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OUTRIDER

By DEE LINFORD

OF EMPIRE

Shagegy Kip McKenzie was free at last from the Great Company’s iron grip—free
to die. Amid a thousand miles of white-running water, of tree-columned wilder-
ness, every man, Red or Whiie, itched for the deserter’s bounty-posted scalp-lock.

NXIOUS and ill-at-ease, Kip Mec-
Kenzie stood before the bourgeois
in the bourgeois’s house at Fort
Provence. Standing flat in his deerskin
moccasins, McKenzie brushed the six-and-
a-half-foot ceiling with the top of his
beaver-skin cap, and his hair fell down
like tawny mane to his wide, buckskin-
girt shoulders. His eyes, matching his
hair in color, were wide i1n inquiry; and
his flat, supple muscles were tense with
an undefined foreboding.

The bourgeois, seated behind his big
trader’s table, was small of stature and
thin of face. His Christian name was
Simon Snood, but Christian names were
almost unknown in the aristocratic system
of the Hudson’s Bay Company. Familiar-
ity between ranking men and their sub-
ordinates was unheard of, and all company
traders in charge of a post had to be ad-
dressed as ‘“Mister Bourgeois,” or M’sieu
le Bourgeois, as the French woyageurs
made it.

S5
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This caste system was in rigid effect,
even at Fort Provence, the fur company’s
little outpost on the upper Columbia. But
because of the bourgeois’s wide, flat tem-
ples, his pointed nose and chin, and the
crafty, alert manner about him, he was
known better among the company men a
“the Fox.” '

The tawny-eyed giant, however, had no
eye for the trader himself. He was star-
ing at the paper the bourgeois had handed
him, and his voice when he spoke was
uncertain, almost apologetic.

“I’'m s-sorry, sir,” he said, stammering
a bit. “But I haven't got any money.
I'm afraid I can’t pay what I've over-
drawn at the commissary before 1
leave., But I'll send the money as soon as
I get back to the States.”

The bourgeois looked up, faintly an-
noyed. “Company policy forbids discharg-
ing employees who are financially indebted
to the company,” he said in crisp, concise
English.

McKenzie's eyes came up to meet the
bourgeois’s unfeeling gaze, and a sort of
supplication softened his rugged features.
“Bu-but my time is up sir. I've served
five years, like the contract said, and I'm
free now to go. I can get the money 1
owe the company as soon as I get back to
my home. I'll send it up to the nearest
Hudson’s Bay post.”

The bourgeois had all the stern decorum
of a man who enforces a system rigidly—
when it doesn’t affect himself. “The com-
pany, for the last time, discharges no em-
ployee who owes the commissary. I'm
sorry, McKenzie, but you're over-drawn.
And there is nothing I can do.”

The blond giant shrugged. “Isn’t there
anything I can do?”

“One thing. You can re-enlist with the
company.”’

Kip McKenzie started, and his face
clouded. “And spend another year here?”

The bourgeois was coldly efhcient.
“Five years is the term of enlistment with
the Hudson’s Bay.”

Anger kindled in the young woodsman’s
face. Anger and a new anxiety. But he
controlled his voice. “Twenty dollars a
year isn’t a very big wage, Mister Bour-
geois. Not when a man has got to pro-
vide his own clothes and possibles out of
it—at Injun prices. I've come through
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the five-year period I've worked here ow-
in’ you thirty dollars. Five years more,
and I'll owe you sixty dollars. IFive more
than that, and I'll owe you—why, I'll be
here all my lifel!”

The bourgeois raised his thin shoulders
and let them fall. “I did not write the
company policy. All I can do is enforce
it

McKenzie stood silent, fighting the an-
ger and helpless despair that gnawed at
him inside. He bit back the hot words
that were on his tongue and said a little
wistfully, “I've learned a lot in the last
five years, Mister Bourgeois. I could
qualify as a wvoyagewr. 1 can handle a
boat now as good as any of them French-
men you’ve got up here. With their pay,
I could—why I could square my debt and
have some over in five years!”

The towering young woodsman’s hopes
rose with his voice. They were shattered
by the shake of the bourgeois’s head.

“We've got more voyageurs than we
can use now. It's laborers around the
post we need. You'll stay in your present
capacity, McKenzie.” :

The young giant stared another moment
in silerice; then he gave himself over to
the rage that welled up inside him. “Your
company policy is a fine word for slavery,
Mister Bourgeois,” he said savagely. “I'm
an American citizen, and I'll be slave to
no damned English. A man would think
you Lobsterbacks would learn- sometime.
You tried this kind of business with our
seamen ten years ago, and the Yanks
whaled the red off your backs for it. We
did it once, and we’ll do it again.”

HE post trader’s annoyance became
more manifest. “Your precious United
States is three thousand miles from Ore-
gon,” he snapped. “This is a crown col-
ony, and we’ll not be askin’ your country
how to run it. Now get outside, and to
work.” |
Kip McKenzie moved involuntarily to-
ward the diminutive trader. “Crown col-
ony be damned. England -has got no claim
to Oregon. You'll see the day when the
United States stretches from Puget Sound
to Noo York. All one big country. You’ll
see Yanks come to Oregon so fast you
an’ your kind will be pushed into the sea
—with the rest of the sharks.”
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The bourgeois was on his feet now, and
his eyes were reduced to one green gleam.
“Stand back, pig-eater,” he commanded,
haughty and unflinching, “Or TI’ll see the
hide flogged off your Yankee back.”

Five years under a dictatorship such as
ruled every Hudson’s Bay fur post west
of the Great Lakes had its effect on a
man and rage and all Kip McKenzie
hadn’t considered actually laying hands on
the bourgeois. That would have been like
laying hands on George the Third himself.

But the trader’s manner, and the sting-
ing scorn of his words, pulled something
loose inside the powerful young body. Kip
McKenzie forgot the presence of the par-
tisan behind him—forgot everything ex-
cept the face in front of him. A fury
arose inside him and he flung himself for-
ward as the bourgeois backed away.

But there was a movement behind, and
something collided with terrific force
against the back of his head. Fire shapes
danced before his eyes—fire shapes that
turned black and engulfed him.

The next thing Kip McKenzie remem-
bered seeing was the bearded face of Jules
Charbonneau, the partisan or man 1n
charge of the Hudson’s Bay’s actual trap-
ping operations in the Fort Provence area.
While the bourgeois directed trading and
all affairs of the post itself, the partisan’s
word was law i1n the field. Together, the
two formed a sort of supreme command
from which there was no appeal in all the
inland empire of the Hudson’s Bay.

As Simon Snood was known as “the
Fox” in the northwest woods, Jules Char-
bonneau was known as “the Bear.” And
the name was equally descriptive. A bar-
rel-chested French-Canadian with thick,
gangling arms, a bull neck, and blue-black
hair and beard, the partisan stood not so
high as Kip McKenzie, but he would out-
weigh the youth by fifty pounds.

Legends that told of the “Bear’s” in-
credible strength were manifold in the
Oregon woods. It was related, for in-
stance, that the partisan had fallen through
the snow one day into a cave where a she-
grizzly was in hibernation with her two
new-born cubs. His gun was lost in the
fall, and the cave was black as a northern
winter night. Armed only with a long
knife, Charbonneau had faced the aroused
orizzly. And he had emerged victorious.

But it was said also in this connection that
Charbonneau’s glossy beard was grown to
conceal a face that had been terribly man-
gled by the grizzly’s claws. And it was
said, further, that the partisan had been
since as vicious as the bear he had killed.
It was known that no man had crossed his
will and lived.

These things were in Kip McKenzie's
mind as he looked into the Bear’s sharp
brown eyes, and heard him speaking in the
jumble of bad French and worse English,
that is the brogue of the French-Canadian.

“A peeg-eater, by Gar, he don’t lay
hands on the bourgeois. The Americain,
he get to work or Jules he skin heem an’
zell the hide. Yah.”

The rifle with which the partisan had
clubbed McKenzie to thé floor was still in
his hand, pointing at the blond giant’s
chest. Painfully, Kip got to his feet and
stumbled out the door.

HERE was great activity at Fort

Provence that morning. The wide
gate 1n the log-bastioned stockade stood
open, and a dozen flat-bottomed mackinaw
boats were drawn up where the big lazy
Columbia made a wide turn around the
wooded fort promontory. Two scores of
long-haired, thick-armed men worked at
loading the boats with huge, square fur
packs from the post peltry.

The annual shipment to the Pacific was
on. In a week, the last of the winter’s
catch and trade at Fort Provence would
be on its way down to the company ships
anchored at the Columbia’s Delta in the
Pacificc. Work at Provence would then
be over until cold weather again made the
furs prime. |

That 1s, work would be over for all but
the indentured workers—the manguers du
lard or “‘pig-eaters,” as the haughty woya-
geurs called them. For the pig-eaters,
work never ceased. The bourgeois saw to
that. |

But Kip McKenzie was unaware of this
activity as he emerged from the bhour-
geois’s house. He was dazed and sick at
the bottom of his stomach, and he wan-
dered to the peltry to lean against the
blood-stained wall. The peltry was shaded
and cool, but it was hot and stifling to Kip,
and the heavy air pressed in to smother
him. For this was the day for which he
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had waited for five years—the day when
he would be free to ride a mackinaw boat
down to the ocean and take a company
- ship for home. :

Thoughts of this eventual return to civ-
ilization and freedom were all that had
kept him sane during his enforced service
at Fort Provence. Now it would be at
least five years more, with no actual hope
of escape then. And desertion from the
Hudson’s Bay was considered suicide, be-
cause the company was more relentless
than any army in tracking down and ex-
ecuting its deserters. Anyhow, the only
white men in the Oregon country were
Hudson’s Bay men. The only Indians
were company Indians. There was no
place for a deserter to go.

Bitterly, McKenzie recalled that it was a
woman who had lured him into the trap
that had held him a prisoner at hard work
those years—a woman with dark hair and
luminous eyes and a voice like distant,
liquid music. Kip was eighteen then, and
the only girls he knew were his sisters.
This beautiful, mysterious woman had
smiled at him on the streets of his native
St. Louis, and he had followed her to a
dark, luxurious manor on a hill overlook-
ing the town. She had smiled at him often
after that. And he was her slave.

Came the night when she invited him to
call on her at the mysterious mansion, and
they had sipped cool juleps in her garden.
It was moonlight, and she had met his eyes
and accepted his kiss. Vividly he recalled
the enchantment of the moment, and the
arrival of her “friends”—dark, sharp-eyed
men with tales of marvelous adventure and
untold riches that awaited the white man
in the vast wild country that Lewis and
Clark had so lately discovered.

