of Whittridge
had driven those germs from him, and made
him a man, and—according to the papers
and Commissioner Haldane—a hero.

“I’'m goin’ to tell the Commish about you,
Sile,” he went on. “I’m goin’ to tell him

that—"
“Forget it,” said Whittridge. “What

you say is well enough, but—what the
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police force needs is doers, not tellers. I'm
a grand little teller, I am, but I ain’t ever
been a doer, and—run along, boy, and see
the little girl. And remember, when it
comes time to givin’ her away She’s
an orphan, ain’t she? Yes? Well, then,
I’ll be the man to give her to you. Under-
stand?”’

Mullen wrung the older man’s hand.

“You bet you will, Sile, and—T’ll have a
talk with Mathews and Carroll yet. You
watch me.”

And Silas Whittridge smiled gently at
the departing back of the young man.
Then the smile died from his lips and he
resumed his heavy walk to his lodging-
house. There was sadness in his eyes now.
For it was pretty hard to have a youngman
offer his help, kindly though Mullen had
meant it. It was pretty hard to know that
after twenty-five years of faithful service
the only way in which he could be brought
to the notice of the Commissioner was by
the kind action of one whom he had be-
friended.

Sile didn’t want that sort of help. He
wanted to do something himself, for him-
self. But it was too late. And philosophy
came to his aid. He wasn’t the only man

who had never gained promotion. If mere:

faithful performance of tasks entitled one
to promotion, the majority of the police
would be officers and there would be no
rank and file. Still—it was tough to know
that all one could do was to fill a rut. And
he sighed as he entered his room and com-
posed himself for a nap.

e 1T WAS bitterly cold at eight that
¥ night when he reported for duty at
: ¥ the Station House. And the mo-
mentary warmth of the Station but accen-
tuated the cold when, after reporting, he
stepped out into it again. Usually Silas
welcomed the cold. At least, it never
bothered him, for he was usually concerned
with some little kindness, some small charity
toward some one, that kept his thoughts
otherwise engaged than on the temperature.

It was the current statement about the
“House” that Whittridge’s veins were filled
with oil that kept him warm; for when
other officers sought the side doors of
saloons, or the gratings above bakery cel-
lars, Whittridge continued on his beat, un-
mindful of the weather. But to-night he
shivered a trifle as a gusty blast from the
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river twirled the tails of his coat. For to-
night he was as embittered as his kindly
soul could be. Mullen was so young—
twenty-four! And a sergeant! Contrast
always makes our own lot harder.

But he smiled with summoned cheerful-
ness. Mullen was to be a married man,
and needed promotion. He,. Sile, was a
bachelor, and could continue to get along
without it. He fastened a loose button on
his greatcoat and strode toward the wide,
wind-blown reaches of West Street.

He passed deserted warehouses, gloomy
with their shuttered windows, their loneli-
ness made more apparent by the solitary
gleam of a watchman’s light. He passed
shabby, rickety tenements, where light-
hearted Latins were learning that gold may
be picked from America’s city streets only
by efforts far greater than the sunnier
climes of their native lands demanded. He
passed the haunts of poverty and the flaring
lights from the resorts of the vicious or the
submerged. He had not lost, in a quarter of
a century, the love of cleanliness that the
windy hills breed; he seemed to breathe
more deeply as he came out upon West
Street.

He paused and swung his arms, beating
them across his chest, and stamping his
feet upon the sidewalk.

“It’s a night o’ weather!” he exclaimed.

And indeed it was; the rabbit-warren
tenements had spewed no hordes into the
streets this night! The city was in the grip
of the worst cold spell that Whittridge
could remember. Those few individuals
whom Whittridge saw were belated clerks
hastening to the ferries. There were none
coming from the ferries; Jersey was content
to stay at home to-night.

It was not yet nine o’clock, yet even the
waterfront saloons, usually sending forth a
welcome glow to ’longshoremen and sailors,
seemed cold and cheerless. Whittridge no-
ticed, as he strode down the street, that no
sounds of revelry oozed through their doors.
It was a bad night. And then the first
flurry of snow sifted down.

The officer turned up his coat collar
higher. There were seven hours of tramp-
ing his beat before him; after that he’d
have four hours in the Station.

“And I'll need them four,” he said to
himself. “Goshen, but it’s cold!”

Slowly, with that measured pace which
enables the policeman to walk steadily for
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hours without apparent exhaustion, he
made his way down the street. Here and
there he tried the doors—chandlery shops,
dingy groceries, shabby loft buildings. He
chuckled to himself as he found himself
hoping that one of these doors might be
unfastened, hinting at burglarious entry and
_consequent achievement for himself. But
none was. He reached the end of his route
on West Street, turned east, wandered in
and about among side streets, until at
length he came out again at his original
starting-place on the river front. Once
more he started on his beat—this was before
the day of the “fixed post.” ]

But now the snow was not fitful, not a
mere flurry. It was snowing savagely, bliz-
zard-like, and the cold had not decreased.
Footing was uncertain, vision blurred.
Even the powerful arc lights could send
their rays but a few feet, and were mere
blurs up above. The snow was of the dry,
fine-crystal kind, and seeped through collars
and inside coats. Long before eleven o’clock
had passed, Whittridge felt numbness steal-
ing upon him.

Once he paused and looked longingly at
the side door of a barroom. Within he could
find shelter and none would know; he knew
the moral caliber of the roundsman of to-
night. Trust lazy John Burman to find a
snug spot somewhere and let the patrolmen
alonel Whittridge was safe to “sojer’” to-
night if he wanted to. Al he had to do was
pull his box at regular intervals; in the
meantime he could be warm and protected
from the storm, and without fear of dis-
covery.

But it so happened that Whittridge had
never done this in the past. Despite
twinges of rheumatism that attacked knees
and ankles—rheumatism brought on by
years of exposure to inclement weather—
Silas stuck to his beat. At one o’clock he
came out upon West Street after the third
pacing of his tortuous beat. Not a soul was
in sight. As a matter of fact, to be visible,
a person would have to be within a dozen
feet of the officer, for the blizzard—one
from which men were to date events—pre-
vented sight. Whittridge, in the lee of a
doorway, consulted his watch by the aid of
an electric flashlight. It was a trifle after
one. He walked half a block and brought
up before the door of a saloon, which should
have been closed promptly at one. He
entered.
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“Close this place at once¢,” he com-
manded, “or I’ll have to pull you!”

The bartender indicated the group of men
who sat at tables drawn near a roaring stove.

“Use common sense, officer, can’t you?”
he asked. “I ain’t sellin’ anythin’; but if
you think I'm goin’ to turn this gang out in
the streets a night like this, pull away and
be hanged to you.”

Whittridge hesitated. His duty was to
apply common sense to the enforcement
of the law. It was a breach of law for the
saloon to remain open. But it might be
murder to send these men, some of them
with too much liquor aboard, with over-
heated veins which would cause them
quickly to succumb to the blizzard, out into
the storm. A policeman must use discre-
tion, else he would be arresting some one
every second.

“Stay open, then,” said Whittridge.
“But no sellin’—mind that!”

“Why don’t you stick around, officer?”
asked the bartender. “This is an awful
night to be out. Stick around and get
warm.” 5

“Thanks. Can't,” said the policeman
briefly, and left the saloon.

At each saloon he came to he stopped and
entered. But in no case did he order the
patrons sent out and the place closed. He
was taking a certain responsibility on his
shoulders in allowing these places to remain
open, but he was willing.

“I guess,” he said, as he left the last of
them, ‘“that I won’t get into trouble for it.
A man’s got to use some latitude in inter-
pretin’ the rules and reg’lations. And I ain’t
a slave-drivin’ murderer. Gee, I'd like to
stay in one of ’em myself!”

r- @ THE snow was piled in drifts now;
= q it swirled and flurried and drove

Al blindingly into the face. He reached
the end of his West Street beat; he turned
east again. He found it hard to find his way
about, even in this territory, to which he
had become accustomed in the many years
of his patrolling of it; which he knew as he
had known the cowpaths of the Berkshires
years and years ago. But his hand was
always to the wall, as per regulations, and
so he was not lost. At the proper intervals
he pulled his box and resumed his blind,
staggering way.

He began to wonder if his feet were frozen.
Yet he now lacked energy to jump up and
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down and pound them into warmth upon
the pavement. He lacked strength to beat
his arms across his chest. He lost interest in
the snow that sifted through cracks where
the sides of his coat met. Asunconcernedly,
as unknowingly, as a man floats down an
unknown current, unaware of the rapids
ahead, so Whittridge was drifting along the
current of death by freezing.

Yet so insidious was the approach of the
demon of cold that the officer was not aware
that he stood in danger until he reached
West Street at about three in the morn-
ing, preparatory to his last pacing of his
beat. There, upon the corner, unable to
see the great wharfs across the street, unable
to see the river, unable to do more than
guess at the existence of the buildings across
the narrow crosstown street, Silas began to
_+understand that he was in danger. He felt a
stupor gripping his brain; he felt a languor
stealing over his body. He leaned against
the wall of a building and his eyes closed.
He slipped almost to his knees and the ac-
tion aroused him.

“Goshen,” he said, “I better hang on to
myself! First thing I know I'll not know
anything, and they’ll pick me up looking
like a drowned rat.” ’

He summoned every ounce of energy and
started down the river front. A saloon door
swung open.

“Hey, officer, come in here

Whittridge stopped.

“What’s wrong?”’ he asked.

“Been watchin’ for you since your last
round,” said the bartender. ‘“You better
come in here—and stay here! Man just got
in—almost dead. You can’t last through
thisstorm. Come in—and stay till mornin’.”

“Thanks,” said Whittridge, ‘“but I gotta
trail along.”

And he trailed along. Somewhere in the
wide street, or in some narrow cross street,
huddled beneath the swirling flakes, might
be some wanderer of the night. And the
duty of the cop is to protect life as well as
to protect the law. Whittridge staggered
on. The bartender looked after him.

“I never thought,” said the latter, “that
T'd be tryin’ to help a bull, but—I'll bet
every other cop in town is snug and warm
somewhere. But that guy—why, he won’t
even take a ball or a beer in hot weather!”

“Close that door,” cried some one from
the bar’s interior. The door closed, shut-
ting out the snow and cold.

1’ cried a man.
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How Whittridge reached the end of his
route on West Street he could never have
told. He was almost blind, his feet were
like lumps of ice, he could detect no feel-
ing in nose, cheeks or ears, and his limbs
were leaden. Yet, dazed though he was, as
he turned for his last lap, the one that
would bring him to the comfort of the
“House,’” his dulled ears heard a cry from
across West Street. It was a faint cry, and
only a momentary lull in the storm carried
it to his ears. But he answered it. He
plowed through 'the drifts and reached a
wharf. There, in the lee of the building,
crowded into a narrow doorway, he came
upon a girl.

“Oh, officer,” she cried, “thank God you
came! I—I’'m freezing, an ”

“It’s all right, lady,” said Silas. “T’ll
get you home all right. But how'd you
come here?” '

“From Philadelphia,” she answered. ‘I
was visiting there. I got a telegram, and—
and I started home—on the eight o’clock
train. But the storm delayed us and it
was one o’clock when I landed at Twenty-
third Street, and—I got lost in the storm.
There was no car waiting at the ferry——"

“Why didn’t you stay in the ferry house?
Why didn’t you take a cab?” asked Whit-
tridge.

“I—don’t know. I didn’'t think. I
thought I could walk. I live on Seven-
teenth Street near Sixth Avenue, and——"

“And you’re a mile or two out of the
way, on West Street, near Spring,” exclaim-
ed Silas. “You sure got turned around,
lady. Just grab my arm and we’ll make it
to the Station House. You'll be warm
there.”

But, frozen, frightened though she was,
she would not listen to that. She wanted
to go home, to be with her mother, and be-
came hysterical in her frightened pleading
to be taken there. Silas heard her. There
was no hope of getting a taxi or any other
conveyance. And the girl said that her
mother was sick—dying—and would be
needing her.

Dully Silas took stock of himself. Yes,
he could make it—if it were a matter of
life or death. As for the girl, she had not
suffered much; she had been in the shadow
of the wharf house for over an hour, and
the worst of the storm had not got at her.
Also, she was buoyed by the presence of a
policeman. She could make it, and together
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they started. One hour later he left her at
the door of her home.

“I’d have been frozen to death,” she said,
“if—if it hadn’t been for you, and—come
in! You must get warm; you’ll freeze!”

T gotta report at the Station,” said Silas,
“and there’s part of my beat to be gone
over yet. There might be somebody else,
like you, in danger. Thanks, though, I
hope your ma is all right.”

And he left her, plodding into the night.
Thirty minutes later, near the Christopher
Street ferry house, he stimbled over a curb-
stone. And he did not rise again. He slid
down into the soft snow with a sigh. He
moved his limbs slightly, in purely involun-
tary protest against his fate. But his tired
brain accepted that fate. It was so pleas-
ant lying there; so suddenly warm; and he
was so drowsy. The snow sifted down over
his body; in a few minutes he was hidden
beneath its smothering, warm flakes.

Dawn came; at least the hour which the
almanac stated was dawn. And with that
hour came a milk team struggling desper-
ately against the storm. Its driver saw the
huddle that was Silas. He investigated,
and a little later Silas was in the Station
House. There they worked over him and
summoned an ambulance. In the hospital
the doctors shook their heads, but went to
work, Little by little the apprehension on
their tired faces lifted. Silas was safe, al-
though he must endure torments before he
would be well again. He had had as narrow
an escape from death by freezing as it is
possible for man to have, and yet avoid
the trip to the Valley of the Shadow.

G5 IT WAS three days before the doc-
j tors discharged him, limping, weak,
and with a heart that was leaden in
his bosom. For, just before his discharge,
he had been notified by a brother officer
that he was suspended from the force, pend-
ing the hearing of charges that had been
filed against him. And ‘the hearing of the
charges was scheduled for that afternoon, at
Headquarters. Silas was too dazed, too be-
wildered, to ask the officer any questions.
He merely took the papers handed to him
and looked dully at them.

A little later an orderly guided him to
the hospital door, and he looked out upon
a city whose cleaned streets gave no evi-
dence of the fearful, devastating blizzard of
but a few nights gone. Silas stumbled down

the steps, into the arms of young Mullen.

. The young man hurried him to a taxicab.

“Feelin’ well, Sile?” he asked gently.

Whittridge indicated the papers in his
hand. :

“My Heavens, Mullen boy!” he said.
“I'm up on charges! Me! Dereliction of
duty, deserting my post, drunk on duty!
Mullen boy! Ob, my Heavens! I don’t
understand; I—"

His voice broke; Mullen gripped his hand
with fervor.

“It’s a shame, Sile,” said the younger
man. “It’s—raw, that’s what it is! But—
you wasn’t drunk; you didn’t do any of
them things, did you? Hop into this taxi
and let’s get downtown.”

Whittridge threw off Mullen’s hand.,

“Go down—and be fried!” he growled.
“By ——, no! I'm through. I'm goin’ to
mail my resignation to the Commissioner!
Tl get off the force, if they want me to.
But they won’t put me off! They won’t
shame me by makin’ me face trial for things
I didn’t do. Try me? By , nol”

Mullen stared at his old friend.

“You ain’t quittin’, Sile, are you? You
ain’t runnin’ from attack, are you? Come
down—and face 'em out! Come down to
Headquarters! You’re no quitter! You
don’t resign under charges. You meet ’em!
That’s you. You ain’t been on the level
for twenty-five years to lie down like a dog
now. You come with me!”’

Bitterness welled in the heart of Whit-
tridge. Mullen was right. He couldn’t
quit under fire. But he’d go down there
and he’d talk! Twenty-five years on the
force and disgrace at its finish! But he’d
have his say! He was no quitter, by ——I
If truth and honor counted for anything, if
decency and being square counted, they’d
not railroad him from the force.

And if they did Didn’t honesty pay
at all? Didn’t character count? Was 1t
only grafters that got on in the force? If
not, why was he thus shamed when he’d
only done what he should have done? Was
the whole world rotten, after all? Wasn’t
there any reward for goodness? Where was
it, then? He groaned aloud as the taxi
sped downtown and Mullen winked back a
tear.

“Sile, things has to be proved, you know.
And they ain’t proved yet. You got a re-
cord. Stand on it!”

But Whittridge laughed bitterly.
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“A record?” he retorted. “What of it?
I’'m only a patrolman, Mullen. And what'’s
a patrolman to a Commissioner that wants
to make a show of how he cleans up the
force? Nothing! Nothing, and Why,
I don’t even know who makes these charges;
I ain’t got a lawyer; I ain’t got a defense—
except my character; and—they got to give
me time. They got to give me time!”’

Then bitter wrath possessed him.

“No, they ain’t,” he cried. “I don’t want
time! My hands are clean, and if the Com-
missioner can’t see it, why ”

“Now you're talkin’ like my old friend
Sile,” said Mullen. “Here we are. Jump
out!”

