


4 
Big Novelettes 

are included in the October ADVENTURE, making 
it one of the strongest issues of the year. 

1. "Lieutenant Tony Mallagh," by W. Townend,
is a realistic story dealing witi1 the exploits of an
Irish officer in the present war. One of the
best things Townend has ever done. Tony's ex
perience in action \\·ill strike a responsive chord
in every man's heart.

2. "The Salters," by Captain George Bridges
Rodney. A splendid novelette dealing with a
stirri1ig adventure on the Mexican border. Strong
in humor and love.

3. "The Whaler," by Frederick William Wallace.
The same genuine briny odor pervades this corking
good sea yarn as it does all of Wallace's sea stories.

4. "Beyond the Law," by Jackson Gregory, a
mystery story of the \,Vestern mining country.
Full of suspense, action and love.

In addition to these -+ novelettes there are many 
cracking good short stories in this issue. You, II 
find it rather more than a big 15 cents' worth. 

Don, t miss the October 
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The St10-wBurner Pays 
-L ACotu.ple'te Novel 

....E!/Henry Oyei, 

A.ulhor of "The S1W1JJ Burner," "The Man-Trail,0' etc.

CHAPTER I ed down by the rushing water, buffeted 
and crushed by the grinding ice, a bullet-

THE CHEATING OF THE RIVER hole through his shoulder, was all that was 
left of the man whose life they had cried for. 

" T'S GOT him! The river's got The river had cheated them. Like pant-
� him. He's drowned! 'Hell- ing wolves, their hands outstretched claw

Camp' Reivers-he's gone. He's like to clutch and kill, they had pursued 
done for. The 'Snow Burner' is him closely to the river's edge. A cry of 

dead, dead, dead!" rage, short, sharp, unreasoning, had leap-
Like wolves revolting, the men of Cam- ed from their throats as Reivers, staggering 

eron-Dam Camp-the famous "Hell Camp" from his wound, had leaped unhesitatingly 
of the north woods-lined the bank of the out on to the heaving cakes of ice. 
rushing, ice-choked river and cursed and Spellbound, open -mouthed and silent, 
roared into the blackness of the night. Be- they had stood and watched as their erst
hind them the buildings of the camp, scene while oppressor ran zigzagging, leaping from 
of  the Snow Burner's inhuman brutality cake to cake, out toward the black slip of
and dominance over the lives of men, were open water which ran silently, swiftly in the 
going up  in seas of flame which the men river's middle. And then they had cried 
had started. out again. 

Before them the tumultuous river, the For the open water had caught him. 
waters battling the ice which strove to cover Straight into it, without pausing or swerv
it, tossed black and white under the red ing, Reivers had run on. And the black 
glow of tumbling fire. And somewhere out water had taken him home. Like a stone 
in the murderous current, whirled and suck- dropped into its midst, it had taken him 
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plump-a flirt of spray, a gurgle. Then the 
waters rushed on as before, silent, deadly, 
unconcerned. 

And so the men of Hell Camp, drunk with 
the spirit and success of their revolt, cried 
out in triumph. Their cry rose over the 
roar of flame. It rang above the rumble of 
crunching ice. It reached, prean-like, up 
through the star-filled northern night-a 

. cry of victory, of gratification, the old, ter
rible cry of the kill. 

For the Snow Burner was gone. Wolf
like he had harried them and wolf-like he 
had died. No man, not even Hell-Camp 
Reivers, they knew, could live a minute in 
that black water. They had seen the waters 
close above him; a floe of ice swept serenely 
over the spot where he had gone down. He 
was gone. The world was rid of him. 

And so the men of Cameron-Dam Camp, 
while their cry still echoed in the timber, 
turned to carry the news of the Snow Burn
er's end back to the men who were milling 
about the burning camp. The Snow Burner 
was dead! 

J:11 OUT in the deadly river, Hell-Camp
U:, Reivers stayed under water until he

•. knew that the men on the bank 
counted him drowned. He had sought the 
open water deliberately, his giant lungs fill
ing themselves with air as he plunged down 
to the superhuman test which was to spell 
life or death for him. 

He realized that if he were to live he must 
appear to perish in the river, before the eyes 
of the men who pursued him. To have won 
through the open water, and over the ice 
beyond, and in their sight have reached the 
farther shore would have sealed his doom 
as surely as to have returned to the bank 
where stood the men. 

The camp had revolted. Two hundred 
men had said that he must die; and had he 
been seen to cross the river and enter the 
timber beyond, half of the two hundred, 
properly armed, would have crossed the 
stringers of the dam, not to pause or rest 
until they had hunted him down. He was 
without weapons of any kind save his bare 
fists. He was bleeding heavily from the bul
let-hole in his right shoulder. He would 
have died like a wounded wolf nm to earth 
had he been seen to cross the river safely. 
His only chance for life was to appear to 
die i:r the river. 

He made no fight as he went down. The 

swift waters sucked him under like a straw. 
They rolled him over the rocky bottom, 
whirled him around and around sunken piles 
of ice. Into the sluice-like current of the 
stream's middle they spewed him, and the 
current caught him and shot him into the 
darkness below the glare of the burning 
camp. 

He lay inert in the waters' grasp, recking 
not how the sharp ice gashed and tore face 
and hands, how the rocks crushed and 
bruised his body. A sweeping ice-floe 
caught him and held him down. Like some 
great river-beast he lay supine beneath it, 
conserving every atom of his giant's 
strength for the test that was to win him 
life. 