Less clearly, he recalled signing a harm-
less-looking contract to work with these
men, a contract which he found next day
bound him almost in servitude to the Hud-
son’s Bay. In despair, he had called at
the mystery manor to be met by a dark-
skinned doorman who said that no lady
lived there and he had best be gone.

The rest of it was indelibly stamped on
his whole mental consciousness: the long
trip up the Missouri in the company keel
boat, the grounding of the boat below the
Mandan Villages, and the trip overland to
the western watershed of the continent to
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serve as a ‘‘pig-eater’” at Provence. Pig-
eaters were treated as beasts of burden in
the company system, and Kip had counted
the days and hours until his period of en-
listment. would be over. But he under-
stood now why the other indentured work-
ers stayed on at the fort, period after
period—silent, bitter men who no longer
spoke, not even among themselves. He
would soon be one with them. For his
hope, too, was gone.

A sudden, cutting pain bit into his face,
and a sharp, high-pitched voice shrieked
in his ear, “To work, manguer du lard!
Ze Americains are ze mos’ lazee dogs. Ze

boats, zey mus’ be loaded. Allons, my fine
eater of peeg!”

TILL dazed from the blow on his head

in the bourgeois’s house, Kip turned
to face Francois, a small, intense voyageur,
one of the class of river boatmen whose
skill gave them great social and economic
prestige in the Hudson’s Bay caste system,
a system which had endured ever since the
company was founded by Frenchmen for
the English crown more than a century
earlier. The voyageurs were the inden-
tured workers’ immediate superiors, and
were therefore chief among their oppres-
SOrs.

But Francois was more than a tyrannic
overseer to Kip McKenzie. Francois was
one of the mysterious lady’s “friends”
who had called at the manor that night five
years before. Francois had furnished the
contract that Kip had signed that night.

The woyageur, outraged now by the
American’s delay, swung the whip in his
hand again. Its leaded strands cut into
McKenzie’s face for the second time in a
minute. Blood from the cuts ran down
into the American’s eyes, and, goaded to
action by the pain, he charged his tormen-
tor. Ignoring the whip which cut into his
face again and again, he seized the boat-
man and raised him high above his head.

- Then, without real thought of killing him,

he brought the squirming, squealing form
crashing down upon the ground.

Kip McKenzie came from big family
stock, and he had entered the woods while
still a gangling, loose-jointed youth of
eighteen. The years of hard work and rig-
orous living in the woods had filled out the
loose, tall frame, giving it a strength of
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which even Kip was not aware. And now
his latent strength and his blind rage con-
spired against him. For Francois struck
the ground, head-first, and the force of his
fall crushed his small-boned body. His
narrow shoulders were driven halfway
down his spine and his head lay loosely to
one side on a broken neck.

Kip McKenzie stood motionless over the
man he had killed. Then a panic came
over him. Resisting a superior was pun-
ished by the company with death. And he
had killed a voyageur.

His alarm cleared his brain, and for the
first time since entering the bourgeois’s
house, Kip could think with a cold, seeing
mind. Stooping over, he picked up the
dead woyageur’'s long-barreled gun and
powder horn and bullet pouch. He swung
the pouch and horn across one shoulder
and started for the open stockade gate.

The bourgeois appeared in the doorway
of his house with a rifle, and McKenzie
leveled the old piece in his hand, praying
that it might be loaded and primed. It was.
It exploded in his hand with a deafening
- detonation. The bourgeois stumbled back
to fall inside his house, his face a red
patchwork of blood.

A man blocked the path ahead, and Mc-
Kenzie clubbed him to the ground with the
stock of the empty muzzle-loader. Then
he was through the stockade gate and to
the log river pier. A second wvoyageur
raised a bell-mouthed pistol to shoot him,
but a squaw-haired pig-eater jostled the
Frenchman and spoiled his aim. The ball
whistled over McKenzie’'s head, and the
voyageur fled as the giant swung toward
him.

A dugout cottonwood canoe lay grounded
under the pier., McKenzie threw his rifle
into the slender craft, pushed it into the
current, and climbed in. He glanced up-
ward as the canoe left the shelter of the
log structure, and saw that the indentured
workers had grouped themselves about the
river wharf in such a way as to shield him
from the fire of the sentinels in the near
corner blockhouse. He bent himself to the
paddle, and when shots rang out behind
him, he was out of range.

He let the dugout drift while he re-
charged his gun, then he paddled with
- renewed effort. But boats were follow-
ing now, and he knew he could not pad-

dle against the voyageurs...Not when they
paddled two in a boat and he was alone.
Anyhow, he couldn’t go much farther
down the river., There was a big cataract
around the bend ahead, and already he
could hear its booming above the shouting
behind him.

Sweeping his canoe around the bend, he
crowded it against the southern bank,
dropped his paddle and beaverskin cap to
the bottom of the boat and stood erect.
An overhanging thicket came close, and he
grabbed it, swinging himself ashore with-
out upsetting the long craft in the water.
The gun was clutched in his free hand.

For the smaller part of a second, he
watched the boat, caught now by the quick-
ening current and pulled toward the brink
of the roaring fall. The cap, he hoped,
would come to the surface with the canoe
down below. It would, he hoped, lead the
voyageurs to believe that he had gone over
with the boat. |

A swift-flowing mountain creek dis-
gorged itself in the sluggish river not three
feet from where the fugitive stood—a
lean, hurried stream that fell rapidly from
the hooded peaks that broke the horizon to
the south. McKenzie reached the stream
in one leap and walked up its hard-gravel
course toward the distant Cour d’ Alene
Mountains.

The dense golden willow thicket swal-
lowed him, but he stayed with the water
path. The woyageurs would soon decide
that he hadn’t gone over the fall. And
the Blackfeet trackers would be out within
the hour.

I1

IP McKENZIE’S first impulse was
to put as much distance as possible
between himself and Fort Provence.
Throughout the remainder of the day and
throughout the night he walked without
rest, holding himself to a steady, long
mile-eating stride that took him across the
Cour d’ Alene foothills into the deep,
hidden canyons of that rugged range. No
deserter had ever yet escaped Fort
Provence. But Kip had a long start and
a strong body. And, he resolved grimly,
he would not be retaken, alive.
At dawn of the second day out, he shot
a pine grouse and ate the flesh, raw, not -
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daring to risk a fire. There was not only
danger of pursuit from the fort. He was
in the country of the dread Blackfeet,
those inveterate enemies of the Yankees
ever since Captain Willlam Clark had
killed one of their chiefs for stealing
horses from the Lewis and Clark survey-
ing party. The Otter Hat, Blackfoot chief
in the Fort Provence area, would kill him
then for two reasons: because he was an
American, and because of the reward the
Hudson’s Bay Company offered for the
capture of deserters. The Otter Hat was
a ‘““company Indian.”

It was not until then that Kip McKenzie
attempted to plan ahead. He hadn’t had
much time before. Now, unless he could
avoid the Indians and find a way out of
the wilderness soon, he would die a worse
death than would have been meted out
back at Provence. For there were only
thirteen rifle balls in his pouch, and only
enough powder for thirteen charges in his
horn.
half with his knife and use halfpowder
charges for game hunting. But even
twenty-six charges weren’'t many for a
man afoot in enemy country, two thousand
miles from civilization.

During the years Kip had spent at Fort
Provence, he had never been allowed out
of earshot of the fort alone. So he had
not had much chance for personal ex-
ploration. And the company trappers who
came 1n once in a while to get supplies
despised the pig-eaters as heartily as did
the woyageurs. So he had learned little
from these. But from the free trappers,
who regarded a white man as white re-
gardless of his circumstances, he had
picked up frugal bits of information about
the surrounding country.

“Even the birds has to use rough-locks
to git around in the Cour d’ Alenes,” one
bearded denizen of the woods had told
him. “But onct ye git beyon’ ’em, ye got
country flat as the Columbia, if ye go the
right way.”

Also, from these trappers, McKenzie
had heard vague talk of American traders
and trappers somewhere along the head-
- waters of the Columbia’s southern tribu-
taries—the Snake or Mad River, and the
Salmon. Just where these Americans were
or how they got there, no one seemed to
know. Because neither -Mad River nor the

He could cut the soft lead slugs in
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Salmon was considered navigable, even by
the voyageurs, the most skilled boatsmen
in the West.

“La Maudite Riviere Enragee!” these
boaters whispered in awe when the Snake
was mentioned, “The accursed mad river.”
Then would follow tales of boats and lives
and fortunes in fur lost on that treacher-
ous, smooth-surfaced stream with its in-
sidious undertow and its sudden, white-
capped rapids and falls.

Talk of the Americans to the south had
also come from the partisan and the woy-
ageurs. All agreed that the Yanks were
in the south country, and that they should
be killed wherever encountered. But none
of them seemed to have any concrete in-
formation concerning these shadowy men
of mystery.

Fact or fiction, however, Kip McKenzie
had nothing better to do than to try to
find them. He knew there were no Amer-
icans i the northwest country, and the
bare chance that the legendary men might
be further south made it worth his while
to look for them. Anyhow, Kip McKen-
zie had no other place to go.

"’I‘RAVELING cautiously through the
country of the Blackfeet, he made his
way through the frowning purple canyons
of the Cour d’ Alenes, onto the wooded
foothills of the other watershed. One day
he paused by a large anthill and dug into
it with his knife to check his bearings.
For his father had taught him long before
that these wise and busy creatures lay
their eggs on the south side of the colony,
to take advantage of the sun’s warmth in
incubation. From these bearings, he learned
he was traveling more east than south—
toward the headwaters of the Missouri.
This direction, he knew, would take him
to American trading areas. But he never
could hope to reach the headwaters of that
river alive,

Thereafter, then, he traveled at night,
guided by the stars, holding a steady due
south course. And night traveling best
suited once he emerged on the flat prairies
and valleys south of the Cour d’ Alenes,
since there was no cover to conceal him
from the scouts of the Indian parties that
infested the region.

On the twenty-sixth day out from Fort
Provence, the day on which Kip McKen-
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zie used his last rifle charge to bag a mule
deer, he entered another range of moun-
tains, lower and more heavily wooded than
the Cour d’ Alenes. He ate long of the
deer, and took the hindquarters with him.
But the meat spoiled the second day in
the sun. |

However, he came then upon a stream
that displayed signs of being trapped. And
this much he had learned about trapping
at Fort Provence: Look for the trapper
of any stream where the stream empties
into a larger one.

For five foodless days he followed the
stream, and each day the trail on the bank
became a little wider, a little more worn.
He became faint, then weak, as the days
dragged on. But his hopes kept him go-
ing. The trail wasn’t just an Indian game
trail. It had to lead somewhere.