He gave Silas his arm and they alighted
before Police Headquarters. In a couple of
minutes they were in the trial room. Whit-
tridge allowed Mullen to lead him to a
chair, and then he stared about the room.
He saw Mathews; he saw Carroll; and his
face turned crimson at the thought that they
whom he had helped, younger men both,
should be present to see him in his shame.

But be wasn’t shamed yet. An honest
man didn’t get ahead in this world, but he
couldn’t be pushed back! Not at least un-
til he’d been heard. Silas would fight. He
saw a girl smiling at him and wondered
where he had seen her before. Then the
Trial Commissioner, seated at his raised
desk, cleared his throat.

“Silas Whittridge, patrolman; charges,
dereliction of duty, drunkenness on duty,
desertion of post. All ready?”

Sile leaped to his feet. Mullen dragged
him back.

“Wait!” he whispered.” Wait!”

Then, as Whittridge struggled in his
grasp, the young man said: “For all your
life, Sile, you’ve helped others. Now—Ilet
others help you!”

And before Sile could make answer, a
tall, imposing-looking man was on his
feet, addressing Trial Commissioner Dan-
ton. Whittridge dropped feebly into his
seat. The man was Cranston—Cranston,
one of the most famous lawyers in the city.
And he was smiling at Silas. Dazed, Silas
heard the clerk’s voice drone, “Witness for
the Department: John Beatty.”

™ A SMUG-LOOKING man walked

§ to the witness chair. He gave his
name, stated that he was a member
of the Anti-Vice Society, and that on the

night of December 17 he had taken refuge
from the blizzard in a saloon on West Stre=t,
He had been on his way to the ferry, but
feared to cross the street. A policeman,
whom he recognized as being in this court-
room now, had entered the saloon after one
o’clock, and had not closed it. Therefore
he, John Beatty, as a law-respecting citizen,
had felt it his duty to inform the police
commissioner of the fact.

“It was so cold that you didn’t dare cross
West Street, eh?” queried the famous law-
yer.

The witness nodded.

“That’s all,” said the lawyer.

Trial Commissioner Danton stared at the
lawyer.

“No further cross examination?’’ he ask-
ed. .
Cranston shook his head. The milkman
who had found Whittridge testified. He
had found the officer in the snow at Chris-
topher Street, a quarter of a mile outside
his beat. He had noticed no signs of in-
toxication on the frozen policeman. There

was no cross examination.

“That all?”’ asked the lawyer of the Com-
missioner.

“It is proved that Whittridge was off his
beat; that he did not close a saloon open in
violation of the law,” said Danton. “That
is enough to justify his dismissal from the
force without proof of intoxication. The
intoxication charge was added because it
seemed probable that the officer would not
have wandered from his beat and succumb-
ed to the storm unless he had been drink-
ing. The defense, if there is one, will now
be heard.”

The lawyer smiled.

“There is a defense,” he said.
Duffy to the stand!”

Mr. Duffy spoke briefly. He owned the
saloon on West Street which, it was com-
plained, Whittridge had not ordered to be
closed. Mr. Duffy had no overweening love
for cops. He admitted it.

“But this bull, he’s got sense—and a
heart,” said Mr. Duffy. ‘“He used common
sense when I told him that I wouldn’t close
the place. I wouldn’t ’a’ done it for no one.
And that guy Beatty was glad to stay there
and get warm. He’s one o’ these fool re-
formers that want to get their names in the
papers, and ”

“It was for humanity’s sake, then, that
Officer Whittridge allowed you to keep

“James
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open? There was no money passed be-
tween you?”

“Say,” said Mr. Duffy with emphasis,
‘“I’ve known this bull for years and he
wouldn’t graft a beer!”

“That will be all,” said the lawyer.
“Miss Amy Cranston!”

As he called the name he looked at Whit-
tridge. He did not smile now, and it seemed
that from his eyes his heart spoke to the
policeman on trial.
gasped. He recognized her now; she was
the girl of the storm. And when she an-
swered Cranston’s questions she said,
“Father.”

So that was why the famous lawyer was
appearing in a police trial! The cockles of
Whittridge’s heart suddenly warmed; his
eyes filled; there was good in the world.

The girl was brief. She told of being lost
in the storm; her mother was ill; she had
been telegraphed to come from Philadel-
phia. Her father had not met her at the
station, and the cousin who had been sent
to meet her by her father had gone to a
ferry and missed her. She had begged
Officer Whittridge to take her home and not
to the Station House. And the officer had
done so, at what risk to himself was shown
by his later yielding to the storm.

“Lieutenant Carroll!” cried the lawyer,
when his daughter stepped down. ‘Lieu-
tenant, have you known Officer Whittridge
long?”

“Fifteen years,” was the answer.

“Did you ever see him take a drink?”

“He’s a teetotaler.”

“You and he are friends?”

“He is the best friend I ever had. When
I joined the force I was ignorant. Out cf
the goodness of his heart, he instructed me.
And when -I rounded up the,Gas House
Gang, it was because I followed Officer
Whittridge’s advice. He showed me how
to get the evidence that resulted in their
conviction and my first promotion.”

“Why did you not tell your superiors
this at the time?”

“Officer Whittridge begged me not to.
He said that, after all, I’d done the work
and deserved the credit. I took his view—
selfishly. I am sorry for it, now.”

“And you consider him a good officer?”

“One of the best.” *

“Then why has he not gained promo-
tion?”

. Carroll shrugged his shoulders.

As for Whittridge, he -

”

“I guess he’s been unlucky,” he re-
sponded. And he never tried to push
himself.”

“Inspector Mathews!” cned the lawyer

THE reporters who had dropped in,

/}’“0\

! “‘S") as a matter of routine, were racing

pencils across copy paper now. No
trial like this had ever been witnessed in the
grim confines of Headquarters. And as
Mathews took the stand, their heads craned
forward. For Mathews was the big man
of the Strong Arm Squad. Whatever Math-
ews did or said was news.

“Inspector Mathews,” said Cranston,
“‘why are you an Inspector?”

It was a strange question, and even Com-
missioner Danton leaned over to hear the
reply.

“Because of Silas Whittridge,” came the
answer.

“Explain.”

“I was a plain bull beating the pave,”
said Mathews. “There was a man named
Red Burke—the cock of the river front.
He had my goat. I walked on my toes when
my beat took me by him. And Whittridge
heard of it. He knew what’d come to me if
things kept on. He found me one day when
I was off duty. Says he:

“ ‘Mathews, I'm older than you, but I can
fight yet. Ihear there’s a tough named Red
Burke that’s got you buffaloed. Do you
think he could hurt you more than myself?
Mathews, you lick Red Burke to-day. You
put the fear of the New York police into
him or I’ll put you in the hospital myself!”

“ ‘Why do you butt in?’ I asked.

¢ ‘Because I love the force,” he answered,
‘and no man shall stay upon it who fears
any one within the city limits—or outside,
Is it me—or Burke?’ ”

The Inspector paused and looked around.
It was no shame to him to admit a fear long
dead. There was none who to-day would
doubt the oft-proved courage of Inspector
Mathews. Mathews was too big to fear
confession. He smiled broadly.

“I looked at Whittridge—and I thought
of Burke. I weighed the two of them in
my mind. Mr. Commissioner, I chose
Burke. I made him know his master. And
when later he murdered a man, I did not
fear to take him—single-handed. ’Twas
then I was first promoted. I am now an
Inspector. I am asked why I am an In-
spector There is the answer!”
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And his great hairy hand pointed at the
blushing Whittridge as he left the stand.

“Sergeant Mullen!” cried the lawyer.

But the Trial Commissioner struck his
desk.

“Enough,” he said. “It scems to me
that this trial has become a plea for the
promotion of Officer Whittridge. You are
proving, by the words of men I can not
doubt, that Whittridge is a good and faithful
policeman. I can hear no more of this sort
of evidence. I do not understand, Mr.
Cranston, why you permitted this case to go

to trial without first informing me of the .

absurdity of the charges against the de-
fendant. These matters are not germane
to the trial.

“The question is, did Officer Whittridge
desert his post? He did—justifiably. The
question is, did he permit a saloon to remain
-open after hours? He did—justifiably.
The question is, was he intoxicated? He
was not.

“T am sorry that Mr. Beatty should an-
noy the Commissioner with such a charge,
There are times when even a reformer
should be expected to use judgment, com-
mon sense. I ought to dismiss these charges
at once, but—there has been so much of
interest told here to-day that I will not do
" so. I will submit a report to Commissioner
Haldane. For the present, the suspension
of Officer Whittridge is lifted and—I would
like to shake his hand!”-

“WH—WHAT’S the idea, Mullen
% boy?”’ asked Whittridge, when they
~J were outside. “Why did you let me

be tried? Why——"

. “The idea,” said burly Mathews, “is that
there was only one way to get your case be-
fore Haldane. He's too busy a man to lis-
ten to your friends boosting you, but what
happens at a trial—just wait!”

And then Miss Amy Cranston was led
up by her father, and both of them spoke
words that brought the red to the face of
Whittridge.

“Don’t thank me—you’ve paid me,”
stammered Whittridge.

Cranston laughed. He pointed at Mul-
len.

“He’s the one to thank,” he said. ‘“When
I went to your Station House to visit you
and thank you for saving my daughter, it
was he who told me of the charges against
you, and he who suggested this plan of ac-
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tion. A clever man, Officer Whittridge.”

Mullen laughed sheepishly.

“Aw, I was just payin’ my debts,” he
returned. ‘‘Let’s come along, Sile, unless
you want to talk to the reporters.”

“I do not,” said the badly rattled Whit-
tridge.

And he was still more rattled next morn-
ing when, after droning through the day’s
routine orders, Captain Mulcahy cleared
his throat and looked down upon the line-up
of policemen.

“Stand straight, ye tarriers,” he snarled.
“Stand up! Ye look like a gang of para-
lytics. Stand up!

“GENERAL ORDER NUMBER 1824.

“For bravery. Officer Silas Whittridge is hereby
promoted to be lieutenant. It is the Commissioner’s
pleasure to announce this promotion in the same
order wherein he dismisses the foolish charges
against the Officer. And it is the Commissioner’s
further pleasure to order this promotion, not for a
single act, but for over twenty-four years of devotion
to duty and of courageously performing that duty.

“Night after night, day after day, Officer Whit-
tridge has done his duty. He has never shirked.
He has taught other men to do their duty. He has
made good policemen out of indifferent material.
He has been instructor, guide and friend to others.
His promotion is for his years of devotion to duty,
and not only for his heroism during the recent
blizzard.

“And the Commissioner wishes to'impress upon the
police force that men are sometimes passed over for
promotion because it is impossible for the Com-
missioner to be aware of the merits of all. It is
not too late for him to reward Officer Whittridge.
The Commissioner wishes also to thank the officers
who so cheerfully testified to the debts they owed
to Lieutenant Whittridge. This order to take effect
immediately.

“(Signed) JoserH HALDANE, COMMISSIONER.”

After the tumult had died away, Captain
Mulcahy looked down upon the newly
created lieutenant.

“Loot’nant Whittridge, sor,” he said im-
pressively, “I congratulate ye. You an’ me
ar-re gittin’ old, and—it’s good to know
that virtue ain’t its only reward.”

Silas looked about the room, flushing
under the congratulatory grins of his fel-
lows.

“I—T Yes, Captain,” he stammered,
“but—there’s been times when—a man gits
discouraged, and—wonders if he’ll ever show
the stuff.”

Captain Mulcahy blew his nose.

“Nonsinse, Loot’nant!” he said. You
was showin’ the stuff all the time. Trouble
was, other folks was blind.”
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CHAPTER I

GLOOMY BILL CARRIES SOME MAIL-

HERE was a thin mist of rain
still hanging in the air and the
sunbeams glanced through it and
flickered on the slimy clay of the
sodden road, which began to dry with al-
most miraculous expedition. The storm
was over, for the time being, and the resi-
dents of the village began to appear on the
single street and go about their various
tasks.

The rank grass in the fenced yards and
the -drooping leaves of the apple trees
steamed in the hot light and slowly dried to
‘a dusty green tinge as if the heavens had
not so recently opened the flood gates and
dumped tons of water on the baking soil of
Arizona. The soil drank it up thirstily and
gaped for more, but at this moment there
was no more for it. The rain had passed on
and, for a fiew hours, Pine and that part of
Gila County surrounding it must rest con-
tent with the dampness that recalled the
cooling tempest. It would rain again to-
morrow and the next day and the next;
perhaps for two or three weeks longer in all,
Then Arizona would return to hopeless
aridity until the Winter snows and rains
brought further relief.

The ground steamed, the roofs of the dull,
unpainted houses steamed, the leaves and
grass steamed and the glistening slicker that
was worn by the mail carrier steamed more
industriously than did these other things,

The mail carrier also steamed, a steady,
simmering vapor of gloomy profanity and
discontent, in no way brought on by any
direct influence of the sun. The mail car-
rier, Bill McGhie, was a pessimist and saw
evil in all things, howsoever good they might
appear to the less discerning.

It was Bill’s luck, he opined, that just as
he was completing his trip, after endless
hours of riding in a pouring torrent, of bog-
ging down on treacherous slopes, of stoical
suffering in a stuffy slicker, with trickles of
water sliding down his back, he should draw
unto his home just as the sun came forth
and mocked him. Bill allowed that he
wouldn’t care if the sun never came out so
long as he be dryly ensconced before his
base-burner stove in his bachelor cabin, if
it would only shine softly while he made his
official rounds. Once and again, Bill vowed
that he would be everlastingly condemned
if he didn’t resign that night and so end
the misery of riding for a Government that
thought a dellar was as big as a cart wheel
and paid accordingly.

He slopped along through the sticky mud,
never casting a glance at the frowning, black
wall of the mesa that reared its towering
height above him to'the right. It was an
old story to Bill and such sentiment as was
in him was not to be wasted on any such

_thing as scenery. In his opinion there was

entirely. too much scenery in Arizona, any-
way. What the country needed was a few
more white people and less rocks and
snakes. Folks that raved about scenery
didn’t have to climb over it day afterday,
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carrying a heavy mail sack, or they wouldn’t
find so much to admire in it.

But there were more fools in the world
than sensible folk and Bill had c¢ven heard
that people would come all the way from
God’s country, back East, to see the hills
and valleys and snakes and Gila monsters
and other unpleasant things that were in-
digenous to Arizona. Bill couldn’t under-
stand why, but the fact was admitted.
Some people came for their health, and
some, like the Forest Ranger on the moun-
tain, came no one knew why. There was
some sense in people coming for their health,
as Mr. Beran had come, but it was as plain
to Bill that cven that amount of sense was
overborne by the evidence of innate imbe-
cility shown by the aforesaid Beran in his
other actions. If Beran had really had any
sense he wouldn’t have brought his daughter
into this hole nor would he have gone and
paid good money for a ranch which every
one knew did not belong to the man who
had sold it to him. Bill uttered a gloomy
chuckle as he drew from his saddle pockets
a letter which he was bringing from the post-
office at Pine and which was addressed to
Beran, That would jolt him, thought Bill.

Nearly every one in Pine had had one of
them things. Bill knew without looking at
it what it was. The official frank of the
Land Office told him all he could wish to
know. Beran’s daughter would realize what
a fool her father was as soon as she read that,
if she didn’t already.

But it might be a comfort to her to know
that the ranch they had so rashly bought
was no good anyway and might make the
loss of it less of a blow to them. So Bill
charitably decided to tell her as soon as he
had an opportunity. That was Bill all over.
He was one of the most charitable of men.

He was coming to that ranch now, and he
glanced disparagingly to the right at the
straggling fences and the rough, brown land
sparsely covered with young, second-growth
yellow pine, which offered such a poor pros-
pect for agriculture. The land was there,
plenty of it, and water in springs, but the
latter could not be used for irrigation and

without it the land was as barren as the"’

Sahara.

Bill had a ranch just west of this half a
section and one almost of the same charac-
ter, and so he felt amply competent to judge
of its worth. He had always maintained
that the barrenness of his property drove
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him to eke out a living by hiring out to the
Government, but since the Land Office
had taken exception to the title by which
he held his acres, his feelings had undergone
a change. He was still certain that his
neighbor’s land was worthless, but his own
had suddenly become precious and he
wailed loudly when there was any to listen,
concerning the soullessness of Governments
and the incompetence of bureaucrats.
Every one in Pine Village was in the same
boat, but that did not arouse Bill’s sympa-
thy. They should have had better sense
than to settle there in the first place and be-
sides, they were Mormons and as such, Bill
did not consider them entitled to sympathy.
But as for himself, Bill was convinced that
he was the victim of injustice and he made
up his mind once more to resign immedi-

ately.
i

.4 gate that opened onto Beran’s

property. Here he dismounted, and

after opening the wires led his horse toward
the house, carrying in his hand the letter
that he knew meant wo and disaster to the
dwellers therein. The door opened as he
approached and Helen Beran leaned against
the jamb awaiting his approach.