Then, with the blood roaring in his tem
ples, and his bursting lungs warning him 
that the next second must yield him air or 
death, he threw his body upward against 
the ice, felt it slip to one side, thrust his up
turned face out of the water, caught a fin
ger-hold on another floe that strove to 
thrust him down, gasped, clawed and
laughed. 

He was a dead man, and he lived. Men 
had driven him into the jaws of death, and 
death had engulfed and apparently swal
lowed him. Men counted him now as one 
who had gone hence. Far and wide the 
word would be flung in a hurry: the Snow 
Burner was no more; Hell-Camp Reivers 
had passed away. 

The face of the Snow Burner as it rode 
barely above the icy, lapping waters, bore 
but one single expression, a sardonic appre
ciation of the joke he had played upon men 
and Death. The loss of Cameron Camp, 
of his position, of all that he called his own 
did not trouble him. 

As the current swept him down there, he 
was a beaten man, stripped of all the things 
that men struggle for to have and to hold, 
and with but a slippery finger-hold on life 
itself. Yet he was victorious, triumphant. 

He had placed himself within the clam
my fingers of the River Death. The fingers 
had closed upon him, and he had torn them 
apart, had thrust death away, had clutched 
life as it fleeted from him and had drawn it 
back to hold for the time being. And Rei
vers laughed contemptuously, tauntingly, at 
the sucking waters cheated of their prey. 

"Not yet, Nick, old boy," he muttered. 
"It doesn't please me to boss your stokers 
just yet." 
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The current tore the ice from his precari
ous grip and he was forced to swim for it. 
In the darkness he struck the grinding ice
field on the far side of the open water, and 
like the claws of a bear his stiffening fingers 
sought for and found a crevice to afford a 
secure hold. 

A pull, a heave and a wriggle, and he lay 
face-down on the jagged ice-heart, lungs 
and brain crying for the cold air which he 
sucked in avidly. The ice-cakes parted be
neath his weight. Once more he fought 
through the water to a resting place on the 
ice; once more the treacherous ice parted 

• and dropped him into the water.
Swimming, crawling, wriggling his way,

he fought on. At last an outstretched hand
groped to a hold on a snow-covered root on
the far bank of the river.

"About time," he said and, slowly draw
ing himself up onto the bank, he rolled over
in the snow and lay with· his face turned
back toward Cameron Camp.

The fire which the men had started in
the long bunk-house when they had revolt
ed against the inhumanity of Reivers now
had gained full headway. In pitchy, red
billows of flame the dried log walls were
roaring upward into the night. Like the
yipping of maddened demons, the bellowing
shouts of the men came back to him as
they danced and leaped around the fire in
celebration of the passing of Reivers and
of the camp for which his treatment of men
had justly earned the title of Hell Camp.

But louder and more poignant even than
the roar of flame and the shouts of jubilant
men, there came to Reivers' ears a sound
which prompted him to drag himself to an
elbow to listen. Somewhere out in the tim
ber near the camp a man was crying for
mercy. A rifle cracked; the pleading stop
ped. Reivers smiled contemptuously.

"One of the guards; ·they got him," he
mused. "The fool! That's what he gets
for being silly enough to be faithful to me."

But the fate of the guard, one of the
"shot-gun artists" who had served him
faithfully and brutally in the task of keep
ing the men of the camp helpless under his
heel, roused Reivers to the need of quick
action. If the guards had escaped into the
woods and were being hunted down by the
maddened crew, the hunt might easily lead
across the dam and up the bank to where
he lay. Once let it be known that he had
not perished in the river, and the whole

camp would come swarming across the dam, 
each man's hand against him, resolved to 
take his trail and hunt him down, no mat
ter where the trail might lead or how long 
the hunt might take. 

The fight through the river ice was but 
the preliminary to his flight for safety. 
Many miles of cold trail between him and 
the burning camp were his most urgent 
present needs, and with a curse he stag
gered to his feet and stood for a moment 
lowering back across the water to the scene 
of his overthrow. 

To a lesser man-or a better man-there 
would have been deep humiliation in the 
situation. Reivers's mind flashed back over 
the incidents of the last few hours. Over 
there, across the river, he had been beaten 
for the first time in his life in a fair, stand
up fist fight. He had underestimated young 
Treplin, and Treplin had beaten him. 

Following his defeat had come the revolt 
of the men. Following that had come 
flight. The power and leadership of the 
camp had been wrested from his hands by 
a better man; he himself had been driven 
out, helpless, beaten, yet Reivers only 
laughed as he stood now and looked back 
across the river. For in the river the Snow 
Burner had died. 

The past was dead. A new life was be
ginning for him. It had to be so, for if 
word went back that the Snow Burner 
was still alive the men of Cameron-Dam 
Camp would come clamoring to the hunt. 
To die, and yet to live; to slough one life, 
as an old coat, and to take up another, not 
having the slightest notion of what it might 
hold-that was the great adventure, that 
was something so interesting that the hu
miliation of defeat never so much as reached 
beneath Reivers' skin. 

He stood for a moment, looking back at 
the camp, and he smiled. He waved his 
left hand in a polished gesture of contemptu
ous farewell. 

"Good-by, Mr. Hell-Camp Reivers," he 
growled. "Hello, Mr. New Man, whoever 
you are. Let's go and lay up till the punc
ture in your hide heals. Then we'll go out 
and see what you can do to this silly old 
world." 

With his fingers clutching the hole in his 
shoulder, he turned and lurched drunkenly 
away into the blackness of the thick tim
ber. 

The icy waters of the river had been kind 
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