Early on his sixth day with nothing to
eat but roots, he stumbled gaunt and ex-
hausted into a little clearing in the sweet-
smelling pines. A huddled sod-rooted
cabin stood there on the banks of a mighty
river that roared down from the east. A
sign said, ‘“Beaver Dick Dryden, Trader.”
And a tiny American flag was nailed above
the door!

Kip McKenzie would have cheered if
he could. He couldn’t. But he broke into
a weaving dog-trot toward the cabin, his
voice hoarse in his throat.

He became aware, as he ran, of a sort
of corral in the pines behind the cabin.
~In it were forty or fifty horses. He
pondered the presence of horses at so far-
away place as this. There were no horses
at Fort Provence. Then his hopes soared
high. Maybe the government at Wash-
ington had awakened at last. Maybe they
had sent the cavalry at last to kick the
British out of Oregon. Maybe the cavalry
was here at this little post, and he could
guide them to Fort Provence, then down
the river to the delta on the ocean, after
they had levelled the hateful post on the
upper river.

He was to the cabin door then. It opened
under his hand, and he was inside. He
thought at first that the darkness of his
eyes was only the darkness of the room.
But it became thicker, and he could see
nothing but shadows around him. Then
something like the wind, only softer,
seemed to pick him up and bear him up

and over the earth. And it was funny
too, because it seemed at the same time he
was falling.

E woke up on a soft, comfortable

built-in bunk—the first regular white
man’s bunk he had enjoyed for five years.
For a while, he was content to lie still,
staring at the ceiling, just resting. Then
returning memory raised questions in his
mind, pressing questions and important,
He raised himself to one elbow to look
around. But a firm hand eased him back
to the bearskin robes that covered him.

“Jus’ take it easy, son,” a drawling
Yankee voice advised. “You're right with
Beaver Dick Dryden, an’ no cause for
fuss. You come here in purty bad shape,
an’ you're nothin’ I'd be braggin’ on yet.
But you've rested some, las’ night an’ to-
day, an’ it'll make a difference to you to
git some o’ this moose broth into you.
Nothin’ like moose broth for a man’s that
starved. Hummph. You got a carcass
like a moose yourself.”

It took a while for McKenzie to make
out the face of the man who was speak-
ing, but gradually the gray blur before
his eyes condensed into a rather small,
mild-mannered man in New England
homespun clothes. The man’s eyes were
a light, washed blue, and as kindly as his
face.

“Moose broth is what does ’er. Noth-
in’ else like it. You jus’ lay still till you
feel a little spryer. That’s right. = No,
don't try to talk. Time a-plenty for that.
Time a-plenty. Jus’ drink this. Tha’s
the way. Jus’ drink ’er down.”

The broth was hot and invigorating, and
as the starved youth lay quiet, allowing
himselt to be fed, his eyes wandered about
the room. He seemed to be in a sort of
store room and living quarters combined.
He saw a door, and guessed that it opened
into the room where trading was done,
Great heaps of highly-colored three-point
blankets were stacked about him, together
with other familiar articles of trade; kegs
of gun powder and shot, innumerable bolts
of scarlet and green cloth, heaps of iron
kettles, axes, sugar and coffee sacks, steel
beaver traps, open cases of cheap glass
beads and other trinkets, kegs of uncut
tobacco, and even a few new guns and
knives,
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The trader must do quite a business, he
reflected. And he wondered how Dryden
had transported his big stock so far. For
the river he remembered seeing outside
would have to be the Mad River or Snake.
And the Snake wasn’t navigable. Any-
how, the Yankees could have no ships at
the mouth of the Columbia. Not since
Astor’s ship, The Tonquin, had been
blown up to save its cargo from the
English-incited Indians.

The reclining woodsman, still accepting
. the thin hot broth, started a bit to see
suddenly there was another man in the
room; a gaunt, dark man with bird-of-
prey features and little sharp eyes. He
was dressed in an imported coonskin cap,
a long embroidered deerskin hunting shirt
that reached below his knees, and white
buckskin leggins and moccasins. He sat
in the shadows near the room’s only win-
dow, and his sharp eagle eyes were intent
on Kip McKenzie.

Something turned over in the back of
Kip’s mind as he looked at the man. He
had seen him before somewhere. But he
couldn’t think where.

Beaver Dick noticed his patient start,
and he said half apologetically, “Oh yeah.
I’d forgot. The gent over on the chair is
Sam Loingren, a free Yank trapper. He’s
just come into this country, Ain’t been
here so long myself.”

Kip mumbled his own ‘name, and tried
to think. But he couldn’t get his eyes off
the sharp-faced man near the window. He
seemed almightly prosperous, to Kip, for
a free trapper. But then, the woodsman
reflected, maybe the free-trapping Yanks
did better down here than the free trappers
in the Hudson’s Bay region. His distrust
for the man grew on him, however, as he
looked at him, distrust that ripened into
unreasonable dislike and distrust. He
couldn’t help his feeling.

The door that led into the other room
opened then, and someone came in. “This
here is my boy, Pat,” Dryden offered.
“Him an’ me run the place.”

McKenzie saw a slight-built youth with
a smooth chin and long, slender hands.
He guessed that Pat wasn’t much more
than twelve or thirteen, yet the face had a
look that was somehow much older. And
that face, under the head bandana that
hid the hair, was finely moulded but un-

STORIES

kempt, reflecting however all the kindness
that marked the parent’s features.

“How de do,” Pat Dryden said shyly,
in a voice that somehow pleased Kip Mc-
Kenzie. Kip would have replied, but

Beaver Dick interfered with the cup of
broth.

T was several hours later that McKen-

zie really ate. Dryden let him get up,
and he joined the  others at a table that
was set well with moose steaks, sour-
dough, and searing hot traders’ coffee—a
drink which had no peer west of the
Missour: and which was duly appreciated
by Kip McKenzie who had tasted no real-
to-God coffee since leaving the States.

“Where’s the cavalry?” Kip asked, at-
tacking his first cooked meat in more than
a month.

“Cavalry—?”

“Yeah. Ain’t it cavalry? All the horses
outside 7"’

The trader chuckled.
string.”’

“Pack string?” Kip’s jaw fell. “Mean
to tell me you packed all this stuff over-
land from St. Louis?”

The trader smiled again. “How else?
The Snake ain’t fit for a boat. Anyhow,
it's a lot cheaper to go overland than to
ship clean around the Cape, then boat the
stuff back upstream.”

“But horses attract Injuns like sugar
draws flies,” McKenzie objected. “Don’t
they plunder your trains?”

“Don’t take as many men to guard a
pack train as to sail a ship, an’ it cuts the
time in a fifth,” the trader pointed out.
“We been doin’ packin’ down this way
ever sinct Maj’'r Ashely tried it out in
twenty-two. ’Course, the Maj’r didn’t
come this far north. But no reason why
I couldn’t.”

Kip McKenzie was struck with the sim-
plicity of the scheme. And he wondered
why the Hudson’s Bay hadn’t thought of
it long before now. But, “I’ll be switched,”
was all he said. Then he became aware
that the other men at the table were study-
ing him intently, almost suspiciously.

“You mus’ be from up north,” Dryden
said shortly. It was almost an accusation.

“That’s right,” Kip admitted. *“Hud-
son’s Bay.”

All breathing seemed to stop around the

“That’s my pack
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table, and the three Americans stared at
Kip, their eyes inquiring and hostile. So
he hastened to recount briefly his experi-
ences of the last five years: of his en-
counter with the strange, beautiful wo-
man, of her betrayal, and of his enforced
service at Fort Provence, his recent
escape.

His voice was bitter when he finished.
“An’ next to the British an’ Blackfeet, I'd
like to rid the world o’ women. That was
one thing I could like about Fort Prov-
ence. There wasn’t any skirts around to
get a man in bad. Matter of fact, I'd
stay in this country if I could, just to
keep away from ’em.”

Dryden laughed shortly, and said, “Man
ain’t troubled much by women out here,
'less it’s ’'cause they’'re so scarce.” Then
the twinkle died in his blue eyes, and he
said, more seriously, “I’d heard the Hud-
son’s Bay got their common labor that
way. lrouble is, they’re smart enough
in doin’ it that a man can’t do anything
about it. Looks legal on the books. Best

way to deal with 'em I guess is with gun-

powder.”

Kip nodded. But he was silent. For
~he was noting how the electricity had
gone out of the air with his explanation
of his connection with the Hudson’s Bay.
Only the free trapper continued to stare
at him, his reyes veiled and contemplative.
McKenzie considered the man for a mo-
ment, then forgot him. For Beaver Dick
Dryden was making him a proposition.

“You sayin’ you would as soon stay in
the country to keep away from women,
I could use another man here. I could
pay you something to sort of make it
worth your while. And you could help
take the pack outfit east with my furs in
the spring and mebbe load traders’ goods
back.”

Kip felt strong and well-fed and con-
tented. “You've hired yourself a man,
Mister Dryden,” he said.

“Call me Beaver Dick,” the man re-
quested.

ITI

MCKENZIE helped Pat Dryden water
VA the horses at the river that evening,
and together they cut tall swamp grass
along the back to feed the animals. Mec-

Kenzie had never known a chap like Pat,
and he was strangely attracted to the thin
youth, So young and inexperienced 1in
most ways, Pat would listen gravely to
McKenzie’s adventures, then drop a single
word that would impress the larger, older
youth with its wiseness.

“A big struggle for this country is com-
ing,” Pat opined once during a lull in
McKenzie’s story of himself.

“Might be a war,” Kip said hopefully,
swinging the sickle in his hand wviciously
with the thought that it might be a broad-
sword aimed at a Lobsterback’s neck.

Pat Dryden pulled his lithe, slim back
erect and gazed out over the mountains,
purple now with evening, “Maybe,” he
said after a silence so long that Kip had
almost forgotten what they were talking
about. “But it won’t be till the settlers
come.”

“Settlers ?”

“Yep. Only Indians fight real wars over
hunting and trapping grounds. White
trappers fight a little among themselves.
But armies never come until there are set-
tlers and plows and homes to fight for.”

“Settlers!” -Kip McKenzie grimaced.
“Might as well give it to the English as
to the settlers. Won't be no fur industry
if the farmers come an’ plow up the
meadows an’ dam off the cricks.”

“Settlers are coming,” Pat Dryden said
positively, gazing out into the gathering
dusk of night, as though seeing a vision.
“They’ve got to come. Settlers with wa-
gons an’ plows an’ cows an’ kids. They’re
what makes a country. What we traders
an’ trappers do isn’t important, except
that we make the country ready for them.
And 1f we don’t do that, then we don’t
do anything important.”

Kip McKenzie gazed at the strange
youth beside him, and he didn’t under-
stand. ‘“‘Settlers ruin the bizness,” he said
doggedly.