“Have you some mail for us, Mr. Mc-
Ghie?”’ she tinkled, smiling on the mail
carrier with that mirth that would have
set half the men of Pine to fetch and carry
for her like slaves if she had permitted it.
Bill felt a fresh wave of gloom submerge
his soul.

“Which I'm plenty sure it ain’t no ]oyous
greetin’s I'm a bringin’ you, Miss Helen,”
he grumbled, as he held out the long, official
envelope. “Them things has b’en driftin’
in hereaways right smart these few weeks
back, an’ I reckon you-all have done got
your turn at it now. It’s a heap hard on
pore folks that’s a tryin’ to eke out a livin’
in this hole of a country when the blasted
Gov’'ment comes a squanderin’ in an’ runs
’em off the Reservation with these here
TFForest Reserves an’ such. What’s Arizona
a comin’ to, I'd like to know, an’ likewise
where has the freedom which we reads about
in the school books done gone to? Which
I maintains it’s tormmt an’ no two ways
about it, whatever.”

Helen Beran tilted her head a little side-
wise and smiled again at him,

“Is it as bad as all that, Mr. McGhie?” -

HE SLOPPED.on up to the sagging
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she asked. “Well, you just come in and:sit
down until father gets here and we can have
a little to eat and cheer you up. He’s out
on the hill trying to plant some apple trees
and I don’t think he knows anything about
it. He will be here in a little while and tell
us, however, just how it should be done.

“And if there is any bad news in this let-
ter, trust him to discount it. For optimism,
as you know, Mr. McGhie, father is a per-
fect setoff to you. He can see nothing but
the lining where you can see nothing but
the cloud, and the two of you are necessary
to strike a balance.”

Bill followed her into the house. It was
a small and plain cabin, built of unplaned
boards from the portable sawmill on the
Reserve, but it had been painted after a
fashion and its interior was attractive and
neat, with Navajo blankets on the floor and
the evidences of taste and refinement on
every side.

“How’s your pa, Miss Helen?”” asked Bill,
as he sat down carefully on a chintz-covered
chair and deposited his hat ‘on the floor.
“He wasn’t lookin’ so well when I last see
him.7! . .

“But he’s looking better now,” said
Helen. “He and his orchard are both hope-
ful and thriving if you can trust him.” .

“It ain’t no country for orchards and it
ain’t no climate for folks like your pa,” re-
marked Bill. ‘“He may go right along per-
suadin’ hisself that he’s agettin’ stronger
an’ better, but the fust thing you all know
he’ll jest naturally peter out. Iseena many
die jest thataway.”

“Gracious!” said Helen. ‘“What a cheer-
ful prophet you are! I was sure that he had
at last gotten rid of all that afflicts him in
the way of ill health and now you come and
dash my hopes to the ground. The subject
is so painful that we must change it. Let’s
see what the disastrous letter is about. It
is addressed to father but I don’t suppose
he will care if I open it.”

“And you might break the news to.him a
mite,” added Bill.

So Helen slit the letter open and read it
while Bill sighed and gloomed. It was as
he had guessed and Helen’s smile faded as
she read it. Briefly, it was a formal notifi-
cation that the land on which they lived
was, by virtue of the President’s proclama-
tion, a part of the Black Mesa Forest Re-
serve and as such not open to settlement.

They were, accordingly, trespassers on

Government property and were required to
show cause without delay why they should
not be ejected therefrom.

“But we bought the ranch and paid for
it,” said Helen, as she looked up from this
harsh epistle. ‘

“Who sold it to you?”’ asked Bill, though
he knew very well.

“It was a man named Nephi Lane,” an-
swered Helen. ‘“Father met him in Phce-
nix, where he was on his way to Mexico with
his wife. He told us all about this place and
gave us reasons why he was leaving. Poor
father, always optimistic, thought it ideal
for his ailments and closed the bargain at
once, after a lawyer had made a pretense
of looking up the title. I was doubtful of
it at the time but since he had paid the
money and we could not locate the lawyer
again and Lane had gone to Mexico, we
made the best of it.

“And, of course, when we found after our
arrival that Lane had actually lived here
and that his father and brother were promi-
nent people in the village, though the land
was not exactly as he had represented it to
be, I thought it was all right. It cost father
a good part of all he had and after we had
fixed it up there was not a great deal left.
If this is to go now, I do not see what we
are to do.” ;

“Them Lanes,” said Bill, “are crooked a
plenty. But Moroni is so pious that no one
will believe it. Nephi was a squatter just
like the rest of us and the land hadn’t never
be’n surveyed so he couldn’t give no title to
it, none whatever. Nephi goes to Mexico
some hurried because he done eloped with
old Jim Baker’s girl from over near the
Verde an’ Jim is some peevish thereat an’
aims to perforate him a heap along with the
girl if she’s in range at the time.

“But Nephi don’t allow to come up none
with Baker an’ he tharfore pulls his freight.
On his way he falls in with your pa an’
takes him into camp like you explains. He
ain’t got no title to pass on an’ so your pa
can’t get none from him, which is legal an’
horse sense what any one can see.”

“But what about all the others?” ob-
jected Helen. ‘‘You say they are squatters,
too, and have had these notices. What do
they intend to do about it?”’

“They can’t do nothin’,” said Bill. “The
Gov’'ment’s too big for pore ranchers to
fight ag’in’, an’ I reckon we-all will have
to pull up stakes and move along. I got a
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crop o’ potatoes on my place an’ I reckon
I don’t get to harvest them none whatever.
All of Pine will have to move and there
won't be nothin’ left around hercaways
except sheep an’ trees. It's a dooce of a
country, it is.” ‘

2> 1 looked out toward the road, now glis-

“ tening muddily in the slanting rays
of the evening sun. She felt almost as pessi-
mistic as Bill and was inclined to agree with
his estimate of the country. She was hardly
to be blamed for this, since she had lived her
life in cities and amid more comfortable
surroundings until her father’s health had
failed and he had sought a refuge and a cure
in Arizona.

Helen was naturally cheerful, but this
last blow was almost too much to bear.
She had found the rough life of the ranch
and the household work hard enough, but
she could bear that if they were only as-
sured a roof over their heads and enough
to eat. But if they were to be cast out by a
pitiless Government with her father un-
able to resume his work as an accountant,
what were they to do? Helen did not know
and did not find the puzzle a cheerful one to
think about.

A figure on horseback came into her line
of sight and she watched it idly, hardly real-
izing that it was attracting any attention
from her. Yet her mind was unconsciously
taking note of it, as a vague connection be-
tween the riding man and her troubles man-
ifested itself in her thought. That was the
Forest Ranger from up on the Mountain,
probably coming in on one of his monthly
visits to the settlement to buy supplies or
have his horses shod.

She recognized him by the fact that a
pack horse, utterly unrestrained by rope
or lead line, followed him like a dog and that
another sort of beast also trailed him,
though not like any dog as she knew dogs.
Yet it was a dog, as she knew, though its
breed was strange to her. She had re-
marked that dog before and wondered at its
characteristics, which were more than pe-
culiar. In happier moments she had har-
bored curiosity concerning it, but that was
past for the time being.

The Ranger drifted past her and on out of
sight, leaving a vague impression of a
slouching figure that sat easily to the shui-
fling trot of his horse, with hands crossed

ﬁ HELEN went to the window and
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on his saddle horn and eyes bent always on
the road just ahead of him. Whenever she
had seen him, he had kept that attitude of
detachment from his surroundings and he
had always ridden at that monotonous
trot.

He seemed to typify the cold indifference
and mechanical bureaucracy of the Govern-
ment which he served. The analogy would
have been complete if it had not been for
the dog. That had no place in the picture.
It was a note of mockery in a serious mat-
ter.

Helen made up her mind suddenly to a
move whose consequences were of the va-
guest in her mind. She hardly thought that
anything would come of it, but there was a
chance that something would, and she in-
tended to try it. She turned back to Bill
and bade him make himself comfortable
until her father came in while she ran down
to the village on an errand. She asked him
if she might take his horse and to this Bill
readily consented, though he did not like to
lend his beast to others. Helen was one
whom no one ever dreamed of refusing any-
thing, and Bill would have lent her his head
if it had been asked of him.

She threw a shawl over her head and
went out to mount the gentle horse with the
skill of a cow puncher. Then she waved
her hand to Bill and to the approaching
figure of her father, and spurred out to the
road and turned toward the village, some
four miles distant. Fully a mile ahead of
her rode the slouching figure of the Forest
Ranger, swaying tirclessly to his endless
trot.

CHAPTER 1T
THE RANGER IS REBUKED

ELEN at first gained rapidly on the
Ranger, but before she had lessened

the distance to half, the inipulse with which
she had started had begun to die in her and
she felt a fresh wave of doubt and discour-
agement sweep over her. The Ranger was
so impersonal, his infrequent appearances
were so wrapped in the atmosphere of aloof-
ness and the detachment of officialdom, that
her hope of gaining anything by an appeal
to him sank lower with every foot of ad-
vance. She pulled her horse down to a gait
that equaled that of her quarry and ceased
to gain upon him, thinking busily of the
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encounters she had had with him and en-
deavoring to recall some memory that
would encourage her.

The first time she had seen him was on
the day, three months before, when she and
her father had driven into Pine in a freight-
er’s wagon and paused before the post-
office, which was in the house of one of the
Mormon residents of the village. A man
dressed in a blue jersey, khaki trousers and
high-heeled boots had glanced indifferently
at them. His first glance had been followed
by a more intense stare, but one quite dif-
ferent from the furtive looks of the other
idlers who were gathered on the stoop. His
had been keen, appraising, but cool and
impersonal.

She had noted his brown, still features
and the blue of his eyes beneath the shadow
of his Stetson. The thing which had most
attracted her attention however, had been
the whiteness of his hands and their free-
dom from roughness. The skin of his face
and neck, too, was unwrinkled and smooth,
with no trace of the harsh texture caused
by the hard life of the ranchmen. The
only other feature that she noticed was the
fact that he wore a round, nickel-plated
badge, whose significance she did not then
know.

A few days later he had ridden past the
ranch, of which they had taken possession,
when she was standing in the doorway. This
time he was dressed in the flapping leggings
of the cow punchers and he rode his horse
at the easy trot which was to become famil-
iar to her as to every one else, while behind
him frisked that nameless beast which puz-
zled her.

His head had been bent on the road before
his horse’s feet and his hands were resting,
cased in buckskin gantlets, on the saddle-
horn. He looked like any cowman, with
coiled rope and ckaparejos, but there was a
nameless quality of neatness about him
which was generally lacking in the natives.
By this time she knew that he was the For-
est Ranger in charge of that part of theRe-
serve surrounding the village and the great
plateau behind it.

She had gone to the top of the cliff one
day with her father to cut some cedar poles
for a fence. Beran had seen the Ranger and
procured a permit, as the regulations re-
quired. Helen had sat down in the shade
of a straggling cedar while her father went
about the work with unaccustomed hands.
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In the midst of it, coming out of some path-
less region of mystery, had come the Ranger
at his inevitable gait, and drawn rein beside
the panting man. He had spoken a few
words, at which her father had ceased work,
and then the rider had dismounted, chopped
a blaze on a dozen trees, stamped them with
the hammer-back of the hatchet he carried,
taken the ax from Beran’s hand and swiftly,
with sure skill, cut down and trimmed the
poles he had marked.

She had watched the lithe creeping of the
muscles beneath the tight-fitting jersey and
wondered at the ease and expertness of his
ax-wielding. The job had been done in one-
third the time that her father would have
required for it and at the end the man had
smiled, nodded at the thanks which Beran
had showered on him, touched his hat to her
and swung into his saddle to ride away.

There was another memory allied with
this one. The beast which always followed
him had come up to Helen with a marvelous,
sinuous, sidelong wiggle of his entire body
and had endeavored to get on terms of
intimacy with her. She saw that it was a
dog, though the breed was strange as ever
to her. Or rather, it seemed to be a mixture
of more than a dozen breeds, in equal pro-
portion. It had insinuated its front paws
in her lap and reached up a cold snout and
made a partially successful attempt to lick
her nose.

At this maneuver she had indignantly
ejected it from its place of vantage and called
it “a horrid beast.” The dog had done its
best to convey an abject apology, but she
had remained cold to its humble blandish-
ments. It had finally retired to a nearby
spot and spent the rest of the time in
scratching with praiseworthy industry for
fleas, When its master had ridden away it
had followed, running with its rump high
in the air and its hind legs thrown past its
forefeet well to one side, giving it a most
ungainly appearance.

One other meeting she remembered, and
that was all. She and her father had stood
one day by the fence and watched the cloud
of dust raised by a band of sheep that hur-
ried along the road toward Pine village, evi-
dently in haste to reach some spot or other.
They had passed on and finally vanished
around a bend of the cliff. About fifteen
minutes later there had sounded the clatter-
ing beat of hoofs and a horse had gone past
like a storm cloud the white foam streaming
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from his mouth and his sides whitewashed
with lather.

On its back, sitting as cver, still and
casily in the saddle with his hands crossed
lightly on the horn, was the blue-jerseyed
Ranger; but now his eyes were directed
sternly ahead on the trail of those sheep and
their herders. As he swept on Helen had
noticed the black butt of a revolver peeping
from the fold in the flap of his chaps just
above the knee. That detail was peculiar.
She thought all men wore the six-shooter
on a sagging belt as depicted in the illus-
trated stories. The Ranger was evidently

an exception.
30! ;
5}]'{-’ |§§ though she had occasionally heard
him discussed by the villagers at the
post-office or the store. The comments had
been largely overlaid with personal bias.
Some had a rooted aversion to all Govern-
ment officials and especially to TIorest
officers, while others had received some
benefit from the Reserve in the way of graz-
ing privileges or timber sales which caused
them to favor the Ranger. The Post-
master was a Republican and spoke well
of the Ranger because he also was one.
Skinner, who kept the “road house,” was a
free thinker, and one gathered from his com-
ments that the Ranger was one also and was
a man of sense and integrity because he had
no use for religion.

On the other hand, Bishop Jensen, who
was young and somewhat untutored, spoke
highly of the Ranger’s respect for the New
and Everlasting Covenant and with grati-
tude for certain information given to him
which had lent an atmosphere of learning to
his sermons and enabled him to refute suc-
cessfully some of Skinner’s arguments
against the Revealed Truth.

The Postmaster’s son and his wife were
strong partizans. The little boy swore that
the Ranger was the best feller on earth
because he had told him some of the finest
stories he had ever heard, while his mother
allowed that he was a nice young man be-
cause he was sure good to the children.

All this was encouraging, but there were
offsets to it. Moroni Lane swore the Ran-
ger was a heartless scoundrel and a crook.
Her father explained that the Ranger had
stopped his cutting that day because the
trees were not yet marked, though he was
inclined to forgive this strictness in view of

THAT was all she knew of him,

the ready help he had given immediately
after that. The schoolma’am opined that
he was a stuck-up, conceited thing, and the
village girls tossed their heads disdainfully
when his name was mentioned.

Dave Lane, son of the Elder, told openly
that the fellow was a remittance man from
back East and proved it by showing without
contradiction that no man could live as the
Ranger did, wear eight-dollar hats and fif-
teen-dollar boots and ride on hundred-and-
fifty-dollar horses with sixty-five-dollar
saddles without resources beyond the paltry
sixty-dollar-a-month salary the Govern-
ment allowed him. Why, Bill McGhie got
more than that and had a ranch to boot, but
he couldn’t put on that much dog nor any-
thing near it.

The case against the Ranger seemed
proved when Dave Lane got through with
him, though his father thought he was mis-
taken. In Moroni Lane’s deep-rooted
opinion the Ranger got these luxuries from
the proceeds of nocturnal enterprises such
as stage-robbing and stealing horses. Helen
did not like the Lanes, as she remembered
that one of them had defrauded her father,
but their aversion to the Ranger had some
weight with her, though it did not with most
people. The Ranger had never given her
more than passing notice and she resented
the fact.

She was still a quarter of a mile behind
the man when he at last reined up before
the post-office and dismounted. He left
his horse standing with trailing rein and
went into- the house, while the girl rode
slowly on.

She had half a mind to turn back and go
home before it got quite dark. But she did
not, and as she arrived in front of the post-
office the man she had been pursuing came
out and walked down to his horse, tearing
open a letter as he approached.

Helen took her courage in her hands and
was about to speak when she remembered
that she did not know the Ranger’s name.
Every one spoke of him or to him as
“Ranger,” and she had never heard any
other form of address used in speaking of
him. She blushed at the very idea of say-
ing, “Hey, you!” or, “Mr. Ranger,” to at-
tract his attention.

But the Ranger saved her from embar-
rassment by suddenly looking at her and
speaking first. His tone was impersonal as
he was himself,
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PR “DID you want to speak to me,
i&ﬁ Miss Beran?”’ he asked, as if it were
' an every-day matter for him to be in-
terviewed by young women with silky, dark
hair and faces like Spring violets. That
was what made Helen angry, though she
would not acknowledge it. The man was so
utterly self-sufficient and calm. If he’d only
act human and gape at her or blush and
stammer and try to be witty and killing
like these silly oafs of villagers, she would
not give him a thought. But he did not do
these things and she was inclined to believe
he did not because he knew it made her mad.
The schoolma’am was quite right.

“Yes, I did,” said Helen, with cold dig-
nity. “I have a letter here from Washing-
ton, which requires some explanation and
I hoped that you might furnish it. It’s
about the Forest Reserve.”

The Ranger held out his hand.

“May I look at it?”

He took it from her gloved hand and
glanced over it.

“Nothing much to explain,” he said
briefly. “The ranch you occupy is on land
included in the Forest Reserve and, as it
has not yet been surveyed, it is not open to
settlement except under squatter right.
You are required to show cause why you
should not be ejected as a trespasser on
Government property. Quite simple, I
think.”

Helen was exasperated.

“You may think so0,” she retorted
sharply. “Nodoubtit’s as simple as A B C
to your intellect, but it isn’t to mine. How,
I should like to know, are we to get back
the money we paid for that ranch and how
are we going to live with no home? Is that
so terrifically simple, Mr. Ranger?”

“Who sold that ranch to you?” the
Ranger asked, with a suspicion of a grin on
his placid face.

He flung his reins over the horse’s neck
and prepared to mount. .

“You ought to know, if you listen to the
talk in this village,”” said Helen. “Every
one knows that Mr. Lane’s son, Nephi, sold
it to father just before he went to Mexico.”

“I believe I have heard of the transac-
tion,” said the Ranger soberly.

But there was a slightly sardonic expres-
sion on his face which made the girl more
angry than ever.

“It was rather indiscreet of your father,”
he continued, “to buy a ranch to which

the seller had acquired no title. However,
there is hope that it will all come out right.”

“What hope?” asked Helen. “Is this
thing a mistake?”

“Not that I know of,” said the Ranger.
“Everything’s all right and quite according
to Hoyle so far as my official knowledge
goes. But all I've had to do with it so far
has been the sending in of a list of all the
folks who occupy land on the Reserve.
The Washington crowd attend to the rest
of it, and if any mistake has been made
you’ll have to take it up with them.”

“But don’t you have anything to do with
such things?”

Helen spoke with the disdain she felt for a
man of apparent education who would be
content to be a mere routine employee when
it was quite evident that he was fitted for
more responsible tasks. The Ranger caught
the tone and looked at her a little askance.

“I think,” he remarked, “that I will
probably have to bounce the exiles when the
final decision is made. But if you are scek-
ing my advice, Miss Beran, I'd say that
the best thing for you to do is write out a
statement of the circumstances and send it
in tome. I’ll see what I can do for you when
that is received.”

“If you have such an important part in
the affair, I don’t think that will save our
ranch,” replied Helen. Her sarcasm sound-
ed ill bred and stinging, even to herself, but
the man exasperated her with his indiffer-
ence upon a matter that to her seemed vital.
Yet he took no notice of her expression, and
his countenance failed to show any annoy-
ance he may have felt.

““Speaking officially,” said the Ranger, “I
can’t say that it will. But, as a reasoning
being, I hazard a guess that Uncle Sam will,
eventually, cease to interfere with you. To
tell you the truth, I think those sports in
Washington grind those letters out on a
duplicating machine and insert the names.”

“I presume,” said Helen, “that your
knowledge of what goes on in Washington is
extensive, in view of what you know of
affairs nearer us. It doesn’t sound like the
action of a responsible Government, how-
ever.”

The Ranger shrugged his shoulders.

“Right!” he replied. ‘“But who said that
this Government is responsible? - Not I, at
any rate. It has neglected to pay my salary
for six weeks, and I haven’t a decent word
to say for it. But I’'m not going to raise a
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row about it. I shall preserve a dignified
silence and, some day, aiter my emaciated
corpse has been discovered in the trackless
wilderness, a fellow signing himself Vox
Populi will write to the papers about it and
demand that the bureaucrats and dema-
gogues cease to plunder the peepul and
pay the faithful and lowly Ranger a wage
on which he will not starve to death. I
shan’t get excited over Uncle Sammie’s
aberrations, and I advise you to take the
same attitude.”

Helen examined the Ranger’s grave coun-
tenance for a sign of levity and found none.

“T supposed,” she said, ‘“‘that I should at
least get courtesy and aid from an official
and, instead, I am made a mark for cheap
facetiousness. You ought to be reported.”

W'XQ SHE dragged her horse’s head
1-8Y around, venting on its inoffensive

288 mouth some of her irritation at the
Ranger. But before she could spur him
back on the road to the ranch she heard the
even voice that so enraged her.

“Well, since the sheepmen and the fellows
that want timber which I can’t let them
have, beside several others, all say the same
thing, I suspect that I ought to be called
down. But just the same, Miss Beran, if
you want my good offices in the matter,
just trot out your statement of the facts
and you will find the lowly Ranger ready
to oblige at all times and places. As an
obliging person, I beat the Dutch.”

The girl thought that he was gibing at her
and utterly overlooked the underlying note
of seriousness in the man’s tone. But as
she rode rapidly away, without venturing
further comment, she could not help re-
flecting on the gulf of difference that separ-
ated this young man from those she en-
countered in the course of her daily life.

Some of the irritation felt in his presence
evaporated as she rode. After all, he had
offered to do what he could, though his
capacity seemed to be small. His making a
subject for levity out of a matter that prom-
ised to be serious to her was inexcusable,
perhaps, but he had not been actually rude.
On the whole, Helen began to feel that she
had better reserve judgment for the time
being and not be too ready to condemn the
man irrevocably. ‘

Back in the single street of Pine village
the Ranger looked solemnly at the curious
beast who sidled at his horse’s heels, and
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addressed the animal as if he were human.

“There are girls, Old Thousand Dollars,”
he said, “who are just girls and then there
are others who stack up pretty high in the
goddess line. It’s nothing to us, you know,
because girls are out of our line, but, as a
scientific and curious investigator, I'd like
to know how she came to acquire that father
of hers. If she takes after her mother,
again, how did Beran ever come to inveigle
his wife into marrying him? Not that I
object to Beran; but you've got to ac-
knowledge that he’s not the heaviest high-
brow in captivity; hey, what?”

Old Thousand Dollars contorted his body
painfully and wiggled in an astonishing
manner from his head to his upcurled tail.
But he answered in no other manner. The
Ranger mounted and lifted his rein a mere
trifle. His horse moved away at his smooth
trot.

CHAPTER III
THE RANGER GETS A LESSON IN EXPLETIVES

IT WAS getting dark by this time, but

the hours seemed to have little signifi-
cance for the Ranger, and he rode along
with no concern for the deepening shadows.
In his saddle pockets were documents to be
delivered and ahead of him was their des-
tination. It lay on the far edge of the vil-
lage, some distance beyond the edge of the
Reserve, where the ranch occupied and
owned by Elder Lane and his son, David,
was located. The distance was a mile or
more, but the horse covered it at his even
gait in about ten minutes.

The Ranger glanced around as he drew
up at the gate. Before he dismounted
among the yelping dogs that poured out
and made threats of assault upon his own
satellite, he took in the dreary landscape
and the raw buildings that stood in the
twilight gauntly, without sign of any ef-
fort wasted upon making them attractive.
The yellow boards of the fences surround-
ing sheep pens and corrals and the dingy
hay barns and cane press were depressing
to the sight. The screaming curs annoyed
him as much as they did his own dog, which
had cautiously withdrawn between the feet
of the horse, where the others dared not
follow. The ranch was isolated and threat-
ening in its savagery.

The Ranger swung from his saddle and



v e N

— ——ry vt

The Range Rider 91

casually placed a well aimed kick in the

. ribs of the nearest dog, which promptly

made night hideous with his howls, while he
and his companions fled to places of safety.
The door opened and a beam of yellow light
spread on the path worn in the yellow grass
and weeds that told of irrigation by means
of slops thrown on the hard ground. The
Ranger strode up the ribbon of beaten soil
toward the figure standing blackly against
the light, that peered from the opening.
That, too, seemed to utter a soundless
threat against all who approached this for-
bidding place. Yet the Ranger walked un-
concernedly up to the door and spoke to
the man who blocked his way.

“Greetings, fair sirl” he said gravely.
“Mr. Dave Lane, if I make no mistake?”’

Mr. Dave Lane bent forward a moment
to get a better view of the visitor, and then
turned to the interior. ,

“Pa,” he drawled in an offensive tone,
“yere’s that locoed Ranger a pesterin’
around hereaways. What’ll I do with him?”’

“Pa,” otherwise Moroni Lane, arose from
his seat and came to the door to stand be-

-hind his son’s hulking shoulders and peer

in his turn at the Ranger.

“What does he want?” he asked, as if
Dave might be expected to know.

“I wish to see your illustrious selves on
a small matter of business, if you are curi-
ous enough to allow me,” replied the Rang-

“A moment of your valuable time w111
suﬂice me if you will be so kind.”

Moroni Lane turned away and made a
grudging gesture to his son. ‘“Let him in,”
he said.
an’ we ain’t got a lot o’ time to waste.”

Dave stood aside and added his wisdom
to the words of his parent.

“’Specially if you-all sling them book-
words around so permiscus.”

“1 shal.lyll'lefrain,” said the Ranger, “‘since
it annoys you. I have here—" as he fol-
lowed them into the living-room of the
house— “‘the schedule of the allotments of
grazing privileges for the next year. You
are the biggest grazer on the Reserve, Mr.
Lane, and I have come to talk the matter
over with you.”

Moroni Lane neglected to offer the Rang-
er a chair, so he took one without invita-
tion.

“Well, I suppose I git the same range I
always had?” said the old man, somewhat
testily.

“But it’s around time fer supper -

The Ranger shook his head. “I regret
to inform you that you don’t,” he replied.
“There has been a change in Reserve
policy and the allotments have been shifted
accordingly.”

Lane’s straggling gray hair and his tuft
of bristly chin beard became suddenly bel-
ligerent.

“Well!
demanded.

The Ranger consulted the document he
held in his hand, at the same time extend-
ing a letter with the stamp of the Land
Office to the Elder.

“You have always held the range stretch-
ing from the Blue Ridge on the north to
the Clear Creek Cafion on the south and

Wot range do I git, then?” he

~ extending west to the Sheep Trail. That

includes the bulk of the total amount al-
lotted to sheep on this Forest.”

“You-all don’t need to tell me nothin’-
about that range,” said Moroni. “I run
stock on it before you-all was dry behind
the years. An’ what’s more, that range is
good enough fer me, an’ I reckon I'll just
hang on to it the same as always.”

Perhaps the Ranger was losing the even-
ness of his temper under the domineering
attitude of the old man. At any rate his
ironical courtesy was dropped, and his voice
became ¢risp and business-like.

Uy

gﬁi held by the villagers here, which are’
s inside the Reserve boundaries,” he’
said. “You are aware that the Govem-i
ment has called attention to the fact that

these are not open to settlement, but you

probably do not know that there is pending .
a bill in Congress which provides that the'
original squatters may prove up on the land

they hold and that, hereafter, all land which

is suitable may be thrown open to settle-
ment within the Reserves as without. That,

of course, will enable the squatters to ac-

quire title to their homesteads.”

“THERE are a number of ranches’

“What of it?”’ said Dave, roughly. “We
ain’t in the Reserve.”
“Exactly,” said the Ranger. ‘It is the

policy of the Government to allot the graz-
ing and other privileges of the Reserves
with the first consideration for those who
live upon or adjacent to them. This new
law permits the consideration of the squat-
ters of the village as bona-fide settlers and,
as several of them have considerable hold-
ings of cattle and sheep, it is necessary
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that the former holders of grazing areas be
cut down to allow these new claimants to
come in. You hold the bulk of the land al-
lotted to sheep and, therefore, 1 have
brought you formal notice that, beginning
with the opening of the next season, your
allotment will consist of your former hold-
ing from the Blue Ridge south to Lost Eden
and west to the edge of Drayton’s Spring.”

Moroni glanced at Dave. His Adam’s
apple worked violently, while his face grew
red. Dave’s countenance took on a black
and threatening appearance. He swelled
until the bulk of him threatened to erupt
from his dingy hickory shirt. He swayed
back and forth on the run-over heels of his
boots, while his father made nervous ges-
tures with his hands and eyes. The Ranger
sat calm and trim in his chair as if he were
not facing two infuriated men.

“‘Say!” remarked Dave, chokingly. “It’'ll
crowd that range to run fifteen thousand
sheep in that space.”

“You misunderstand,” said the Ranger,
mildly. “You will only be allowed to run
seven thousand, as you will see by reading
the letter addressed to you.”

Then the two broke loose from their pain-
ful restraint and cursed the Ranger and his
Government by all the gods of all the
worlds until the air was stifling with their
blasphemy. They yelled threats against
him, they vowed to get his job, and they
did not hesitate to reflect seriously upon his
personal character and antecedents. Mo-
roni Lane’s wizened face grew red and his
eyes became bloodshot. His appearance
was that of a man who is on the verge of
apoplexy, though his physical structure
clearly precluded any such liability. Un-
doubtedly, however, rage had almost com-
pletely mastered him and one might be ex-
cused if a suspicion of his sanity had crept
into an observer’s mind.

As for Dave, his anger was more deliber-
ate but no less intense. It was he who
loosed the contents of a mind stored with
epithets and obscenity, whereas the old
man was strictly scriptural in his anathe-
mas. But both united in dumping the vials
of wrath on the head of the Ranger, who
by no stretch of the imagination could be
held responsible for their misfortune.

The Ranger stood quietly in front of the
chair from which he had risen while this
storm broke over his head. Through most
of it his face kept its expression of placidity,
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though at one of the orthodox expletives of
Moroni a trace of a smile drifted across his
mouth, and at a particutarly invidious
epithet of Dave’s his eyebrows drew to-
gether. When the first force of the assault
was past he turned to the door, and Dave’s
eyes for the first time fell on the sinister
black butt of the six-shooter that peeped
from behind the flap of his chaps at the
level of his knee. The man’s profanity fal-
tered and halted with a sudden realization
of the danger he had been in. But Moroni
Lane droned away with his sonorous quo-
tations and as the Ranger stepped through
the door and walked coolly toward the gate
where his horse stood the echoes of a Reve-
lation rang in his ears.

“ ‘They are vessels of wrath, doomed to
suffer the wrath of God, with the devil and
his angels in eternity.” ‘These are they who
shall go away into the lake of fire and brim-
stone, with the devil and his angels, and
the only ones on whom the second death
shall have any power.” ‘They shall go away
into everlasting punishment which is eter-
nal punishment, which is endless punish-
ment, to reign with the devil and his angels
in eternity, where their worm dieth not,
and the fire is not quenched, which is their
torment.’

“And,” added the old man, as a last ex-
pression of his convictions, “you can gam-
ble yer last nickel that that means yow,
you wry-necked galoot.”

The Ranger made no answer to this, but
threw the rein over the neck of his horse
and made his only complaint to his dog.

“I want you to realize, Old Thousand
Dollars,” said he, in an injured tone, ‘“‘that
I don’t so much resent that cussing. But
when it comes to that old reprobate accus-
ing me of having a worm, I'm surely going
to protest. It ain’t my worm, whether it
dieth not or not, and I want you to clearly
understand it. A worm is something I
plumb scorn to possess.”

Dave Lane, as soon as the Ranger had
stepped from the door, had sprung for a
rifle which was leaning against the wall,
and he now looked cautiously out, only to
see the object of his enmity riding away in
the dusk at the trot which seemed as in-
evitable as death. He raised the gun as if
to shoot, but hesitated, and finally lowered
it without committing the murder which
had been in his mind. The Ranger passed
on out of sight.
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CHAPTER 1V
A BUSINESS CHAT WITH HELEN

- HEN Helen returned to the hearth of
her father after her futile appeal to
the minion of the Government, she found
that he and Bill were busy discussing some
plan or other and had become so interested
that they had forgotten to complain be-
cause supper must necessarily be late, owing
to her absence. Helen had been aware that
her father was harboring some grand de-
sign during the past week by the air of
.cheerful and important mystery that sur-
rounded him in an impenetrable cloud.
But she usually paid slight heed to the
dreams of her visionary parent, and worried
only when he attempted to carry them out.
It was plain, though, that this was a
matter of a different color since the hope-
fulness of Mr. Beran was now tinged with
soberness, while the chronic pessimism of
Bill was restricted to a discussion of the
past and he had no word of discouragement
for the future.

Helen flew to the kitchen and her culi-
nary duties, but the door to the dining-room
remained open and she could hear what the
two men were saying.