Pat Dryden continued to stare at his
vision. - “The business will be ruined be-
fore the settlers come. The fun can’t last
forever, not the way they're bein’ taken.
And I'm glad. Glad, ’cause trappers an’
traders have got to have a country a wild-
erness, with Indians and wild things in it,
or it’s not any good to them. And when
this country is all trapped out, there won't
be anything here, not unless the settlers



14 -~ FRONTIER STORIES

come, And they will. They’ll come with
their women and make a fine country out
of this when it’s no good to anyone else,
not even to the Indians.”

McKenzie spat in distaste. ‘“Women!
About the time the settlers would have
the country won, the women would poison
’em, an’ give the land back to the British.”

Pat looked at him slowly, and his round
face became tense with thought. “Maybe
all women aren’t like the one you knew,”
he suggested softly.

McKenzie’'s face darkened. “Women
are all mopsies,” he said dogmatically.
“Maybe they can’t help 1t. Maybe 1t’s
just the way they are. But that don't
make much difference. Rattlesnakes can’t
help bein’ poison either, but they’re just
as poison as if they meant to be.”

Pat’s face flushed, and something like
anger darkened his eyes. ‘I don’t know
about your mother,” he said with a sharp-
ness that surprised Kip. “But nobody 1s
callin” my mother a mopsy or a snake
either.”

“I wasn’t,” Kip was quick to disclaim.
“Mothers, mine an’ yours, anyhow, are
different.” '

The anger left Pat’s face, and he smiled
a wise, superior smile that Kip didn’t like.
“Sure they are. An’ so 1s everybody else’s
mother, I guess women are like British
and Blackfeet, huh? There's good ones,
and bad ones. But they’ll come to this
country and make it a fit place to live in.”

[P was silent. But his opinion of
womankind hadn’t changed. Neither
did he agree with Pat about the country.
He wanted it to be United States. But he
wanted it to stay like it was, wild and
free. Maybe, though, Pat had a point.
Maybe it couldn’t stay like it was and be
a part of the United States. But he didn’t
see why.

He glanced sidelong at his friend as
they returned to the cabin in the moon-
light, and he thought secretly what a
funny guy he was.

Beaver Dick Dryden and the trapper,
Sam Loingren, were talking, seriously,
when Kip and Pat entered the trading
room. And they stopped abruptly when
the youths entered.

One thought had disturbed McKenzie
all the long afternoon, a thought that grew

naturally out of his comparison of the
only two trading posts he knew. Fort
Provence was strongly fortified against
possible attack or even siege. It was really
a fort. This post was just a cabin in
the pines.

And now, as he loitered about the store
room, he voiced his thought to the others
present. “Seems like this place would be
mighty easy to attack, Beaver Dick.
Haven't you had any trouble that wayr”

The trader whirled on his low stool and
there was an expression in his eyes that
McKenzie couldn’t quite pigeon-hole.

“Trouble from who?”

“Well,” McKenzie faltered, wondering
what he had said to roil the trader, ‘“Trou-
ble from Injuns or the English, or some-
body.”

Beaver Dick was silent a long time, and
his eyes made McKenzie uncomfortable.
“I've learned, boy,” he said sharply, “That
Injuns gen’rally leave a trader be, long as
he shoots 1t square, ’cause they need him
in their country. They’ll even pertect him,
sometimes. An’ as for the English”—his
eyes burned brighter and his voice become
thinner, more pointed—"“See that powder
over there? Fifty barrels. Enough to
blow the Snake out of its bed. She’s all
charged and ready to go when I light the
fuse. Ever the English git to crowdin’
Beaver Dick Dryden, an’ we’ll all go to
heaven in a big noise. Savvy?”

The sharpness of the trader’s words left
McKenzie bewildered and without reply.
Still wondering how he had aroused the
man's anger, he rolled onto the spare bunk
in the back room. Pat soon followed his
example.

Kip was still weak, and his muscles felt
the effects of the afternoon’s exertion.
But sleep was slow coming. And thus it
was that he knew the candle in the other
room burned late into the night. And the
indistinct murmur of voices told him that
the trader and the free trapper were talk-
ing that long while.

When at last sleep came, it was rest-
less, fitful sleep, disturbed by dreams of
nameless enemies who pursued him along
the roaring Mad River. His own feet
were entangled in a nightmare sloth, and
he couldn’t run. A horror swept over
him as hands dragged him down and tied
his hands. Then the phantoms left him,
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tied but unhurt.
passed.

And the nightmare

IT was day when he awoke, and the light
that filtered through the oilcloth that
covered the window was in his eyes. He
still felt tired, but the other bunks were
empty, and he guessed that he had over-
slept. Groaning sleepily, he rolled over
and tried to sit up. He couldn’t. His
arms seemed paralyzed. He tried to move
them and couldn’t.

The horror of his dream came back to
him, and he struggled with the invis-
ible force that held him helpless. Then
his wrists were hurting, and the pain
cleared his sleep-clouded brain. He looked
behind him, and saw that his hands were
tied. '

Shocked by the discovery, he sat quiet
a moment, his mind a blank, Then he
tried his feet. They were free, and he
swung them down to the bare floor.

“Woop,” a voice arrested him. “Stay
right there, McKenzie. You ain’t goin’
anywhere today.”

Turning his head, Kip looked-into the
trader’s face. The Yankee kindliness was
gone from the pinched features, and the
eyes were brittle and bright. Behind Dry-
den stood Loingren. The free trapper’s
lips were smiling, but the eyes were hard
and triumphant.

Pat, wide-eyed and white of face,
peered around the trapper.

“What the devil?” was all that Mc-
Kenzie could say.

“Devil a-plenty for you, likely,” the
trader said coldly. “I know all about you,
McKenzie. And don’t ask me why 1
didn’t kill you without all this fuss. 'Cause
I don’t know.”

“Me too,” Loingren growled. ‘‘No use
wastin’ bait on a weazel if you can shoot
him.”

McKenzie sat upright on his bunk.
Somehow he knew that the gaunt trapper
was behind all this, and he faced the cold-
eyed man. “What’s your game here, Loin-
gren?’ he asked.

The trapper’s face sharpened. “My
game all the time 1s to run Lobsterback
spies out of a country that belongs to the
United States,” he avowed. “I spotted
you for a Hudson’s Bay agent the minute
I laid eyes on you. An’ if I have my

way, we’ll send your hide an’ head up to
the company, as a sample of what’s wait-
in’ for all the British 1f they come south
of the Cour d’ Alenes.”

McKenzie's anger melted and he laughed
shortly., “I'm beginnin’ to see which way
the saddle’s on. But you’'ve both got me
wrong. Give me a chance and I'll prove
i

“Prove it how ?”

“Why, I—" Kip frowned thoughtfully.
“—I don’t know.”

“Uh-huh,” Loingren said softly.
“Neither do I.” McKenzie noted then
that Dryden’s eyes were still brittle and
hostile; but - Loingren’s were triumphant
and mocking. He knew then the well-
dressed trapper had deliberately planned
the trap, and that he was fooling Dryden
completely. Loingren was his enemy,
then, not Dryden. And he wondered what
was going on in the big trapper’s mind.

He soon learned. For Loingren had
taken a handful of small bird feathers
from his pocket. “If you want to ask him
a question or two,’ he was saying, “I’ll
be right glad to help out. These make the
best way of helpin’ a man talk I ever see.
I learned it from a Root-digger -chief.
You stick the points o’ these feathers down
under the fingernails as far as you can—
which 1s quite a ways, Mister Dryden—
then you light the feather part with a
match.”

McKenzie felt no hate now. He didn’t
like Loingren, but if the man really
thought he was a Hudson’s Bay spy, Kip
could understand his feeling. But he was
familiar with the feather ordeal himself.
He had watched it worked at Fort Prov-
ence and the tortured man was a gibber-
ing 1diot before it was over. McKenzie
wanted none of it.

Hunching himself forward, he concen-
trated all the strength in his big body
against the bonds that held his hands. The
ropes cut deep into his flesh, but he threw
himself into one final effort. The ropes
behind him parted, and he leaped toward
the trapper, as though propelled from a
taut Indian bow. |

The trapper swore and gave way before
the giant who charged him. But Beaver
Dick Dryden thrust the thin barrel of an
old squirrel rifle between Kip’s moving
legs, and Kip crashed to the floor. Before
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he could rise, Loingren was upon him,
clubbing him with the butt of his big
pistol. _

The room darkened again before Mc-
Kenzie's eyes, but he clung desperately to
consciousness. And above the roaring in
his ears Pat Dryden’s voice sounded clear.

“Pap! Come on outside. Looks like
Injuns coming. An’ they’re not comin’
down the traders’ trail!”

IV

YING there on the floor, with the

room turning about him, Kip heard
a voice say, “He'lll do till we get back.”
Then a door banged shut, and a bolt
clicked into place.

McKenzie struggled to his feet and
made it to the bunk and sat down. When
his head had cleared, he looked around
him and tried to think.

He had a thought then, and, steadying
himself with one hand against the wall, he
made it to the window and tried to look
out. But the oilcloth wasn’t to be seen
through. A box of new traders’ knives
was open within his reach, however, and
he used one to cut the cloth away. He
peered out and saw only the pines and
the horses in the corral.

But sight of the horses gave him an
idea, Things looked as if he would have
to be moving on from the post, and riding
beat walking every way for Sunday in
the wilderness. With a horse, he could
maybe make it to the American trading
posts a thousand miles to the east.

His rifle still hung over his bunk. He
got it, and broke open a powder keg and
drilled one jacket pocket with the explosive.
His other pocket he filled from an open
shot box, then he approached the window
again. There still was nothing m sight
but the horses. He slipped through the
window and Indianed through the trees to
the- pole corral.

The horses were uneasy and milling in
the corral, as if sensing some approach-
ing danger. They snorted loudly at Kip’s
approach, and he swore in dismay at the
noises they made. But the drone of the
other whites’ voices came to him from
the other side of the house, as 1f they
suspected nothing. There were rawhide
ropes on the pole that had been nailed

STORIES

to the tree trunks to form the corral;
and catching a horse was only a minute’s
work,

He was dropping one end of gate pole
to lead his horse across it when an ex-
clamation burst from a throat behind him.
Whirling, he saw Sam Loingren looking
at him from around the corner of the
trading post. The trapper was bringing
his pistol up, and there was no time to
lose. McKenzie dropped the pole, swung
himself to the back of the pony, and
headed him off into the brush, rifle in
hand. A shot whistled over his head,
then a low thundering pounded in the
earth. The entire horse band was stam-
peding through the corral gate Kip had
left open.

McKenzie's first impulse was to turn
around and haze the post remuda back
into the enclosure. But he rejected the
idea. He would probably be shot for
his pains.