“We should start,” said Mr. Beran, with
all the importance of perfect ignorance of
his subject, “with about two thousand head,
of which a sufficient number should be well
bred rams. The herd, with care, should in-
crease at the rate of eighty per cent. per
annum, of which half will be males. We
can then count upon having, after one year

.in the business, a stock of twenty-eight hun-
dred sheep, while we have disposed of eight
hundred lambs, This will not give us a
large return, but it will increase in a few
years toa respectable income for both of us.”

“If we git the range,” said Bill, “I ain’t
goin’ to agitate none over gittin’ the sheep.
An’ a return of eight er nine hundred dol-
lars a year may look like small pickin’s to
you-all, but if you'd be'n ridin’ post fer
Uncle Sam at seventy dollars and buy yer
own stock as long as I be’n, you-all’d gloat
a heap over them small-change returns.
What beats me is why this yere Ranger
borns into this game, thisaway, an’ passes
us this tip. He don’t owe me nothin’, none
whatever.”

“I suppose he merely thought we were
deserving of a friendly hint,” replied Mr.
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Beran. “Of course I was worried about
the ranch and would have been inclined to
move without a protest if he hadn’t told
me this afternoon that the notices meant
nothing and that we were soon to be al-
lowed to prove up on our land. I must
confess that after I had been talking to
him some time I was surprised when he
made this suggestion to us.”

Helen came out of her kitchen with the
first instalment of the meal, which she set
upon the table, after which she turned to
the men and took a pose indicating a deter-
mination to carry a point.

“What is this rigmarole of sheep and
rangers that you two arc discussing?” she
demanded. “I propose to know what you
are talking about before another thing is
done.”

Mr. Beran would have answered with
fulness and pomp and was visibly swelling
with the news, but the more direct Bill got
ahead of him.

“It’s sheep,” he informed her, as he drew
his chair up to the table. ‘“Your pa and
me is goin’ into the baa-baa business a

plenty.”

“Oh! You are, are you?” remarked
Helen with some scorn. “Who told you
you were?”’

Bill scratched his head.

“I reckon that Ranger done told yer pa,”
he admitted. “But it’s a pretty good
chance fer him an’ me, so fer as I can make
out.”.

“Perhaps,” said Helen, “neither of you
two innocents can make out very far, which
is what I have suspected for some time.
Now, I wish to know the ins and outs of
this business without further nonsense and
then I’ll put the quietus on it.”

“It don’t need no quietus, whatever,” re-
plied Bill. “What it needs is some ewes, a
few rams and a few thousand acres of good
range.”

“And where,” asked Helen, “are all these
things to come from?”’

“That Ranger feller done told yer pa
how to git ’em,” replied Bill.

Helen turned to her father, who had sat
through this short exchange, in a silence
fairly bulging with the dignity of knowl-
edge, as onc too proud to waste his wisdom
unless he was properly urged to do so.

“Ahem!” Mr. Beran cleared his throat
and settled himself with careless grace.
“You see, it is this way, Helen.”
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'y UNDER Helen’s severe glance his
"™ courage failed him and he began to
lose his air of the conquering genius.

“I met the Ranger at the foot of the Rim
about a week ago and had some conversa-
tion with him,” he added, lamely.

“I suppose,” said Helen, “that you did
all the conversing.”

Mzr. Beran ran his fingers around the in-
side of his collar and pulled it away from
his neck.

“Not exactly,” he replied. “In fact the
Ranger—"

“What 4s that man’s name?” Helen de-
manded impatiently. ‘“One would think
that he was some sort of sexless abstrac-
tion.”

“YI think that it is Hyatt,” said Mr.
Beran meekly. ‘“However, be that as it
may, the Ranger——"

“Mr. Hyatt,” interjected Helen.

“Mr. Hyatt, then,” agreed her father.
“Mr. Hyatt asked me about the ranch and
explained at that time about the claim the
Government had to this land. This natur-
ally alarmed me, but he went on to reas-
sure me by telling me of the new Forest
Homestead Law that was soon to pass Con-
gress. I don’t know exactly how he did it,
but he succeeded in getting me to talk of
the various efforts I had made to make this
ranch productive, and at the close of the
conversation, he casually told me that the
best thing I could do was to start in the
sheep business. He said—1I think facetious-
ly, though one can not be sure—that that
business seemed to be the only one out of
which any kind of a man could make money
if he was willing to live that way.”

“I don’t believe he was at all facetious,”
murmured Helen.

“Well, at any rate I thought a good deal
about it and when I chanced to see the
Ranger——"’

“Mr. Hyatt!” said Helen.

“Exactly. When I chanced to see Mr.
Hyatt the next day down in the pasture
which adjoins the gully running back into
the Rim——"

“I would like to know,” said Helen,
-“how it is that you see so much of this
Ranger and I never do.”

“Y think he generally climbs down the
Rim back of the ranch and so avoids pass-
ing the house,” explained Mr. Beran.
“Anyway, he was there and he and I got to
discussing this sheep project. The upshot
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of it was that we determined that, at an
expenditure of a thousand dollars or so, we
could construct dipping vats and corrals on
this ranch and on Bill’s adjoining one, that
with a little more expenditure we could
turn Lime Rock Spring, which lies up on
the Rim a little distance from the head of
the gully down which the Ranger ”

“Mr. ——,” Helen began warningly.

“Hyatt,” added her father hastily,
“had come, into a reservoir constructed
with little more expenditure——"’

“So far,” said Helen, ominously, “there
appears to be nothing discussed but expen-
diture.”

“We could then,” resumed her father,
passing over this interruption, “expend a
few thousand dollars in sheep and, going
into partnership with Bill here, we could
procure range on the Mountain in the For-
est Reserve, to which we would be entitled
because we live right in the Forest, so to
speak, and in a few years we would be well
off, not to say rich.”

“If T were you,” said Helen, “I would
not say it. The whole preposterous scheme
hinges on expenditures so numerous that
you couldn’t possibly meet them in a thou-
sand years. Besides, what do you know
about sheep?”

“There,”” said Mr. Beran, somewhat crest-
fallen and anxious to defend his latest idea,
““is where our friend Bill shines. He knows
a lot about sheep.”

“I should gargle a boot!” N

Bill was emphatic according to his lights.

“I done herded sheep a plenty when I’'m
a yearling. I ain’t sure but it beats ridin’
mail for the Pust-Office as a steady job,
though I will admit that it has its draw-
backs.”

Helen would have snorted her contempt
if it had accorded with her ideas of refine-
ment. As it was she conveyed it less for-
cibly but with just as much effect.

“Pooh! she said. “Between the two of
you you couldn’t raise enough money to
make the improvements, which would be
quite useless without the sheep. The only
sensible thing about the scheme seems to
me to be that plan to store water from the
spring on the Mountain. 7ka! might be
worth trying, but if it was your suggestion
T haven’t much hope of it.”

“It was the Ran—Mr. Hyatt’s idea,”
said her father apologetically.

“It seems to me that you are very
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intimate with this Ranger,” said Helen. “I
don’t trust him. He is entirely too careless
and irresponsible to be able to give advice
in these matters. If he were here I would
assure him that his offices are not requir-
ed.”

- At this moment a knock at the door rous-
ed Bill and he opened the portal, through
which entered the object of Helen’s ani-
madversion.

CHAPTER V
HYATT ADMITS HE’S A PHILANTHROPIST

THE Ranger closed the door as he en-
tered, turning his back to the company
and thrusting his head close to a crack
where he still held the door slightly ajar.

“Back, caitiff,” he growled in a tone of
threat to the snout of his dog, which was
thrust into the aperture.

The snout was withdrawn, leaving the
echo of a lugubrious whine behind it, and
the door was shut. The Ranger then faced
his hosts.

“I hope that I see you-all well,” he said
politely. “Trusting that I do not intrude
and all the rest of it, you know. Mr.
Beran! Miss Beran! My esteemed fellow
officer, William! How be you-all?”

Helen flounced around and promptly
marched into the kitchen, where she re-
sumed her labors. But she left the door
open. '

The men invited him to a seat and tried
to gloss over Helen’s departure by cordial-
ity which seemed a liftle forced, but to
which the Ranger paid little heed.

“I have come,” he said, “to consult with
the firm of Beran & William or William &
Beran, as the case may be, concerning this
sheep project. I have just been down to
notify the Lanes that they are to have only
one half the range they enjoyed last year.
They didn’t seem to like the news, it ap-

. peared to me.”

“T’ll bet,” remarked Bill, “that they jest
tore Tophet up by the roots.”

“Your perspicacity does you credit, Wil-
liam,” said the Ranger. “That is just what
they did do and they capped the climax by
throwing Tophet at me as I made my way
forth from that scene of wrath. But I re-
joice to say that I remembered the com-
mands of the Forest Manual and did not
give a loose rein to my resentment, but bore

the contumely with resignation and a Chris-
tian forbearance. Butit was hard. I could
stand being called all the names in the dic-
tionary and some unfit to print, but there
was one insinuation that I will repel with
scorn if it takes me a thousand years.”

“They must ’a’ called you somethin’
dreadful,” guessed the sympathetic Bill.

“Dreadful is no name for it,” replied the
Ranger mournfully. “However, let us get
to business. This affair with Lane leaves
some fifty thousand acres of first rate range
to be allotted next season, and of this I
think you will have no difficulty in procur-
ing twenty or thirty thousand. There are
no large grazers on the Forest except Lane.
It merely remains, then, for you to file your
application on the form which I will leave
with you and to make the arrangements to
procure the sheep. As I told Mr. Beran, I
have information to the effect that Baker
& Puddifoot, over at Prescott, have a band
of about five thousand young ewes in fine
shape which they will dispose of cheap. Of
course, you don’t have to buy those, but
you will find that they will treat you fairly,
I think.”

“It ain’t to be expected, none whatever,”
interjected Bill. “There ain’t no sheep-
man that’ll treat a feller fair, It ain’t
sheepman’s nature.”

“We could never raise the money to buy
five thousand head of sheep,” said Mr.
Beran, for once despondent. ‘“We might
get two thousand to start with.”

“As you please,” said the Ranger.
“That, of course, is none of my business.
Anyway, you can get the range if you make
application in time, and the rest of it is
your affair. But if I were you, with the
prospect of controlling that range, which is
worth a lot of money in itself, I wouldn’t
stop at two thousand sheep. I'd go out
and incorporate and get enough stock sold
to finance the affair right. A first rate, re-
stricted range on one of the best Forest
Reserves in the Southwest is a resource
which a lot of people would back with cap-
ital. I know some folks in Prescott, for
example, that, I am sure, would put at
least ten thousand dollars in it.

“You could get the stock on a part pay-
ment and a mortgage. Save most of the
money for the improvements on the two
ranches, employ that engineer over at Fos-
sil Creek, who has been loafing there ever
since his outfit stopped work on the dam,
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to lay out your water supply system and
get one of Baker & Puddifoot’s men to
come over here and run the erection of
your corrals and vats.

“Put Bill in charge of the grazing and
supplying the camps, hire a couple of Bas-
co herders, let Miss Beran act as Treasurer
or Secretary and you be the President and
give orders to every one, which, however, 1
trust you will not expect them to obey.
Selah! There is the whole secret of getting
rich quick.”

Helen marched into the room as the two
men pondered this rosy picture, and took
stand in front of the Ranger.

“May I put a few questions regarding
this affair, Mr. Hyatt?” she asked.

“You certainly may, Miss Beran,” re-
plied the Ranger

“Firstly,” began Helen, “what assurance
have we that we will be unmolested on our
ranch?”

“That,” said the Ranger, “is assured by
the terms of the Forest Homestead Law.
But there I wish to warn you. The Lanes
are somewhat agitated over the loss of their
range and I shouldn’t be at all surprised if,
after several days of cogitation, it should
penetrate the skull of one of them that
they are able to make trouble for you on
this land and, perhaps, regain possession of
it, since it has so suddenly acquired value.
But I presume you have a deed, such as it
is, from brother Nephi?”

“I think we have,” said Helen, and her
father nodded in confirmation. “Then, how
can we be assured that these people in
Prescott, these sheepmen, will sell us the
sheep on the terms you mention?”’

“I’'m sure of it because Puddifoot wrote
to me not long ago asking me what chance
there was to get range and, if there was
none, whether I knew of some responsible
party that would take this band of ewes off
their hands, at the terms I outlined. That
they will be fair I think I can guarantee,
though as Bill says it isn’t a failing com-
mon to sheepmen.”

“They are friends of yours, then? Well,
what about this selling stock in a corpora-
tion? Who are the people who will be so
anxious to subscribe and why will they be
so anxious? Are they more friends of yours
and what makes you think they will plunge
into such an affair? Do they know that
father doesn’t know a sheep from a canary
bird and that we haven’t any money to put
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into the thing ourselves? In fact, what
kind of idiocy are you talking about any-
way?”’

THE Ranger thoughtfully rubbed
his nose.

“I’m talking about the sheep busi-
ness, which is always idiotic, taking after

-the nature of sheep as it does,” he said.

This is why I've sprung this affair this way.
A lawyer in Prescott has charge of some
money which the owner of it wants to in-
vest in sheep. Don’t ask me why, because
I don’t know, and only suspect that he is
weak-minded. Said lawyer is a friend of
mine and I don’t know why that is so
either, unless 4¢’s weak-minded, too. He
consults me on the subject and I know of
no one but the Lanes who can accommo-
date him and I can’t recommend the Lanes
to him for reasons that are good. So I
thought of you-all.

“Here’s a man, says I, who is weak-
minded enough to want to invest in sheep.
Fere’s Bill, who has just the temperament
that sheep like and admire. Here’s Mr.
Reran, who ought to succeed in the sheep
industry if he is ever to succeed in any, and
at any rate better than he will ever suc-
ceed in growing apples where there is no
market for them. Here’s these Lanes, who
have all outdoors for a range and who, I
happen to know, are about to lose half of
it, which will then go without an occupant
unless I scare up some business for the
Government. Here’s that engineer over at
Fossil Creek who will drink himself to
death if he doesn’t get some work to keep
him busy pretty soon.

“Here’s a big spring which can be di-
verted to be of some use and which the
Government would be only too glad to
lease to any one who would reservoir it.
Lastly, here’s me, with nothing to do but
tide around and count the trees on six hun-
dred square miles of mountain, besides
watching the Lanes’ sheep, quarreling With
the Lanes’ sheep herders, explaining to in-
dignant settlers why the fool Government
won’t let them steal timber, and declining
to go into cahoots with them in the rob-
bery, and a few other duties which I will
not mention, but which are so trivial that
I grow bored with them.

“To make a long story short, I'm a
blooming philanthropist, I am, and I want
to do the greatest good to the greatest num-
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ber, and this is one of the ways that I take
to do it. ’Nough said.”

“Too much, I think,” replied Helen. “If
father and Mr. McGhie wish to go into this
thing, I suppose they can do it, but I ad-
vise against it. I will have nothing todo
with it, and if they get into trouble they
can’t say I encouraged them.”

“You've got to go into it, too, or there
won’t be any sheep company,” remarked

“the Ranger. “The question of recommend-
ing my friends to invest depends absolutely
on whether you will be the Secretary and
Treasurer or not.

“There has to be an officer of that
nature whose character I can vouch for,
as none of these other people have time
to attend to that part of the business. I
don’t know a soul in Pine whom I would
speak for but you, so you'’re elected.”

“But,” objected Helen, “you don’t know
me, either.”

“Makes no difference.”

The Ranger waved all objection aside.

“T recommend you anyway, and I'll take
the responsibility for the conduct of the of-
fice. Mr. Beran, I am going to ask your
permission to camp in your back yard if
you have no objection.”

“You will do no such thing,” said Beran
warmly. “We have plenty of room and
you can sleep in a bed as well as not.”

“Tempt me not,” said the Ranger, sol-
emnly. “I may not indulge in Capuan lux-
ury so long as the hard soﬂ is handy for a
resting-place.

“The hardy forester in a bed! Perish the
thought! I would lose my job if the Chief
should hear the mention of it.”

In spite of remonstrances, in which even
Helen joined, he went forth, whistled to his
horses, which came after him like his dog,
and betook himself back into one of the
gullies which offered him water and grass.

CHAPTER VI
THE SOLON FROM PRESCOTT

FOR some days the plans of the new-
fledged financiers went smoothly, prob-
ably because the whole matter was so new
and vague in its details so far as Beran
was concerned that he felt the necessity of
consulting the Ranger at each stage of the
affair. As the objections which Helen raised
to the scheme were answered one by one
7
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and the obnoxious Ranger gave his advice,
when asked for it, without presenting him-
self at the ranch, so that she was not dis-
turbed by his presence, Helen herself be-
gan to take an interest in the plans and
ended by becoming as enthusiastic a con-
vert as her father and Bill.

This consummation was brought about
more speedily than otherwise it would have
been by the fact that the Ranger, unknown
to Helen, had insisted that she be intrusted
with the negotiations with the lawyer in
Prescott. Mr. Beran could go along, but he
was given to understand that his daughter
was the only person who would be allowed
to meddle with the affair. Mr. Beran was
aggrieved at this want of trust, but after
all he was accustomed to it and soon got
over his pique. As for Helen, any scheme
that gave her a vacation from the ranch
and its obnoxious duties was welcome to
her.

There was little enough to be done, after
all, beyond the signing of the necessary pa-
pers. The lawyer, who appeared to have
heard all about the project, probably from
his friend, the Ranger, was ready with
everything. Stock certificates were ordered
and the shares assigned to each on the basis
of the subscriptions of each. Beran and
Bill each received shares equivalent to
thirty-five hundred dollars, though they
were only half paid up. Beran paid an
equal sum for Helen’s shares, which was
all he could raise. The articles did not
mention any land, but seemed to deal chief-
Iy with the rental of sheep.

The remaining $10,000 of the total cap-
italization of $20,500 was to be subscribed
by the Ranger’s friend and the lawyer’s
client, and it was noticeable that the law-
yer appeared to feel that the proceeding
was unwise. He hoped, he said, that af-
fairs would be largely in Helen’s hands as
she seemed to be the only one of the incor-
porators that had any sense at all, and that
she would feel that the responsxblhty of
handling a large undertaking would lead
her to caution and conservatism, but he in-
timated that his hopes were not extensive
and pervasive. In fact he seemed to be as
pessimistic as Bill McGhie.

The lawyer said that his services would
be at their disposal at any time, and when
asked his fee replied that he had been re-
tained to look after the interests of his
client and though he was hampered by his
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instructions, yet the client was paying him
and he did not feel that he could accept
further payment. The whole performance
was weird and unreal, and Helen was in-
clined to believe that there was something
behind the affair that had a bad odor.

But there was the fact that the three of
them held a clear majority of the stock and
could control affairs as they pleased. The
sinister influence of the lawyer’s client, who
turned out to be Mr. Baker, of the firm of
Baker & Puddifoot, scemed to be effectual-
ly blocked by this fact. But what induced
Mr. Baker to invest such a sum with per-
fect strangers remained a matter of mystery
to all of them.

Helen sought to question the lawyer
about the Ranger, but the man was reti-
cent concerning him. He snorted when the
name was mentioned and said that the
Ranger always had been a fool and prob-
ably would remain one until his dying day,
but that there was no use worrying one-
self about it, since advice and admonition
never had nor would have the slightest ef-
fect upon him. To which Helen, somewhat
to her own surprise, returned a remon-
strance in defense of the culprit.

This affair took a little over a week and
they then returned to Pine. And now the
opportunity came to Mr. Beran to put his
foot in it. He took the opportunity at
once. The application was filled out and
the correspondence with the people whom
they intended to buy their stock from was
started. Everyvthing seemcd ready for the
final steps. Mr. Beran began to swell with
the importance of affairs and to bear with
difficulty his dignity as head of a large cor-
poration.

It was impossible to refrain from sharing
his secret with his neighbors, so he took
the earliest opportunity to appear at the
post-office when the villagers had assem-
bled for their mail and to talk in large and
sonorous phrases of the sudden change in
his condition. He patronized the inhab-
itants and graciously explained the financial
acumen and farsightedness that had enabled
him to see and grasp this unexampled op-
portunity. In his grandeur he forgot to
mention the Ranger’s part in it and as he
talked, he almost persuaded himself that to
him alone the credit was due.

In this way the villagers soon knew quite
as much of the affairs of the new Company
as Mr. Beran knew himself. Among those

who listened with attention and asked ques-
tions where Beran was obscure was Dave
Lane, who took a natural and intense in-
terest in this prospect of a competitor. Mr.
Beran was quite willing to tell Lane all he
wished to know, and Lane, of course, took
it to his father. They gloomed over the
news for some time, cursing the Gentiles
who ventured to come into their own prov-
ince. ‘

“It ain’t to be stood for, none what-
ever,” said Elder Lane after they had dis-
cussed the thing fully. “And I ain’t a
goin’ to stand for it none. Have you heard
from Forbes yet?”

“He can’t do nothin’,” said Dave. ‘“He
says that Nephi was fool enough to give a
deed to the ranch, thinkin’ it never would
be any account. It wouldn’t ha’ be’n so
bad, he says, if that clerk of hisn, in order -
to pose as a real lawyer, hadn’t a drawn a
good deed, but the kid makes out one that’s
all right, it seems, an’ Forbes allows that any
claim we can put up will be thrown out by
them Gover'ment sharks. He says we’re
stopped from assertin’ our rights an’ all we
could do would be to have the time of set-
tlement put up to the date these Berans
done come on the land, thataway. That’d
mean that they couldn’t prove up on it for
scveral years yet, but they’'d have all rights
anyhow and so it wouldn’t do us any good.
But he’s comin’ up here to-day on the stage
from Verde an’ we can talk it over with
him then. He's slick, Forbes is, an’ if
there’s any way out o’ this mess he can
find it.”

“If he cain’t, the Lord can,” said Moroni
Lane piously. “We-all’ll trust in the Lord.”
IKy3 THE stage arrived in due time and
gm delivered a passenger whose appear-
‘ * ance was such that all of Pine was
soon busy discussing him. He was a noted
lawyer in Prescott, it seemed, and was high
in political affairs. He did not look old
enough to be so distinguished as rumor had
him, but he was, undoubtedly, a very hand-
some and brilliant object.

His forehead was narrow and high and
his hair waved back from it to display it to
best advantage. His features were regular
and strong, his nose arched with the true
spring of commanding natures and his
mouth firm and powerful. His chin was
prominent and had a cleft in the middle
of it.
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His dress was conventional enough and
yet not too much so. His Stetson was nar-
row in the brim and his shirt was flannel,
though it was of the finest French variety
and of the style calling for a white collar.
He wore black shoes and plain clothes of
good cut. Pine could find nothing in his
appearance to criticize and much to ad-
mire.

The Lanes acquired additional impor-
tance from the fact that the stranger had
business with them. There was a dance to
be given at the schoolhouse in a few days
and the girls of the village were in a twitter
until they found out that Mr. Forbes was
going to remain for some time and would
be glad to attend that function. Mr.
Forbes was quietly affable and paid lovely
compliments to such of the village maidens
as he met. He stayed at Skinner’s road
house but spent much of his time with the
Lanes.

“It ain’t no small matter, Forbes,” said
Moroni Lane to him, when the Solon from
Prescott appeared at his ranch. ‘“Yere’s
eight thousand sheep without no Summer
range, just when we was allowin’ to apply
fer some more land on the Reserve. W’at’s
done come over you-all down there at
Pheenix to let them Gover’ment fellers run
over we-all thisaway?”

“They’ve gone and put the Reserves
under a separate bureau,” said Forbes,
“‘and it isn’t like it used to be in the old
days, Moroni. I tell you now, that there
is nothing to be done in the way of getting
special privileges from the Forest Service.
We can’t do it. What you should have
done was to hold on to that land of Nephi’s
and get your range through owning that,
but Nephi has gone and spoiled that. Why
couldn’t the fool be content with one wife?
T’ve done what I could to set matters right,
but I tell you that it won’t do any good in
the long run. Can’t you bribe the Ranger?”

The two men pondered this, but after a
moment both shook their heads.

“I ain’t a goin’ to offer to buy that fel-
ler,” said Dave firmly.

“Well, I've filed a petition in the Land
Office alleging that the Berans are in pos-
session of that land by fraud and that they
have no right there, but as I told you they
will easily beat that contention as long as
they have the deed. Couldn’t get the deed,
I suppose?”’

Again they shook their heads. They had
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no idea where the deed was kept, and house-
breaking was a thing that they would not
stoop to, vicious as they were.

“There you are, then. All I can do is
throw a scare in them and then you may
be able to buy the land from them cheap.”

“We cain’t do that neither,”’ said Moroni.
“They ain’t goin’ to give it up to no one,
now, with this new scheme of that fool
Beran a millin’ ’round in his haid. If they
got the money to start this sheep company,
like he says, they ain’t goin’ to give away
no ranch land, none. They got to have
that land to git range just as much as we
have.”

The lawyer wanted to know what this
was about a sheep company and Dave told
him in detail. Beran had told him the full
particulars of the incorporation and Dave
was accordingly able to post the lawyer on
the articles of incorporation, the stock dis-
tribution, the by-laws and the officers. To
all this the man from Prescott listened at-
tentively.

“What kind of a girl is this Miss Beran?”
he asked, when the information had run
out. Dave licked his lips.

“Hey!” he said. ‘‘She’s some girl, let me
tell you, but she’s that haughty it hurts
her. Purty! She’s so purty it makes you
squint to look at her. But she’s proud, she
is. She don’t have much to do with us
folks, though her pa is as common as an
old shoe. She ain’t big, but oh, my!”’

“Why don’t you marry her and get the
land through her, if she’s all you say?”

“Huh!” said Dave. “I thought o’ that
myself. The trouble is there’s no chance
to court her. She won’t set up with none
o’ the men hereaways, an’ then she’s got a
sort of cool way of talkin’ that throws a
scare into ’em. But if I git the chance——"

He did not finish the sentence, but left
them to infer for themselves what deeds he
would do if the opportunity presented itself.

“That’s one way,” said Forbes. “But I
think you can probably play another card
or two. I think I will stay around in Pine
for a few days and see if there isn’t some
way to make Mr. Beran help us out.”

“If you pull the deal off, Forbes,” said
Moroni, “there’ll be a good bunch of money
in it for you, I reckon.”

“I don’t care so much about the fee,” re-
plied Forbes. “Will there be a good bunch
of votes from this section in it for me?”

“T reckon I can swing as many as you
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need,” said Moroni. “It ain’t like it used
to be in the pionecr days, when a Gentile
was a common enemy. Bishop Jensen has
ideas of keepin’ religion an’ politics separate,
but I reckon, if you kiss the babies an’ talk
up the women, I can convince enough of
the men that the Lord is on your side.”

“Be sure and convince them,” said
Forbes. “With the Lord as an asset, we
ought to win in a walk.”

Moroni’s queer streak of religious enthu-
siasm, which he actually owned in spite of
his unscrupulousness, came to the fore.

“Don’t you go to givin’ us none of your
ribald blasphemy,” said he. “I won’t stand
for no Gentile a comin’ here and gettin’
light with the Lord Gawd o’ Hosts, that-
away. You do your work an’ youll git
your pay.”

CHAPTER VII
DAVE LANE SHOWS CHIVALRY

IT WAS still raining and Bill McGhie

was making his last trip as mail car-
rier, incidentally glooming over the weather
and over the job as usual. As before, he
had delivered his sack at the post-office and
waited until the mail was sorted, when he
had claimed a letter addressed to Mr. Beran
and bearing the frank of the General Land
Office, and now was riding through the
mud and the drizzle to stop on his way
home and deliver the same to his neighbor
and new colleague. The rain steamed from
his horse and slicker and Bill steamed in
his turn in all ways as he had done on that

other occasion over two wecks before. The -

slopping hoofs trudged on through the sticky
clay until the gate was rcached and opened
and he had come to the door in which Helen
stood to welcome him.

“Is your pa home, Miss Helen?”” he asked.

“He is over at the Verde to-day,” replied
Helen. “But come in and warm yourself
and eat something. . Have you another let-
ter?”

“Another Gover'ment dockiment,” ad-
mitted Bill. “I reckon that means more
trouble over this blamed land. Here I've
gone an’ threw up my job ridin’ mail, an’
now I bet you the dern Gover'ment is goin’
to-put the hobbles on our sheep business.
There ain’t no sense in sheep, nohow. It’s

just as ornery a business as packin’ mail is.” -

Helen was reading the letter and her face
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was troubled. It did seem that Bill was
richt and that the Government was beat
on preventing their success.

“What shall we do?” she said. “Why,
Mr. McGhie, this is awful. Just read this
and see what you can make of it. I don't
understand it at all. We certainly haven't
taken up this land nor committed any fraud
in settling on it. We bought it and it was
the man who sold it to us that committed
the fraud.”

Bill took the letter and looked at it. “I
told you-all so,” he said with gloomy satis-
faction. “I done got one o' them things-
once when I was sued fer the price of a
horse that fell down an’ died the day after
I got him. It’s what they designates as a
summons, it is. It says you got to appear
before the United States Commissioner in
Globe on the fou’teenth o’ September to an-
swer to the charge o’ procurin’ Gover’ment
land by means o’ fraud an’ deceit an’ show
cause why you-all shouldn’t have to va-
mose offn the same, poco tiemp'. It says
that the affidavit was filed by Forbes &
Meadows, attorneys fer Nephi Lane. Say,
what license has Nephi done got to horn
into this any more? He better stay in
Mexico if he knows what’s salubrious fer
him.”

“Ah! What does it matter where he isp”
mourned Helen. ‘At any rate he is bent
on causing us more trouble. And I don't
suppose that we really have any right on
this land after all. But neither did he have,
and I presume that he couldn’t convey any
title to it. But it is hard to be so defraud-
ed. Father isn’t here and I don’t know
what to do.”

“T reckon I better go an’ hunt another
job,” said Bill. “It sure don’t resemble a
sheep business, this dockiment. Well, we
couldn’t have expected to make nothin’ out
o’ that scheme nohow. Your pa would
have tangled the rope around it a plenty,
Miss Helen, an’ we’d have lost our money
jest the same. If T was you I wouldn’t fret
none about it. It’s lucky we hadn’t spent
no more on it.”

Not knowing how to comfort the girl and
feeling that she did not appreciate the un-
fortunate efforts that he made, Bill pleaded
the press of other affairs and. took his de-
parture. Helen gave herself up to dis-
heartenment and vain attempts to find some
way out of their difficulties. She felt very
much alone and defenseless in the cabin.
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She was not usually given to fear of being
left unprotected, for she had been left so
on other occasions, though the wailing bark
of the coyotes had frequently given her a
thrill. The village was isolated and there
had never been a case of assault in its his-
tory. Now, however, she felt that she need-
ed protection, though she could not tell
against what it was required. It was with
fear and foreboding that she retired at last
behind tightly locked doors and windows,
to lie awake and trembling through most of
the night.

In the morning her problem appeared as
large as it had before. There was no com-
fort in the knowledge that her father would
probably be home that evening, for she
knew very well that he was even more help-
less in such a crisis than she was. She ran
over in her mind all the friends and ac-
quaintances that she had in Pine.

There were none to whom she could ap-
peal. Bishop Jensen was a good man ac-
cording to his lights, but they were the
lights of an alien creed and she had the
streak of feminine intolerance that is in-
clined to deny good to what is opposed to
its own ideas. Skinner, at the road house,
was not a Mormon, but he was a bitter
cynic, and, while better educated than the
villagers; he inspired her with distrust. The
Postmaster was a Government employee
and would give her no aid, she supposed,
even if he could. There was no one else;
there was no one else; there——

-_Y THERE was the Ranger!
@ The Ranger, for some unknown
. reason, had shown an Interest in
their affairs, and he was the one person
who was most directly in touch with this
matter. Undoubtedly he would have heard
from the authorities about this process and
would be able to tell her how serious it was
and what to do about it. To be sure, when
she had applied to him on another occasion
for advice he had been very flippant and
impertinent, but it seemed that he had al-
ready given the advice to her father, which
might have seemed sufficient to him. Prob-
ably he would be more obliging now, even
if he was fresh, and she felt that she would
submit to his jocularity if only he gave her
the key to freedom from the difficulty that
beset her.
How she was to find the Ranger was the
next question. She had no idea where his
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camp in Long Valley was, nor how far from
the village. If she had known, she could
not have gone there on foot; and her father
had taken their horses to the Verde. She
decided to get Bill to take her up on the
Mountain and conduct her to the camp.
She could go and return that day, she
thought, and there was no need to wait for
her father.

She put on her raincoat and trudged
across the slippery clay to the dividing line
of the two ranches, which was nearly a
mile away. There was a fence here, but
the wires were hooked between two posts to
form a gate and she got through this with-
out much trouble. Then it was nearly a
half mile to Bill’s cabin, and when she at
last got there she was disgusted to find
that Bill had gone elsewhere, or was at
least not to be found, though she called as
loudly as she could. There was nothing left
but to trudge back through the rain to her
own home. .

The village was four miles away and she
could not walk that far in the drizzle, even
if it did seem that it was going to clear up.
Helen resigned herself to wait until her
father returned, but her impatience was not
abated by this enforced inaction. She sat
in the window or stood in the door or paced
the floors until after ten o’clock. At that
time a wagon lumbered into view in front
of the house, driven by a man who crouch-
ed in a slicker. It was headed away from
the village and must be going either to
Strawberry or up on the Mountain. If the
latter, it might meet her father; and if she
could obtain passage in it she could join
him in time to seek the Ranger. Full of
this idea she put on her slicker and hood
and ran down the path to the road. The
man heard her call and stopped his horses.

“Mawnin’, Miss Helen,” he said, and
touched his hat. She saw the face beneath
the flapping brim and hesitated. The face
was good-looking enough, but it was that of
Dave Lane.

“Which way are you going, Mr, Lane?”
she asked.