Forgetting the post behind him then,
and the plight of the traders he had
stranded afoot in the wilderness as he
himself had been stranded, Kip pointed
the running horse up the Snake, and
flattened himself along the pony’s back.
The direction, he hoped, would take him
over to the headwaters of the Missouri.
And somewhere in all that rich fur coun-
try he would find Americans, Americans
who were not afraid of their shadows
in the trees.

He eased the horse to a walk about a
mile from the post. He was beyond
danger of pursuit from the men afoot at
the post and he had a long way to go.
But he kept a sharp eye behind him, so
sharp that he could pay scant attention
to the trail ahead. And thus it was that
he nearly rode into the ambush.

It was where the Mad River emerged
from a deep gorge it cut through a range
of low, swarthy hills that his horse
stopped suddenly and threw its ears ahead.
Kip McKenzie remembered Pat Dryden’s
report of Indians coming, and he heeded
the horse’s warning. Falling into the
brush on the uphill side of the trail, he
crouched for a second, still holding his
rawhide hackamore rope. Nor was he
any too socn. For a gun popped up the
trail, and the horse went down.

Dropping his hack rope, McKenzie
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cocked his gun and slid silently as a

shadow through the underbrush. Emerg-
ing on a little bluff above the trail, he
parted the willow screen in front of him
and peered through. ‘Two Indians were
in the willows below him beside the trail.
They seemed to be in consultation, and
McKenzie raised his gun slowly. He
could kill either of them from lis van-
tage point, and take his chances with
the other.

His finger encircled the trigger, and
he drew his bead. But one of the am-
bushers turned to skulk back up the trail,
and McKenzie held his fire to watch.
Suddenly, then, he drew back into the
serviceberry thicket. For a big Indian
war party was drawn up -atop a rise
by the river, awaiting the return of the
scout, The tribesmen were naked, ex-
cept for feathers and loin cloth, and their
veneered bronze bodies were painted for
battle. Their horses showed signs of hard
travel.

Then McKenzie shrank further into his
thicket, and his breathing stopped. For
a mounted warrior in chieftain’s regalia
had pushed his horse through the motley
ranks to the front, and the sun fell di-
rectly upon the painted face of the Otter
Hat, Blackfoot chief from the wupper
Columbia. Behind him, also mounted
on an Indian painted pony, rode Jules
Charbonneau, the Bear, partisan at Fort
Provence.

Charbonneau looked bigger than the
bear he resembled in his knee-length
hunting coat of white buckskin. And his
long black beard glistened in the sun.

ETTLING back on his haunches, Kip

McKenzie considered his predica-
ment. He knew what fate the partisan
had in store for him, should he be taken.
The scouts had seen him, and they might
have recognized him. If this were so,
Charbonneau would order a halt and a
search.

The brush extended far enough up the
river that Kip could probably encircle the
warrior band and hide in the water. But
Charbonneau would not have brought a
half hundred warriors along just to trail
a pig-eater deserter. He must be on

an expedition against the American forts
2—Frontier—Summer

in this south country. McKenzie had
heard how such campaigns were con-

~ducted. The rival whites promoted such

raids against each other, and planned the
raids to the last detail. But they re-
mained judiciously in the background un-
til the Indians had done their bloody
work. Then, if the attack should be
beaten off, the beleagured whites would
report only an Indian raid to their gov-
ernment. But, 1f the raid were success-
ful, the Indians were rewarded with all
the loot taken. The white trader who
engineered the attack benefited through
the elimination of his rival.

Therefore, McKenzie reasoned, this
expedition must be directed against the
small American post down the river. And
thought of what would happen to the
three whites at the defenseless post stilled
the blood in his veins.

He argued briefly that it was none of
his affair. Dryden would have seen him
tortured, then would have killed him.
But the fact remained that he, Kip Mec-
Kenzie, had by chance led the Blackfeet
warrior band to the little post. Remained
also the more disturbing fact that he
had let the Drydens’ horses escape, thus
depriving the three Americans of any
chance to avoid the silent red death that
stalked them.

And, thinking thus, he was already
moving—back in the direction of the
trading post. Creeping through the
serviceberry bush without rustling a berried
branch, he skirted the scout below him;
and still in the shelter of the brush, he
broke mto a long, easy lope that carried
him over the soft riverbank turf as fast
as a horse can trot.

He reached the clearing half an hour
later, and he didn’t pause to announce
his return. He approached the cabin
without slacking his pace and struck the
door with such force that it banged open
and shut again behind him. Blinking his
eyes against the gloom of the interior, he
gaped at Beaver Dick Dryden, huddled
on the floor. The back of the trader’s
head was bashed in.

For a full second McKenzie stood star-
ing at the dead man, then a surprised
grunt took his eyes to the far corner of
the room. Sam Loingren, the free trap-
per, stood crouched not ten feet away
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from him, a heavy traders’ hammer bal-
anced in his hand. Pat Dryden stood
before the crouching man, his supple
young body flattened against the ceiling-
high pile of blankets. His face was color-
less, his eyes wide and scared. Scratches
~on his face and his torn clothing told of
the desperate struggle he had waged
against the older, bigger man who had
killed his father.

Snarling now, the trapper whirled to
face McKenzie. His thin face was a con-
torted mask of rage, and he leaped, his
hammer upraised.

Kip McKenzie’s blood was hot from his
long run, and he didn’t wait for the fight
to reach him. Lowering his head to avoid
the hammer blow, he hurled his huge
body agamst the free trapper in a stun-
ning counter-charge. The hammer glanced
off his shoulder the smallest part of a
-second before his other shoulder struck
the trapper just below the short ribs.
Every one of the tawny giant’s two hun-
dred pounds was behind the lunge, and
Loingren was jackknifed to the floor with
a sodden outtrushing of breath.

Kip McKenzie was quick upon him, but
not before the hammer had swung once
against his head, dimming his senses.
Things weren’t very clear for the big
young Yank after that, not until he stum-
bled to his feet and regarded the lifeless
body of the trapper on the floor, Loin-
gren’s face was blue-black now, and his
thin neck was broken.

IP McKENZIE heard a sobbing then,

and he turned to see young Pat sit-
ting on the floor with his father’s broken
head in his lap. Something swelled in
his throat, but he swallowed it and jerked
the sobbing youngster to his feet.

“There’s no time for that, boy,” he said
roughly. “The British and Blackfeet are
comin’ down the river, fifty strong. We've
got to get out of this gut of a place.
Now.”

The grief-stricken youth seemed not to
understand, or not to care. He tore him-
self away from the bigger man’s grasp and
knelt again beside his cold father. *Loin-
oren killed him,” he sobbed. “He hit
him with a hammer when Pap wasn’t look-
ing. Said then he was a Hudson’s Bay
man, and that the company was takin’

over the post. Said he was going to take
me back to the Columbia with him.”

A cold light had broken inside Mec-
Kenzie’s brain as he heard the youngster’s
words. Jules Charbonneau and the Otter
Hat hadn’t followed his tracks at all. The
partisan had spotted this American post
sometime earlier, and had planned his ex-
pedition long before Kip’s escape. And
he remembered then where it was he had
seen Loingren before. It was at Fort
Provence just after the winter breakup.
Loingren was a company man, and Char-
bonneau had sent him down to spy out the
place and prepare it for a raid. And
when McKenzie had appeared, coming as
he did from the Hudson’s Bay, the com-
pany agent had feared that he might be
recognized and betrayed. So he acted
first and convinced Dryden that McKenzie
was the company spy.

But Kip’s deliberation ended there. For
time was getting short. He reached down
again, jerked the kid to his feet a second
time, then addressed him .with paternal
severity. “Shut up that yap. Your Pa
1 dead, an’ all your cryin’ won’t bring
him back. You’'ll be deader’n he is in five
minutes, an’ so will I, if you don’t quit
whimperin’ and get out of here. F ifty
Blackfeet and British are right outside.”

Pat Dryden went limp in McKenzie’s
hands. “I don’t care,” he said, crying in-
wardly. “Pap’s dead. Let ’em kill me.”

Kip McKenzie stifled an oath and
brought up his big hand to cuff the young-
ster’s swollen face. “Shut up now,” he
commanded harshly. “Or I'll knock your
block off your shoulders. We're gettin’
out of here. We can’t help your Pa.
Maybe you don’t know what it’s like to be
scalped. Well, I do. I’'ve seen it. I’ve
seen men with nothin’ above their ears but
a bleedin’ red skull, like a cap. I've seen
‘em beat their bare skulls on the ground
to end their misery. I don’t want none of

that. And neither do you. Get a gun
now, and some powder and shot. Take
water-proof horns for the powder. We

might have to swim.”

Pat Dryden looked at him, uncompre-
hending. McKenzie opened the door a
crack and peered out. He drew in his
breath suddenly.

“Look!” he whispered. “Look out there
on the edge of the timber, where them
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painted devils are settin’ their horses,
a-lookin’ the place over. You comin’
now ?”’

Dryden stared at the fifty warriors who
sat their horses not a hundred yards from
the cabin, surveying the clearing carefully
and mumbling among themselves. He re-
coiled from the sight, and shuddered. His
sobbing became inaudible.

v

MCKENZIE picked up a gun, saw
that 1t was loaded and primed, and
thrust it into Pat’s hands. Then he slung
two powder horns over his shoulder and
picked up his own gun.

The Indians still lingered at the edge
of timber, apparently awaiting some pre-
arranged signal from Loingren. And Kip
was gratified that the tribesmen hesitated
thus. For there would be time, maybe,
to execute the plan that had occurred to
him as he picked up the powder horns.

“Your Pa said he had them powder
kegs in the corner charged to blow the
place up,” he whispered to the white-faced
youth behind him. “You know anything
about 1t ?”

Pat Dryden started. Then he nodded.
“I helped Pap charge 'em. We fixed two
fuses, one to blow up quick, in case we
were cornered in here. The other 1s a
time fuse. We fixed it with gunpowder
and wet sawdust, so’s we could travel quite
a ways 1f we had a chance to get away.
He allus said he never would let his stock
fall into the Indians’ hands, ’cause 1t
would teach ’em to raid the next trader
who come along.”

“How long you think your time fuse
would burn?”

“Five minutes, maybe.”

Kip McKenzie's lips parted in a smile
that conveyed no humor. “Light the time
fuse,” he commanded softly. “I'll keep
an eye out.”

While Pat Dryden fumbled among the
boxes and blankets in a corner along the
wall from the mixed powder kegs, the
Blackfeet dismounted in full view of the
cabin and began a cautious advance. But
the yellow-haired woodsman stood quiet,
watching, until Pat came back to the door.

“The fuse is fired,” Dryden whispered.