“I’m calculatin’ to drive up to the sheep
camp on the Mountain an’ take some chuck
to the men,” answered Dave. ‘“Anything
I can do fer you up thataway?”

“Do you go near that Ranger’s camp in
Long Valley?”

“Go right past it, I reckon.
word carried?”

Want any
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“No, I don’t think so. I wanted to see
the Ranger myself, on some business. I
was wondering how I would get up there,
since T haven’t any horse and don’t know
the way and Mr. McGhie is away. I
thought of getting him to take me up
there.”

Over Dave’s face spread a look of
thoughtfulness which gradually became sly
and evil. The girl evidently did not know
the distance to the camp to be talking of
going up there in this offhand manner, with-
out even knowing whether she would find
the Ranger in his cabin. Dave had been
sampling some whisky that Mr. Forbes had
brought in for campaign purposes and had
the kind of courage that such indulgence
gives.

“Why,” said he, “I reckon you-all don’t
need to depend on Bill McGhie none, Miss
Helen. I'm a goin’ right up thataway an’
I can give you a boost as well as not. I'll
drop you at the camp an’ drive on an’
leave my chuck an’ come right back fer
you. Factis, I'd be plumb glad o’ the com-
pany, ma’am.”

Helen debated in her mind the advisabil-
ity of accepting this offer. Under ordinary
circumstances she would not have hesitated
at all, knowing as she did that she would
be perfectly safe with almost any of the
natives of the country, but Dave Lane was
a brother of the man who had defrauded
her father and his face inspired her with
distrust and a slight uneasiness. Still, she
knew nothing against him and his conduct
where she was concerned had always been
respectful enough.

It was preposterous to fear any harm
from him even if he should be vicious
enough to contemplate it, for the avenging
of any insult to an unprotected woman in
this primitive region would follow very
swiftly upon its perpetration. No man,
however wicked, would have the courage to
violate that unwritten law.

And it was important to see the Ranger
at once. This might be the only oppor-
tunity offered, and there was little enough
time left in which to make preparations for
the long trip to Globe in case it should be
necessary for one of them to obey the sum-
mons and appear in answer to the charge.
Her choite was soon made; she turned back
to the house, with a word of thanks to Dave,
to get her wraps for the journey up the
mountain.
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THE rain had died down to a misty
drizzle, through which the hot sun
was already burning, producing rain-
bows that swung in majestic and beautiful
arcs above the giant cliffs of the rim. For
some time the two rode in silence broken
only by the slither of the horses’ hoofs as
they slid through the clay to the firmer soil
beneath the sodden surface. On their left
the towering height of the Rim was reared
before their eyes, and the girl gazed with awe
and fascination on the famous Black Mesa.

It did not look black from its foot, but
brown and gray and maroon, tinged with
darker patches of scrub-oak and cedars.
One had to view it from a distance to real-
ize its vast, frowning, dark and forbidding
aspect. For mile on endless mile it stretch-
ed like a huge, weather-worn wall fifteen
hundred sheer feet toward the sky. The
road by which they were to ascend was the
only practicable escalade for wagons for
thirty miles to the east. On the west, one
must go clear around for a hundréd miles,
for Fossil Creek Caiion cut off all communi-
cation, except by trail, with the settlements
in the Verde Valley. There was, to be
sure, a passable trail for mounted men,
which wound up the cliff not far from the
Beran ranch, and this the Ranger was in
the habit of using, as it cut off considerable
distance in the long trip from his camp to
Pine. But Helen knew little of this trail
and nothing of the distances to points upon
the Mountain.

She was soon to learn, however. The two
miles to the point where a deep gully cut
into the cliffs, up which their road turned,
was reached in twenty minutes, since the
horses trotted evenly along the compara-
tively level stretch. Here they began the
ascent and for many minutes, passing into
an hour or more, they toiled laboriously
from one groove and mound, raised in the
road to block the wheels of wagons while
the panting horses rested, to another.

The rain had ceased and the steep path
was already dry under the blazing sun, but
their progress was endless, it seemed to the
girl. Yet they won to the top at last and
turned along a fairly level plateau, broken
at intervals by eroded gullies and covered
with scattering pines and cedars. Yet,
though level, the road forbade any attempt
at speed.

The surface of the plateau was covered
thickly with round, black boulders, varying
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from an inch or two in diameter to the size
of one’s head. Between these grew sparse
bunch grass and weeds. The road was
deeply rutted and full of rocks, and the
water lay in every hollow or slimed the thin
soil of the bed to a greasy mess in which the
horses stumbled and slipped. They plodded
wearily over this endless and gloomy vista.

“How much farther is it to the Ranger’s
camp?’’ asked Helen at last, when the wes-
tering sun began to make her uneasy.

Dave looked at her with a sidelong leer.

“We’ve done come about nine mile, I
reckon,” he replied. “It ain’t a whole lot
further.”

“But how far and when can we expect to
reach it?” insisted the girl, who was begin-
ning to be alarmed. She had never dream-
ed that the camp could be more than ten
miles distant from the village, yet they were
already nine miles from the ranch and, con-
sequently, thirteen from Pine.

“Oh, it’s just a piece from here,” Dave
reassured her. But he grinned as he said it.

Helen was calculating the possibility of
returning down that terrible road in the
dark of the coming night. She wondered,
with a shiver of impending dread, if the
Ranger could not, perhaps, be persuaded to
accompany her. She did not want to re-
turn in the dark with this big, rough-look-
ing fellow. The vast wilderness into which
she had plunged beset her on all sides and
overwhelmed her with its gloom and silence.
The very road looked as if it had been neg-
lected and deserted for ages.

The patient, unhurried horses plodded
on methodically, crawling over the drag-
ging miles and jolting the heavy wagon be-
hind them. Helen’s unsupported back be-
gan to ache. They left the plateau and
plunged down slopes on which it was neces-
sary to rough-lock the wheels, only to fol-
low this by surging and straining in short
dashes, réenforced by frequent pauses to
refresh the winded horses, up grades of such
steepness as the girl had never seen. And
the scattering, gaunt pines marched with
them as they crawled along.

CHAPTER VIII

THE RANGER AND OLD SOCKS CONVERSE
AND ACT

OUT of the wilderness, covered with
heavy timber and broken by rough
ridges and grim cafions, which lies east and
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north of Long Valley on the Black Mesa of
the Mogollon Mountains, rode the Forest
Ranger, winning toward the camp he called
his home, sitting loosely in his saddle, un-
mindful of the rain. His slicker was draped
over his saddle and chaps and he whistled
cheerfully to the bedraggled dog, who re-
sented the prevailing dampness. Behind
him, stopping occasionally to snatch a
mouthful of grass, his laden pack horse
wandered, free from all restraint, but follow-
ing as faithfully as the dog.

The lightning glared with persistent en-
thusiasm while the thunder rolled and crash-
ed overhead. The ruts of the terrible road
ran deep with muddy water and the horses
splashed fetlock deep in greasy mud. Occa-
sionally even the stolid horses showed un-
easiness when a bolt struck a near-by tree,
stripping gleaming spirals down the trunk.

But the Ranger pushed on, glistening in
the yellow oilskins, and, as he rode, he
ceased his whistling and sang defiantly, lift-
ing his face to the rain but keeping his sog-
gy gauntlets crossed upon his saddle horn
as was his habit. The extemporized tune
was neither euphonious nor of harmonic ex-
cellence, but it was caroled forth with en-
thustasm:

“Helen, thy beauty is to me
Like some Nicaan bark of yore
That softly, o’er a perfumed sea,
The weary, wayworn wanderer bore
To his own native shore.”

The Ranger dwelt long on a last high
note, and, pleased with the effect, repeated
it. The dog’s attention was attracted so
forcefully that he raised his nose to the
sky and wailed an answering howl.

“Jealous!” muttered the Ranger. “You
couldn’t begin to be so tuneful, Thousand
Dollars, and it’s plumb useless for you to
bust yourself trying. First place, you’ve
got the worst voice for a canfor that I ever
heard; and I’ve heard some voices, at that.
You sure do beat creation in making a
savory noise, Old Socks.

“Second place, you couldn’t appreciate
the force of inspiration if you heard it or
felt it, though I will admit that you seemed
to take a shine to the young lady that time
we met her with her parent upon the moun-
tain top. But you'll admit that she didn’t
reciprocate your fancy to any great extent.

“You needn’t tell me that I needn’t get
to pitching on that account, because she
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sort of put the goad to me when she had
the chance. What if she did? She didn’t
kick me out of her lap, anyway, for I never
got in it. Ha! I have you there, caitiff!”’

“Qorr-0of!” replied Old Socks, in a tone
of lamentation. This cryptic utterance
served to depress the Ranger.

“Alas!” said he. “We be two forlorn and
deserted critters, Brutus, bean’t we? Being
thusly, it behooves us to get a wiggle on
and hasten homeward to fill our faces full
of food and forget sorrow in the oblivion of
repletion.

“Hey? What say? Don’t like the way I
talk? Well, say it yourself then, if you
think you can do it better. Giddap, Dob-
bin! Think we got all next week to wait
while you smell every footprint on the
road?”

They came out upon a grassy flat, free of
trees, through which ran an arroyo, bank-
full with yellow, surging water. The Rang-
er turned from the road up a long, level
stretch of meadow, hemmed in on two sides
by rolling, tree-covered hills. This was
Long Valley, where the camp of the Ranger
was situated. Through it, in a swift, mud-
dy torrent, ran the water in the deep ar-
royos.

The new trail was even muddier than the
road. They passed the remains of an old
fence, relic cf the days when the Reserve
was free range. A mile more took them to
their goal, an old log cabin, in fair repair,
beside a corral and fenced pasture. This was
the Ranger’s Station, and all around, for
fifteen or twenty miles in each direction, his
District.

The Ranger stripped his horses, kicked
open the rickety door, and dragged his bed-
ding and alforjas into the cabin., It had
not a very cheerful aspect. Generations of
reckless cattlemen had fired six-shooters
into the roof until the shakes were perfor-
ated like a sieve. An old cast iron stove oc-
cupied a corner of the outer and smaller of
two rooms, while the roof dripped water on
the floor. Rats—huge, gray mountain rats
—rendered fearless and impudent by threc
days’ freedom from the Ranger’s presence,
ran from holes in the walls, smelling greed-
ily at the wet canvas that covered the war
bags.

The furniture consisted of a home-made
table in the smaller room, while a bench
and a great, box-like bunk, on which the
Ranger threw his bedding, filled a part of
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the space in the larger. It spoke of fore-
sight in the marksmen that the roof over
this haven was still quite waterproof. A
huge open stone fireplace yawned bleakly
at the far end of the room. Ham, flour, 2
quarter of venison (killed out of season) and
other provisions hung on wires out of reach
of the voracious rats.

WHILE the Ranger kindled a fire

with resinous sticks of pitch-pine,

over which he laid fuel of iron-like
scrub-oak, the dog gave battle to the rats
with more valor than discretion. They were
not the kind of rats to submit to assault.
Though he killed a couple, the rest bit him
several times until he gave up attacking
them and stood at a distance and growled
at the loathly beasts. The Ranger oiled
and loaded his six-shooter and began a lit-
tle target practise.

It was wonderful to see the skill with
which he handled the weapon. A gray
brute would sidle across the floor; there
would be a flip of the wrist, a roar and
flash; and a mangled tump of flesh would
flop upon the slabs of the floor. When five
of them had met their fate the rest with-
drew reluctantly to the recesses whence
they had sallied. The Ranger shook hands
gravely with the dog and swept the carcass-
es from the cabin with a broom.

He then turned back to meet another
visitor, or resident, as it might claim to be.
It was large and brown and hairy and had
eyes like two wicked devils. It had little
spikes at the mouth and six crooked, fuzzy
legs that carried it with inconceivable ra-
pidity wherever it wished to go. From one
of the hooked feet to another on the oppo-
site side was a span of fully ten inches.
The diamecter of its body was an inch of
ample measure.

The Ranger softly raised the broom,
watching the nasty spikes open and close,
moist with virus. Getting a good grip on
his weapon, he swung it carefully back and
suddenly swept it violently down upon the
devil. It was not there when the broom
reached the floor. It squatted upon the op-
posite wall and shook with derisive and si-
lent scorn.

“Don’t you laugh at me!” growled the
Ranger, and heaved the broom at it. It
vanished again and reappeared on the stove.
The Ranger drew his trusty six-shooter.
The mark was too easy for such an expert
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to miss, yet he drew down on it with care
and pressed trigger as gently as if he were
shooting for life. With the roar of the shot
he expected to see that tarantula’s mangled
members fly in all directions. He heard
the ring of the bullet against the top of the
stove, but saw no trace of the spider, alive
or dead. Neither dismembered body, blood
nor hair remained to show that he had hit
it. In fact he had not hit it. It had evac-
uated that spot for regions unknown before
the bullet reached it.

So long as it did not return, it was little
the Ranger cared, and he went about his
household duties as if rats and giant spiders
were trivialities which could not disturb
him. He passed the remaining hours of day-
light in cooking, in a Dutch oven, a “batch
of dough gods,” and on the coals of his fire
broiling a venison steak. The rain had
ceased outside, though the thunder still
rumbled, but in the warm cabin the fire-
light flickered cosily and the full-fed man
and his dog were snug and content in their
isolation.

The man smoked a pipe and stared into
the fire in that hypnotic peace which a
blazing hearth engenders. The dog snored
at his feet and turned restlessly as one side
or the other became too warm. At inter-
vals he pricked up his ears and glared in-
tently into the flames as if seeing something
in them that was hidden from the duller
eyes of his master.

The Ranger sighed and removed his pipe
from his lips. He had paid no heed to the
dog’s actions.

“A fire is a locoed sort of thing when
you come to think of it,” he remarked at
random. “It sort of puts one in a state
where he is utterly relaxed and his mind
detached from all his surroundings. I don’t
know what it is, beast of evil, but there’s
something about this fire to-night that gets
on my nerves. I’ve got an uneasy feeling
that something in the nature of trouble is
going on and that I ought to be mixing in
it. If T was at all superstitious, I'd be hear-
ing a banshee before the night was over.
But as I am a philosopher, I scorn super-
stitions as plumb debased.”

The dog rose from his position in front
of the fire and walked to the door. He
placed his nose to the crack of the sill and
sniffed. Then he whined a little.

“T reckon, Old Thousand Dollars, that I
am becoming affected by the prevailing
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dearth of excitement and the lack of society
in this populous region,” went on the Rang-
er, hardly noting that the dog was gone.
“But you can’t deny, pup, that she ¢s a
pretty girl and that Helen is a perfectly
suitable name, and you need not sit around
here and yawn and look disgusted and in-
timate that my liver is out of order.”

The dog intimated no such thing. His
whining, on the contrary, took on a more
vociferous character. He scratched at the
door and barked; then he ran to the Ranger
and dragged at the sleeve of his jersey.

“What’s the matter with you?” demand-
ed his master. “Is there something out
there?”’

The dog barked again and ran to the
door. His hair was bristling and he whined
eagerly. The Ranger went to the door and
opened it, whereupon the beast sprang out
and dashed down the road toward the end
of the valley. There was nothing to be
seen, but the actions of his dumb compan-
ion caused the man to frown.

‘“ What's come over the fool? He
wouldn’t run out that way if there was any-
thing dangerous within smelling distance.
He’d crouch under the bunk and yowl.
What's the matter with all of us? I've got
a feeling that something is going on out
there myself, and the Lord knows I'm not
given to such hunches. Here! What the
deuce is the matter?”

His muttering to himself broke on a sharp
inquiry directed at the dog, which had re-
turned and was leaping anxiously in front
of him. The beast barked again.

“Cuss it then, I'll go with you if you're
so blamed set on it,” said the man, and
turned to pick up his slicker. He took a
step or two away from the door, but hesi-
tated and turned back.

“T suppose I'm a fool, too,” he growled,
“pbut it strikes me, for no reason that I can
assign, that this is an expedition on which
I’'d better take a horse. I don’t know
where I’'m going, but I'g on my way.”

HE PULLED on his chaps, slipped
his six-shooter into the holster and
threw on his slicker, though it had
ceased to rain. Then he whistled shrilly for
his horses and in a very few minutes both
of them came trotting in. The Ranger’s
haste grew as he yielded to his inexplicable
impulse, and he slammed the saddle on the
horse and cinched the latigos as if a life
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depended on his haste.« Then he leaped to
the saddle and spurred out to where the
dog was urgently barking. The cur heard
him coming and, with a yelp of relief,
leaped off into the trees, running toward
the road that ran behind the valley, not
more than half a mile away.

“Hi-yoop!” yelled the Ranger. “Get ’em,
Old Socks! Eat ’em alive!”