McKenzie nodded his approval, then

whispered his instructions without taking
his eye from the crack of the door.
“They’re movin’ in now. We’'ll make a
run for it, toward the river. 'Member
how heavy the grass an’ brush overhang
1s along the bank? So dive deep and let
the current take you around the first bend
downstream. Then hit for the bank.
Keep under water, and stick your nose up
the brush to breathe. Let’'s move now.
An’ give ’em what you got in your gun
as you go.”

The approaching Indians were only
about fifty yards from the house, and it
was fifty to the river. It would be a
tight race, but Jules Charbonneau was no-
where in sight, and McKenzie had utmost
faith in the bad aiming of Indians with
firearms.

With a sudden, high-pitched yell, Kip
burst from the cabin and fired as he ran
toward the corner of the cabin. He saw
a painted buck in sub-chiet’s regalia clutch
at his ribs and fall. He heard the re-
port as Pat’s gun exploded, saw a second
brave stumble and go down. Then he
was around the corner of the house; and
in the scant protection it offered, he raced
toward the surging stream. A sporadic
shooting came from behind, and some of
the whistling balls came close. But Mec-
Kenzie reached the river unharmed. He
heard Pat come up behind him, and he
dived into the Snake without looking back.

He had no trouble keeping below the
surface of the 1icy stream. The under-
tow sucked at him, pulling him under, and
sweeping him downstream. When he was
certain he had rounded the bend, he fought
himself loose from the deadly tow and
came to the surface. - A big willow bush
overhung the bank on the near side of
the stream and he made for it. The un-
dertow still pulled and sucked at him, and
the rifle in his hand was a handicap for
swimming. But he clung to it as to life
itself.

He reached the bush in time and
crowded his body into the maze of roots
and water grass that grew along the bank
below the water line. He found space
for his head out of the water, among the
roots of the bush itself. Half a minute
later Pat Dryden worked himself under
the same bush. And Pat wasn’t a minute
too soon. For the Blackfeet had come
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around the bend.- The interwoven roots
and grass concealed the Indians {rom
view of the fugitive whites, but both
could hear the warriors’ excited jabber,
and they could judge their nearness by it.

UDDENLY, then, the earth trembled

J under a shuddering explosion, as the
gunpowder in the trading post went up.
Dry branches clashed above the hiders,
and showered them with twigs and broken
bits of wood that had been the trading
post.

There ensued the hollow, unbreathing
stillness that follows the explosion. Then
a screaming went up. And McKenzie
guessed from the sound that many of the
tribesmen had crowded the post for first
pick of the loot. To the cries of the
dying the mournful wailing of the liv-
ing was soon added, and a savage satis-
faction came to Kip with the knowledge
that old Beaver Dick Dryden had reached
back from death to wreak a terrible venge-
ance on the raiders. Kip hoped that
Charbonneau might have been among
those killed. But he had small {faith
in this chance. The Bear would have
been too wily to show himself about
the place until he was certain that the
Americans had all been dispatched by his
Blackfeet henchmen.

The screaming of the wounded and
dying continued, but the wailing of the
others swelled to a shrieking crescendo
as the survivors spread along the banks,
beating the brush for the escaped whites.
Half a dozen, it seemed, converged on
the big willow bush, and McKenzie re-
gretted choosing so prominent a landmark
for a shield. The searchers prowled about
the base of the bush, and both whites
let themselves deeper into the water, with
only their nostrils expesed. So close
were the Blackfeet that McKenzie could
feel the warmth of their breathing, and
smell the old smoked-leather odor that
clings to the Indian from his many. wood-
fires.

Enraged at last by the failure of the
bush to give up the men they sought, the
searchers beat the sprawling shrub furi-
ously and shot into it with .their guns and
arrows. One arrow, tipped with a sharp
steel barb furnished the Blackfeet by
their English traders, pierced Pat Dry-
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den’s hand, and the shaft broke loose
against the bone,. |

McKenzie saw the arrow strike, and
he steeled himself to hear the outcry
that would betray their hiding place. But
there was no outcry. The white-faced
youth pulled his underlip between his
teeth, and bit it until a little red line
of blood appeared against his teeth. But
he made no sound. And McKenzie felt

, humbled in his presence.

For what seemed an eternal time after
that, the searchers ranged up and down
the bank, screaming and gibbering among
themselves. Then, at last, they gave up
the hunt and returned to the burning
fort to wail and mourn their dead.

McKenzie and Pat Dryden remained
crouched in the cold river throughout the
dragging afternoon, and not until dark-
ness had settled over the woods and the
cries of the Indians had been reduced
to a low moaning did either of them
speak.

“What we goin’ to do?” Pat whispered
at length.

“Where’s the nearest American trading
post?” McKenzie countered.

““T'here’s one down the river, about
a hundred miles. Fort Hall. A Boston
Yankee named Wyeth set up three for
the trade last fall. There’s a strong gar-
rison there, too, if we could get down
there.”

McKenzie shifted the position of his
chilling body, and considered this infor-
mation carefully before replying. Both
he and Pat had a gun and enough am-
munition to live the rest of the summer
in the wilderness, if the water hadn’t
spoiled their powder. The problem at the
moment was to give the Blackfeet the
slip.

“Is there a little dryer place we could
hide in around here, till them devils leave
the country?” he asked finally. |

Pat Dryden was silent a moment. Then
he whispered, “There’s an island in the
river about ten miles downstream. The
brush 1s heavy and there’s a little clear-
ing in the middle of it. It would make
a nice place to hide . Pap an’ 1
cached our furs there about a month ago,
all that we'd got from the Indian trade
and what few we’d caught ourselves. Pap
wanted to get them away from the Fort.”
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“Any buffalo hides?”

“A few that we got in trade with
the Shoshones.”

The big blond woodsman felt a new
enthusiasm. ‘“Let’s move down there. We
better drift downstream a ways, then
swim acrost and come out on the other
bank. We don’t want to leave no tracks.”

Disengaging himself with care from the
grass and roots, Kip let himself into the
water to drift silently downstream once
more. Pat followed close behind him,
and they stayed in close to bank, to avoid
the treachery of the undertow.

V1

T was day when the two drenched
whites pulled themselves from the

river onto the little island in the Snake
and disappeared into the dense under-
brush. Pat Dryden still led the way,
and Kip McKenzie followed him to a
small clearing in the center of that small
knob of land. It was cozy and hidden
from view. The first rays of the morn-
ing sun slanted down, and the shght
warmth made Kip shiver. He pulled off
his jacket, wrung the water from 1t, and
draped it over a bush to dry. His shirt
came next. Then he noticed that Pat
Dryden was staring at him with unveiled
apprehension in his wide eyes.

“Peel off them wet clothes, 'fore you
ketch your death,” Kip commanded. “The
sun ’ll dry ’em, an’ warm us up.”

Kip McKenzie stopped speaking and
looked at his companion. For young Pat
was acting strangely. His face was tense
and pinched. He shrank from Kip and
looked downright sick.

The strain of the last twenty hours had
worn the woodsman’s temper thin. “Don’t
stand there gawkin’,” he said roughly
“Peel them clothes off. What the devil—"

His voice trailed off into horrified
silence. For two red spots had appeared
along Pat’s neck, and they spread up-
ward to engulf the youthful face in a
fiery blush. And in that moment, the
unnerving truth burst upon Kip Mec-
Kenzie.

“You—vyou're a girl!” he accused.

Pat Dryden flushed deeper and turned
“her eyes away.

“Well, I'll be switched,” Kip said, there

being nothing else to say. “A girl!”

Pat whirled upon him, her blue eyes
aflame. “Sure I'm a girl. And what of
it? 'Go on down the river if you don’t
—i1f you don’t like girls. 1 can take
care of myself, even if I'm not a man.”

McKenzie could bring no reply out of

the confusion in his mind. He merely
stood looking at her.
- “Don’t stand there gawkin’,” she

mimicked in anger. ‘“Peel off them wet
clothes, 'fore you catch your death. That
1s, unless you want to run back to the
Indians—from a girl.”

Tossing her head, then, Pat Dryden
turned and stamped off into the brush.
Kip stood motionless for several minutes,
looking after her. Then he grinned sheep-
ishly and slowly peeled off his clothes.

He spread his wet buckskins on the
surrounding bushes, and turned his atten-
tion to the guns lying near him on the
grass. He wiped the standing water from
them with handfuls of dry grass, then
drew a dry cloth from his wet-proof bul-
let pouch and worked the steel dry with
a willow ramrod. The powder was dry
in the horns, and he reprimed both pieces
and loaded them.

His clothes were dry, then, and he
redressed and stretched out in the sun.
He didn’t know how exhausted he was,
and he fell asleep without meaning to.

T was late afternoon when he awoke
to find Pat sitting on the ground by a

large open hole where there had been
only an old black campfire site before.
She sat on a buffalo robe by the side
of the pit, gnawing at a piece of jerky,
evidently from the open cache. She
looked so young and boyish that Kip
McKenzie wondered briefly whether he
had dreamed the incident of the morning.

But her first words disspelled all his
doubts in this direction. “Glad you're
awake, Mister McKenzie,” she said, mock-
ing him with her eyes as he arose to
join her. “It’s lonesome for a poor little
girl all alone in the woods. Anyway,
I'm sleepy, too, whenever you've rested
enough to take the watch.”

McKenzie grinned humbly, and looked
the girl over soberly for a moment. “We
still going to be friends?” he inquired,
extending his hand,
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She returned his look in silence, then
accepted his hand. “I hope so,” she said
a little sullenly.

“Sure we will, Miss,” Kip reassured,
awkward and ill-at-ease in the presence
of the person he had pitied and half-liked
as a boy.

“Don’t call me ‘Miss,”” she flared. “My
name’s still Pat.”

“Your real name, Pat?”

“Well, it's Patricia, really, But I've
always been called Pat.”

McKenzie sat down by the edge of the
pit and accepted the slab of jerky she
offered him. He chewed ravenously at
the hard, dried elk and gazed into the
cache. It was a hole about six feet deep
and six feet wide, lined with dry brush
and duff to insulate the fur from the
earth’s dampness, and it was nearly filled
with tightly packed fur bales.

“What your furs worth?” he asked.

“There are ten packs. Each one weighs
hundred pounds, and Pap figured each
at about a thousand dollars.”

- Kip reflected. “That’s a mighty lot of
money in this country, Miss—Pat.”

“A mighty lot of fur,”” Pat Dryden
corrected. “And a fine lot of good it’ll
do me, buried here. Without any horses,
we'll do well to get our own hides through
to Fort Hall, let alone these here. [
only opened the cache to get at this jerky.”

“Good job you did open it,” Kip com-
mented, looking at the buffalo robes.
“’Cause with these buffalo skins I'll make
us the best ole bull boat you ever saw.
One that’ll float us right down to Fort
Hall, with all your furs on board.”

Pat Dryden looked skeptical. “You're
not on the Columbia, mister,” she said.
“This 1s the Mad River. And that is
a good name. It’s the toughest old crick
in the country. A man can’t even take
a canoe down it, let alone a skin boat.”

McKenzie grinned. “I've heard tell of
voyageurs who've boated down it,”” he said,
a little proudly, “And I can take a boat
anywhere them Frenchmen can.”

Pat wasn’t convinced. “I’'ve heard the
voyageurs are mighty good boatmen.”

McKenzie looked wounded. “You ain’t
seen me in a boat,” he said, a little sul-
lenly, |
- There came another silence, which Kip
broke to ask a question that had been
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in his mind for more than an hour.
“Where’d you come from, Pat? An’ what
was your dad thinkin’ about, lettin’ you
come up into this place?”

He asked the question in all innocence.
But he would have recalled it. For the
girl’'s eyes again flashed their anger.
“There you go again, Kip McKenzie,”
she accused. “For the last time. I can
take care of myself as well as any man.
And 1f you despise us ‘mopsies’ so much,
you’'d better go find a man to travel with.”

Kip was conciliatory. ‘“Now, don’t
carry on so. Maybe I'm changin’ my
mind. Anyhow, you’ve acted like a man
so far, an’ as long as you do, I'll treat
you like one. But I'll bet you're the
only white girl west of the Missouri.
What you doin’ here?”

Pat Dryden was silent a minute, then
she shrugged her shoulders and told her
story in a low, strong voice. “Pap was
agent at a reservation back on the
Platte,” she told. “He was there quite
a while, Finally he got permission to
move me an’ Mom out. We were there
about three years. Then there was an
uprising. Mom was killed. . . .

“Pap and 1 were away from the agency
at the time,” she resumed after a mo-
ment, and her voice was husky but steady.
“We found Mom later. The Indians were
after us, too, at the time, but we hid in
an old well and finally got away. The
govment removed Pap, though. I
thought we’d go back east, but he’d seen
traders getting rich from the Indian trade,
so he invested in the stock of goods and
came further west.

“He had funny ideas, like you, about
me coming with him, But I wouldn’t go
back east. Anyway, there was no place
to go. So he dressed me like a boy and
let me come. We’d been here about a
year before Loingren showed up, posing
as an American. He fooled us so bad
we believed what he said about you.”

Mention of the company agent brought
an unpleasant thought to Kip McKenzie.
“Did Loingren know that you—uh, that
you wasn’'t a boy?” he asked.

The girl looked away and shuddered.
“He must have, the way he acted. Pap
trusted him a lot. He may have told
him.”

McKenzie recalled the look on Loin-
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gren’s face there in the cabin as he ad-
vanced on the girl, and recollection of the
feeling in his own fingers as they closed
about the man’s neck brought with it a
savage satisfaction, an exotic pleasure that
he didn’t fully understand.

“How’s the hand?” he asked suddenly,
remembering her wound.

She showed him a hand tied up in
coarse cloth and tanned buckskin.

“What about the arrowhead

She smiled a little. “I pulled it out
with my teeth before we left the bush.”

Kip McKenzie was further humbled.
Maybe Pat Dryden, like his mother, was
different. But he held stubbornly to his
beliefs concerning women in general.

He told Pat to go to sleep, and he
disappeared into the brush with his rifle
to watch the wooded bank across the
stream.

VII

HE next three days, filled as they
were with hard, frantic work, passed
quickly. And, in accordance with an
unspoken agreement, neither Kip nor Pat
made reference to Pat’s being a girl. Kip
had determined to go on thinking of her
as the boy he had known at first, but
he found this attitude harder and harder
to maintain. But Pat never guessed it.
The big job was building the bull boat.
It was Kip’s first effort, but he had
watched the woyageurs at Fort Provence
until he knew the process by heart. His
greatest handicap was lack of tools. The
cache, however, had yielded a sharp hand-
ax, and with this and his knife and a
small, buried fire, he began construction
of the river craft.

First, he trimmed two slender cotton-
wood windfalls into fifteen-foot lengths
for the foundation of the structural frame.
The poles he joined together, six feet
apart, with a transverse brace at either
end and one in the center. Pat’s rifle
had to be sacrificed to make the holes
into which the braces were fitted, and
while Pat kept watch for hostiles, Kip
heated the end of the gun barrel again
and again in his small, smokeless fire,
then burned the holes into the soft, cured
wood of the poles.

Twice, Blackfeet searching parties

passed along the river bank, and Kip
had to smother his small fire until they
had passed.

By the end of the second day on the
island, the foundation of the boat was
completed ; and on the following day they
both worked at weaving a willow frame
around the crude cottonwood structure,
using the tough, pliable red birch willow
that abounded on the island. The wicker
frame interlaced the poles firmly on their
braces, and curved upward about a foot
to heavier birch willows, laid parallel to
the cottonwood poles and about a foot
above them. At the end of the second
day’s work, the bull boat resembled a
great, flat, wicker tray—fifteen feet long,
six feet wide, and a foot deep.

On the third day, they covered the
frame with buffalo hides from the cache.
The hides, placed hair to the outside,
were stitched tightly together with thongs
cut from a tanned deerskin also from the
cache. When evening ended the day, they
dragged the craft to the river and
launched 1t. They found it sea-worthy,
and Kip christened it the “Pat Dryden.”
By about midnight, they had loaded all
the furs from the cache onto its center,
and 1t rode the water well.

A short time later, the amateur
voyageurs set sail. Kip stood in the bow
with a long pole to steer, and Pat sat in
the stern with a shorter paddle-pole to
help where she could. But the country
was level here, the river sluggish on the
surface, and there wasn’t much steering
to do.

They put into shore with the first hint
of dawn, to await the protection of an-
other darkness before sailing on. Over-
hang was abundant, so they had no diffi-
culty in concealing the boat.

“Your Mad River ain’t so tough,” Kip
grunted as they settled themselves to sleep
the daylight away, by turns.

“You haven’t seen anything of it yet,”
Pat said gravely. “Wait till we hit the
rapids.” |

They sailed again when dusk was thick,
and as the night wore on, Kip had reason
to recall the girl’s warning. For he felt
a quickening of the current beneath the
light craft. Rocks loomed ahead in the
dark, and he worked hard at steering
the boat between them, throwing weight at
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the pole. He wished heartily it was day.

But when day dawned at last, he wasn'’t
glad. For the boat was still in the rapid
and the swell of the current and the
treacherous rocks made it 1mpossible to
put into shore. He had the uncomfortable
feeling they were being watched. He
could see the end of the rapid a quarter
of a mile downstream, but before they
had reached it, a party of Blackfeet ap-
peared on a little hill along the bank.
Kip hove the boat toward the opposite
shore but kept it pointed downstream.
He couldn’t afford to put i, not even
on the other bank.
. “This the end of the rapids?” he
shouted, hopefully, at Pat. |

She made him a grimace. “It’s just
the start. That one was nothing. There’s
a real one about five miles below us.
And the Devil’s Dive is a mile below

that. The Indians can’t follow us there,
because the walls are a 'thousand feet
high. But Pap said nobody had ever

taken a boat through it.”

Kip grinned. “The devil will shore be
surprised to see us then, won't he?” he
yelled. “Take the gun an’ keep them
devils jumpin’ while I put this ship down
the crick.”

UT Kip’s words were lighter than his

heart at the moment. For already
a scattered firing was coming from the
shore, and shot and arrows hailed around
the boat. Pat returned the fire like a
veteran, drawing the cartridge from her
pouch, biting 1it, pouring powder down
the gun muzzle, capping the piece, and
firing it with accurate eye. This she kept
up rapidly for four and a half miles,
over which the boat did not move very
speedily. The Blackfeet, fearing either
the gun or the river’s undertow, never
offered to ride into the water to inter-
cept the craft. And Kip allowed the girl
behind him a grudging admiration. She
was acting like a man, all right.

Then, as the roar of the rapids ahead
sounded in Kip’s ears, a shouting on the
bank took his attention. The Indian
party had increased, but, more important
than this, Jules Charbonneau had openly
joined the party. He rode along the bank,
his black beard glistening, and he gesticu-
lated wildly. The booming of the rapid
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drowned his words, but it was evident he
was warning them against the river ahead.

A funny thing for Charbonneau to do,
Kip reflected, and he was about to turn
and suggest that Pat try her sights on
the white man when he again felt the
quickening current pull at the boat. The
banks ahead steepened to merge with the
gray beetling cliffs, beyond which the
Indians couldn’t go. And the river chan-
nel was narrowing to a crooked chasm,
studded with rearing blacktop rocks and
white-lashed waves that topped the rocks.

Kip swung his pole into the boat be-
hind him and called to Pat for the shorter
paddle she had used from the stern. She
handed it up to him, and he noted the
confidence in her eyes. This pleased him,
but he had no time to reflect on it. For
the current had gripped the light boat and
hurled it into the riffles of the chasm.

Cautioning Pat with a shout, Kip
kneeled in the prow to avoid being thrown
out of the lurching craft, and he strained
at his heavy paddle to keep the boat
straight. The fragile craft was now
wafted through the narrowing gorge at
terrific speed. It was so light that it
rode the tops of the waves, bucking and
bobbing entirely out of the man’s control.
But even as the spray from the higher
rocks lashed his face, Kip thanked for-
tune for this lightness. For a heavier
boat would have been ripped apart on
the hidden, jagged rocks that underlay
the white-capped breakers.

Once, he glanced back, to see Pat sit-
ting halfway between the center and the
stern, her hands gripping either side of
the churning craft. Her face was white
and scared, but she was keeping her
weight carefully centered. And his theory
about women suffered another jolt.

Suddenly and with no warning, the
Pat Dryden shot out into a calm. It
still traveled at a speed that would have
crumbled the frail wicker frame by force
of its own velocity. But it slowed gradu-
ally with the water, and Kip chanced a
look around.

They were in a sort of box canyon with
a water floor. The river spread wide
and seemed hardly to move. Gray per-
pendicular cliffs rose from the edge of the
water on every side, jutting straight up
for a thousand feet. It made him dizzy,
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looking up at them. And the Indians
were nowhere in sight.

The boat still moved with the slug-
.gish current, and Kip hove into a shallow
near the base of the frowning gray wall.
Then he turned to look at Pat, and at the
walls beyond. “Looks like we're shore
in a2 box,” he punned weakly. “Does the
Snake just end here? Just sink into the
ground ¢

Pat shook her head. “I don’t know,”
she admitted. “I never knew anyone who
had ever been this far. They talked
about the Devil’s Gate being down here,
and the Devil’s Dive, and the men who
came to the post. But I don’t know where

they are.”