The dog swung past the “tank” that lay
beside the road, and, turning toward the Rim
and Pine Village, sped at his best pace down
the rough pathway, giving tongue at inter-
vals as if he had been a real hound. Be-
hind him swept the Ranger, bending low
over his steed’s shoulder and urging on the
dog with jeers and whoops. But some op-
pression, some foreboding of evil crept over
man and dog as the ruts flowed beneath
them. Pretty soon the first ceased to cry
out, while the second dropped his voice to
a whimper and ran in silence.

The road swings around on the divide
between the two Clear Creeks. Two or
three miles south of Long Valley another
road enters it from the Verde Valley, and
here there is a small spring of good water,
where teamsters camp after climbing the
Rim from Pine. Toward this point the
rider, led by the flying dog, pounded on
through mud and water and over slippery
stones.

As he swept toward the junction of the
roads he could see the flicker of a fire where
some wayfarer, caught by the approach of
night, had camped. He would have dashed
past, but,. as his horse’s hoofs rang on the
wet rocks, he heard a woman’s cry for help
and jerked his beast to a halt not ten feet
from the blaze.

A girl leaned against the wheel of a wag-
on and pushed vainly at a hulking man
who was trying to kiss her in spite of her
frightened cries and struggles.

CHAPTER IX
DAVE LANE SHOWS HIMSELF

“ HOW much farther is the camp?” asked
Helen for the hundredth time, her
voice, in spite of her effort at self-control,
trembling pitiably. Upon each repetition
of the question had come the same answer,
in a tone that was meant to be soothing—
“Just a little piece further.”
But this time there was a change. Dave,
before answering, looked at the sun, just sink-
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ing behind the western hills, and around at
the darkening woods. Then he reached be-
low the seat and brought out a bottle of
whisky. He leered at the girl as he lifted
this after wiping its mouth with the sleeve
of his shirt. The look was meant to be in-
gratiating and apologetic, but it failed in its
effect. Helen watched the process of drink-
ing with a cold fear.

“You see, Miss Helen,” grinned the fel-
low, “this here is some lonesome ride 'way
up here, and you-all didn’t ask me how fur
it was an’ I thought you done knowed all
the time. It wasn’t none o’ my business
why a lady was a rackin’ up to that Rang-
er's camp alone at that time o’ day, an’ so
I don’t say nothin’. It ain’t fur me to go
guessin’ at motives thataway.”

“But how far is it?”’ wailed Helen dis-
tractedly.

“We done come about fifteen mile from
your ranch,” said Dave, coolly. ‘Long
Valley is all o’ twenty-five from Pine an’ I
reckon we-all cain’t cover the six that’s left
to-night. We better camp down some’ers
along here, I reckon.”

He looked at her with a sidelong glance,
but she was staring straight ahead of her
and be could not read her expression. In
reality she was paralyzed with horror and
fright, and her frozen calm was caused by
the stunning hopelessness of her situation,
She was unable to think, act or speak.
Her one desire was to scream loudly for
help, but her throat refused to obey the
impulse, or her very will was inactive. It
was strange that the horses plodded stolid-
ly along, taking no heed to the iniquity of
their driver.

Dave was relieved. He had half expected
screams and an attempt to leap from the
wagon; at the very least, violent upbraid-
ing and tears, perhaps even fainting. But
she sat stonily, as if quite indifferent to her
position. He began to think that he had
unnecessarily misjudged her and thatehis
tactics had been needlessly subtle.

Why, the girl had more gall than some
of the village hoydens with whom he was
intimate! How the deuce had she held the
men of the village at such a distance. all
this time? Must be a slick one, he reckon-
ed. He took another drink of Mr. Forbes’s
campaign whisky.

Into Helen’s deadened brain slowly crept
a realization that the man at her side was
talking with a new note of familiarity.
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Slowly the sense of what he was saying be-
came intelligible to her.

“I don’t take no stock in the Prophet’s
revelations, myself. I’'m a freethinker, like
Skinner. But there was one or two things
he done got from above that was all right,
I reckon. A man ought to have more’n one
wife if he wants ’em. Look at me, now, fer
instance. Here I done went an’ got mar-
ried early because I was a good Saint an’ after
a while I found I done made a mistake.

“Fact was, I made two, because the old
‘man, he’s so sot on religion he won’t allow
no manifesto to make any difference and he
talks me into marryin’ two. O’ course no-
body knows about that, fer I wasn’t so
careless as Nephi an’ didn’t git found out.
Jensen would ha’ raised Cain an’ reported
me to the Quorum, but he don’t know it.
Besides he’s only a Bishop of the order of
Aaron, an’ don’t amount to much.”

Helen’s brain was whirling, and she was
so far from gaining any real grasp of his
meaning that she could only dimly ponder
on the last sentence and wonder dully what
it was about.

“I thought a Bishop would be impor-
tant,” she stammered

“Not so very,” said Dave, expanding
under the influence of the impression he
imagined he was making. ‘There’s two
orders, you know, an’ the Bishops belong
to the Aaronic, which ain’t so high as the
order of Melchisadek. The Elders and High
Priests and Presidents of Stakes belong to
that an’ my pa would ha’ been an Elder if
the old fellows had lasted longer an’” Wood-
ruff hadn’t ’a’ gotten the Presidency.

“The business end of the Church is run
by that order mostly, an’ the Bishops only
’tends to the preachin’ end. Jensen, he
don’t amount to much, but I reckon he’d
raise a row if he knew I'd gone and married
them girls, ’specially the schoolma’am. She
was sealed to me last Spring by a Bishop
from Mexico.

“You an’ me could hit it off all right,
Helen, an’ it’s the truth that since I saw
you I ain’t had no use for neither of them
sisters. My pa is some punkins in the com-
munity an’ I'm gittin’ rich myself. You
won’t have no hard time with me. You an’
me could go to Zion and live there in fine
style. There ain’t nothin’ wrong in it,
neither. Lots of folks has done married
more than one wife.”

The blood was once more flowing in Hel-
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en’s chilled veins, and she wondered at the
sameness of everything. The heavens had
not fallen and she was still safe from out-
rage, apparently. The man was talking of
marriage, and though polygamy seemed to
her a terrible thing, it at least had an al-
most welcome aspect of legitimacy. Yet it
was all ridiculous in the highest degree.

“Go to Zion!” she repeated, her voice
scarcely stronger than a whisper. ‘“And the
others; where would they be?”

Dave thought she was going to yield
without a struggle.

“We'll leave 'em down here an’ I’ll only
see ’em when I'm down here in Arizona
lookin’ after my business. We won’t have
neither of ’em up in Zion. I reckon Hilda
Petersen will raise Cain, but she’s too flighty
anyhow. Do her good to get taken down a
little.”

l’“‘ﬂ HELEN wanted to laugh again at
ﬁu the idea of the haughty Miss Peter-
sen, with her yellow mane of hair
and her brilliant complexion, who queened
it among the men of Pine as one who pos-
sessed a right divine, being the plural wife
of this drunken ruffian, and so much at his
disposal that she could be discarded like an
outworn boot.
“But suppose you were caught and ar-
rested for violating the laws.”
Her fear had almost left her in her con-
tempt for the fatuous idiot and his calm
certainty of conquest. And he showed no
design of being violent, as yet.
Dave snorted his contempt for statutes
“They’ll have a fat chance to find out
anything,” he said. “I got them women
where they can’t prove nothin’ if they want
to an’ they know enough not to try.”
Dave had drawn up beside a dim path
which ran off at right angles to the road
they were on. He climbed slowly out of the
wagon and began to unhook the traces pre-
paratory to turning out the horses.
“Here’s where we camp,” he said. “An’
you needn’t worry none about your stand-
in’. T’ll marry you openly an’ you'll be the
only wife in the eyes of the law. I’ll even
git rid of them women altogether, if you in-
sist, or they’ll just be women o’ mine like
lots of men have.”
“I thmk T would prefer to be the onl)
wife.”
Helen had courage now to smile. The
camp of the Ranger could not be very far
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away and she could walk the rest of the
distance, keeping to the road in the dark.
It would be on the road, of course.

“Well, you would be the only one that
counts. The others would be just your
handmaids, so to speak. They’d do the
work an’ you’d be the lady of the house, if
you want it that way. Hilda Petersen
would raise Cain over it thataway, but we'd
soon bring her to time. She’s too lively
anyhow.”

Dave had built a fire and was dragging

_the camp equipage from the wagon. The
girl watched him for some time, wondering
that she could contemplate him without
loathing, as if he were some queer animal.
But at last she dropped from the seat of
the wagon and stepped into the road.

“T suppose,” she said, ‘“that the Ranger’s
camp is on this road and that I can reach
it by walking two or three miles? I think
I will decline your proposal, Mr. Lane, and
as I have business with the Ranger, I will
not trouble you any further but will go on
to his camp.”

Dave gaped at her, surprised at her de-
cision. He had thought it was all settled.

“How’re you goin’ to find that camp?”’ he
sneered. “It’snoton the road. It’sa good
mile offn it, back in the woods. You better
stay here if you know what'’s good for you.”

“I think I know what is good for me,”
said Helen coldly. “I don’t think your
company is, Mr. Lane. Your views of mat-
rimony are so peculiar that they annoy me.”

Dave glared at her and took another pull
at his bottle. His face flushed and his voice
was a little thick as he answered:

“I reckon, before you have been here
long, yow’ll allow that my views o’ this here
matermony is good enough fer you-all. T
any rate they’ll seem a heap better than
what you’ll git from me. You-all don’t
seem to re’lize that you ain’t in yer own
pa’lor, none, an’ that it ain’t goin’ to help
you to git to pitchin’ with me.”

Helen was aware that the rain which had
been misting the hills ahead all afternoon,
but which had seemed to retire before them,
was drifting down. She felt the beat of
drops on her raincoat for a few minutes.
But the prospect of a wetting gave her no
concern. What she was to do was of more
moment; though, so far as she could judge,
there was nothing that would help her. Yet
she was not afraid. Instead, she was raging
with anger and contempt.
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“I am not afraid of you, Mr. Lane,” she
said, and walked to the fire. “I know very
well that you would never run the risk of
the lynching that you would get for what
you threaten. It will take more than whis-
ky to nerve you to that crime.”

Dave laughed sneeringly and Helen sud-
denly became certain, with a dreadful sink-
ing of the heart, that the man was not at
all afraid of the vengeance with which she
threatened him. He grinned at her and
rose slowly from his knees, advancing to-
ward her with his hands reaching out to
grasp her. She sank back, staring into his
hot eyes like a fascinated bird, until the
wagon wheel stopped her.

Her limbs were giving beneath her and
her brain was swimming. She was desper-
ately conscious that she must preserve
strength to resist to the last, but she was
so small—so small and weak. The gross
bulk of the fellow seemed to engulf her; she
felt his arms dragging her to him and saw
his red eyes looking into her own. She
pulled desperately at his arms and screamed
with the full strength of her lungs.

Out of the dank night crashed the ham-
mering hoof beats of a horse. A slosh of
mud and water streamed from the deeply
planted forefeet, while a dimly outlined fig-
ure flashed from its back and toward the
struggling girl.

CHAPTER X
HELEN HAS SOME ONE TO WAIT ON

THE Ranger heard the girl’s glad cry as

he leaped from his horse’s back simul-
taneously with the jolt of the sudden stop.
He flitted across the intervening space and
laid a sinewy hand on the big shoulder in
front of him. Dave loomed twice as bulky
as the other in the flickering light of the
fire, but the white hand hurled him back-
ward as if he were a child. Another hand
was interposed in front of the girl and held ™
her from falling forward with the jerk of
the loosened arms. Helen did not see his
face. He had turned with catlike quickness
to face the infuriated man.

Dave Lane had staggered backward until
he could recover his suddenly disturbed
balance. He was now dragging a six-shoot-
er from his belt, with an evident murderous
design written on his face. There was scant
time to act, but the Ranger acted quickly
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enough. He snatched his own weapon from
its place and, leaping forward with that
same uncanny swiftness, smashed the other
squarely between the eyes with the long
barrel. Dave dropped like a pole-axed ox,
blood streaming from the cut made by the
heavy weapon.

But his skull must have been of ivory,
for the blow did not rob him of conscious-
ness nor cause him to drop his gun. He
jerked his arm upward as he sprawled on
the ground and his weapon cracked twice.
The Ranger was so close that he felt the
jar of the reports. But they were clean
misses, thanks to the blinding blood that
dripped in Dave’s eyes. Before Dave could
fire again the Ranger had kicked the weapon
from his hands.

He was on the point of yielding to the de-
sire to kick the brute’s features, when he
felt the girl’s hand on his arm and turned
- to face her.

“Oh, don’t kill him, please!” she gasped.
“Don’t! I can’t stand it.”

“I'm not going to kill him,” replied the
Ranger, “though I admit that I’d like to.
Is this thing a friend of yours?”

“No,” she said with a catch in her voice.
“It’s one of the Lanes. He—he’s drunk, I
think.”

“I reckon you .are right,” agreed the
Ranger, looking critically at the man on
the ground. “Hi! You! Stand up and let
me get a look at you. I want to know you
the next time I see you.”

Dave rose slowly to his feet. His eye
was on the six-shooter that the Ranger
waved at him and he cringed as he slunk
against the wagon wheel.

“Say!” remarked the Ranger, with an
evil stare at the disfigured man. “You're a
fancy-looking sight, you are. That’s what

you get for getting gay on my beat, friend

Dave. For two bits, you filthy scum, I’d
finish the job. Assault a woman on my
range!” :

“Assault nothin’!” said Dave, sullenly.
“I ain’t assaulted no one. Can’t a man
court a girl if he wants to?”

“He can,” snarled the Ranger, “if he
wants to take the risk that your methods
entail. Where are your horses?”’

“I done turned ’em out.”

The Ranger turned to the girl.

“I can’t waste time gathering them in
the dark,” he said. ‘“You can’t stay here,
Miss Beran. I'm sorry, but the only place
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to take you is to my camp. It is going to
rain some more.”’ ]

“His camp!” jeered Dave, who had re-
covered some of his spirit since it had be-
come evident that the Ranger was going to
spare him. ‘“You’ll be safe there, you will.
Like fun you will!”

“Oh, T'll go anywhere,” whimpered the
girl. “Only take me away from here.”

The Ranger turned to Dave.

“Take off that belt!” he ordered.

Lane put his hand to the girdle that had
held his weapon. His courage was mount-
ing.

“Go to ——, you ——!”

“Look here, friend,” said the Ranger,
warningly, “I’ve had just about enough of
you. I-don’t like you worth a cent and I
never did. If you give me any more of
your lip I’ll begin to get peevish a plenty
and Tll just naturally come among you and
muss you all up. Smell that!”

He walked up to the man and poked the
muzzle of his six-shooter directly under his
nose. Dave jerked backward and turned
pale.

“Take off that belt!” repeated the Rang-
er, very softly.

Dave threw it sullenly to the ground.
The Ranger picked up the six-shooter which
he had kicked out of the other’s hand and
slid it into the holster. This he handed to
the girl. She took it absently, not noting
what it was, as her eyes never left the
Ranger long enough for her to look at it.

“Come on,” he said. “I object to the
company around here. I reckon you’ll have
to ride on the horn.”

She had followed him meekly to the horse,
but she shrank back a little now.

“I think I'd rather walk,” she said.

The Ranger swung to the saddle and
looked down at her.

“Have you got a pair of rubber boots?”’
he demanded. “Well, you can’t walk then.
It’s going to rain fried fishes in a minute.
Put your foot on mine and come ahead.”

y

R@? HE LEANED out of the saddle
&@ and held both arms out to her. Hel-

*J en hesitatingly reached up to grasp
his shoulder, lifted a foot to the Ranger’s
boot, felt his hands slip under her arms and
was swept upward and across the fork of the
saddle. So swift was the ascent that she
felt as if she were going clear over the horse,
and hastily flung her arms around the
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Ranger’s neck. Fortunately the horse was
stolidly gentle.

“QOomph!” gasped the Ranger.
a solid child.”

For some reason Helen felt that she had
to laugh at this and was surprised to find
that she giggled. She then noted that she
could not avoid trembling a little and also
that she had a queer desire to sob. The
Ranger took no notice, but shifted sidewise
in the heavy roping-saddle to give her more
room and clasped her firmly with one hand
while the other picked up his reins. He
took no more heed of Lane but turned to
the road and headed back toward his camp.

A crash of thunder presaged the coming
storm and urged the overburdened and tired
horse into a rocking canter. Helen was
thrown against the Ranger so suddenly
that she dropped the belt, which she was
still absently holding, and flung her arms
again about his neck. The Ranger saved
the belt as it slipped down.

“Don’t mind me,” he said.
fresh clamp.”

The desire to giggle came upon her again.
The giggle dwindled to a sob and the little
body began to shake with the storm of re-
action. Her head drooped to his shoulder
and she cried unrestrainedly.

“I don’t blame you none,” said the Rang-
er. “If T wasn’t so blamed mad I'd cry
myself. And don’t you worry any about
me. Just you go ahead. I'm wet anyway.”

His hand with the rein crept around her
and rested at the back of her shoulder, hold-
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