KIP’S eyes searched the big blue-
ceilinged stone room again. He still
saw no opening in the walls, but the water
was definitely moving toward the lower
end of the box canyon. There might be
an opening between the folds of the gray
cliffs down there. Or the water might
sink into some great subterranean chan-
nel to emerge somewhere far down the
country. The boat might be sucked into
such a cavern if they drifted too close.

This wasn’t pleasant speculation. But
the gray walls on every side had been
worn smooth as glass by centuries of
water erosion. They could not climb out
of the box, and they couldn’t go back up
the rapid. And, he reasoned, they couldn't
just sit there and starve. They could,
but it would be uncomfortable.

He met Pat Dryden’s big blue gaze.
And for the first time he saw her only
as a woman. The slim, long-legged figure
he had found rather ridiculous as a boy
was now shapely and desirable as a
woman. The face, so delicately moulded
and so finely colored, also ridiculous in
Pat Dryden the boy, was attractive and
nice to look at in Pat Dryden the woman.

Kip McKenzie checked this rather dan-
gerous trend of thought, and retreated into
his old concept of womanhood. Pat
Dryden was just an ordinary woman after
all. And it was the old, old story—old
as Adam himself. Here they were, a man
and @ woman, in a tight spot. And the
woman it was who had really brought
them there. The man was trymg to
figure a way out. And the woman, en-

tirely helpless, sat hopeful and trusting,
waiting for him to do it.

But he found this attitude difficult to
preserve when he looked back into the
deep pools of her eyes. So he delib-
erately worked the boat loose and let it
drift with the stream. He was all at
once very self-conscious, and somewhere
in his sub-conscious self was the disturb-
ing knowledge that he drifted down to
the unknown in this manner only to im-
press the girl with his own bravado.

Soon again he felt a quickening of the
water, and he knew they approached some
kind of outlet. He kept the craft in the
eddy at the base of the wall where he
could put in at a moment’s warning. And
all the while a roaring which he thought
at first came from the rapid above swelled
louder in his ears. It was a booming,
reverberating roar of lashing water. The
outlet was closer than he had imagined.

They came upon it suddenly as the
boat rounded a gigantic fold in the struc-
ture of the wall—so suddenly that Kip
had barely time to throw his weight onto
the steering pole and crowd the boat
against the wall. There was no eddy
here. The water was sweeping in a tre-
mendous plunge toward a narrow crevice
in the wall. It pulled at the boat, but
Kip drove his pole solidly against the
river bottom and held the prow against
the rock with a strength born of desper-
ation. He called meantime to Pat to take
the other pole and hold the stern in a
similar way.

Then, with the boat secure for the mo-
ment, the woodsman let his eyes go down
the gorge for the first time. And he
recoiled in horror from what he saw.

The river below was crowded into a
channel hardly twenty feet wide, and the
surging water fought its way through an
even more narrow gateway in the cliffs
to be hurled back against the smooth gray
walls beyond. Great blacktop rocks jutted
high in the channelway, cutting the stream
into segments barely as wide as a bull
boat. The swift-falling water whipped
itself to white fury on these rocks. And
as far as he could see, the channel
stretched away, a narrow, tortuous gorge

of death-tipped rocks and raging white-
capped water,

This, then, was Devil’s Dive!
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Kip shrank from looking at the girl
behind him, for fear she would see 1n
his eyes the horror he felt. But soon
he heard her shout, and he turned to see
she was pointing up the canyon. He fol-
lowed the course of her finger, and what
he saw wrenched a surprised curse from
his taut lips. For a canoe had shot out
of the upper rapid into the calm above
them. A small birch canoe, with only one
man aboard. And that man was  Jules
Charbonneau.

HE canoe nearly capsized when it

hit the calm. But the Hudson’s Bay
partisan righted it and made for the bull
boat with long, confident strokes.
Canadian, Kip had to admit, was a river
man,

Driving his small craft in close to the
bull boat with graceful skill, the burly
company man grasped the edge of the
bigger boat to steady his own. And he
looked at the Americans out of his red-
rimmed black eyes, lingering longest on
Pat Dryden.
he was completely drenched from the
spray of the rapid. His wet hair and
beard were matted about his shaggy head,
and he looked more than ever like a huge
bear.

“Aha, my peeg-eater,” his rolling voice
boomed at Kip, “You are in the bad
feex, nor”

“Bad enough, Charbonneau,” Kip re-
sponded, shouting to make himself heard
above the roar of the water. ‘“What
are you doin’ here?”

The partisan leered. ‘““Charbonneau, he
do not come to zave the deserter. But
he know what a feex you be in down
here. He come to zave the white girl.”

Kip frowned, and he wondered how the
man could know Pat was a girl. “What
girl ”’ he countered.

“What girl?” the partisan grinned
triumphantly. ‘“The peeg-eater, he theenk
he put beeg fool on Charbonneau, no?
Charbonneau, he ees fool lak fox. Loin-
gren’s Injun runners, they tell Charbon-
neau of the gal, 'fore I come down. The
white girl, she ees rare in thees woods,

no? Yah. She ees worth saving for
Charboenneau. She come weeth me now,
no?”’

Pat sat still in the bottom of the boat,
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fascinated and repelled at once by the
Canadian’s devouring eyes. Kip had seen
men look at women that way before,
and experienced an impelling desire to kill
the bearish man,

“Charbonneau, he has rode the Devil's
Slide once in canoe,” the partisan went
on, “Charbonneau, he the best damn
boater in the lan’. No one else ever do
her. Thees beeg skeen boat, she no go
through. Only Charbonneau’s canoe. The
girl, she come now?r”

Pat Dryden still stared at the man,
and her lips barely moved. Kip read
rather than heard her question, “What
about Kip?” . -

“Heem, the peeg-eater?” The partisan
shot Kip a contemptuous half-look. Then
he shrugged. “Save heem to keel heem
for the company? May-bee. But the
canoe, she ees only tak’ two. That ees
all. Only two.”

The girl tore her eyes away from the
man’s face, and she glanced toward Kip,
trying meanwhile not to look down the
death gorge. Kip misinterpreted her look,
and he felt a great contempt for her—
for all women. ‘“Better go,” he shouted
wearily. She’d go anyway. “He’s right
about this boat. It won’t go through the
And, strangely enough, Kip
didn’t care much that it wouldn’t,

But he saw the old anger blaze in the
girl’s eyes, and he knew in that moment
that he loved her—dearer than anything
in life. All men are honest, even with
themselves, when death 1is near.

“This 1s my boat,” Pat shouted back
at him. “At least, the buffalo hides on
it are mine. And the cargo. You go
1f you want. I stay with my ship.”

Kip McKenzie felt a surge of triumph,
although he didn’t know why. Death still
lurked in the gorge below. But death
didn’t seem near as important, now.

Then Jules Charbonneau did a strange
thing. He leaned close and started to
climb from his canoe into the bull boat.
Kip watched him narrowly, and signaled
to Pat for his rifle. She tossed it to him
with her free hand, and he held the prow
against the rock with one hand, his other
held the gun, pistol-fashion.

The Canadian was in the boat now, and
his freed canoe shot through the water
gateway and was smashed to matchwood
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on the first rock. All eyes followed it,
reluctantly, as it disappeared into the
froth of the maelstrom. Charbonneau was
standing in the middle of the boat, and
Kip met his eyes. :

“What you aimin’ to do, Charbonneau ?”
he demanded.

“The big man grinned easily, con-
fidently. “Charbonneau ver’ damn good
voyageur. The two of us, may-bee we
tak’ the boat through. No?”

Kip was suspicious. “And after we get
through ?”

The partisan shrugged. “Then I tak’
the girl weeth me to Fort Provence. She
be my wife then, if I lak’ her all right.”

Kip’s eyes narrowed. “And where will
I be all this time?”

“You, my peeg-eater, weel be dead.
Charbonneau, he keel you when we are
through the rapeeds. I have to keel you
anyhow—for the company.”

Kip raised his gun threateningly. But
the partisan smiled almost pleasantly.
“You weel not keel me now. For you
would die then, too, on the rocks. No?”

IP looked into the red-rimmed eyes for

a long time. Then he shrugged.
What the partisan said was true. One
man couldn’t take the boat through the
Devil’s Dive alone. Maybe two couldn’t.
But the partisan was willing to gamble
his life for possession of the girl—first
against the river, then against him, Kip
McKenzie, once they were through the
bad water.

And, after all, the American reflected,
the odds would be about even. Charbon-
neau was famed throughout the north
woods as a boater and a fighter, and he
was big. But Kip was equally big, and
he no longer feared the company man.
He had feared him once. But for more
than a month now, Kip had been a free
man. He had shifted for himself in the

wilderness against heavy odds, and he had
saved the life of a likable girl. He did

not shrink from meeting the partisan on .

even terms. He put down his gun. “Stay
aboard, Charbonneau. We’'ll take the boat
through. And we’ll settle the other busi-
ness later.”

The lusty Canadian grinned his satis-
faction. “That ees ver’ good for Char-
- bonneau. Tres, tres bon! Now he tak’
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the bow. He ver’ damn good boater.”

Kip knew the partisan was good as his
brag on water. He was veteran of many
rivers and many boats, and he could do
a better job in the prow than Kip could
hope to do, especially since he had been
through the Devil’'s Dive once before.
And, if the partisan were in the prow
and Kip in the stern, Kip would have the
drop when the time came for showdown
between them.

So ran the woodsman’s thoughts. But
he felt Pat’s wide blue eyes on him, and

‘a stubborn pride overruled his reason.

“I'll keep the prow,” he said positively.
“You can work the longer pole from the
stern.”

Perhaps Charbonneau, too, realized the
advantage the arrangement would give him
in the final settlement with Kip. For he
acquiesced and took up a position in the
stern.

For a moment, Kip considered handing
his gun to Pat, in the event he might
need help when the showdown came. But
again his pride interfered. And, as he
thought of it further, he gloated secretly
at the position in which he had placed
the girl. She was unarmed now, and
entirely dependent upon him, Kip Mec-
Kenzie, for protection. He chanced an-
other look at her.

She was seated midway between the
stern and the center of the boat. Char-
bonneau was settled in the stern, his pole
ready. Pat’s face was a little whiter, a
little more child-like. But her eyes were
confident. And when Kip turned his face
back toward the Devil’s Dive he had for-
gotten that the coming struggle was one
of empire—a battle for a country. For
the moment it was a much more impor-
tant thing, a fight between men to save
the life and gain possession of the woman
they both desired. '

He released the boat.

VIII

THE boat drifted uncertainly for a
moment toward the narrow rock gate-
way; then some invisible force seemed to
pick it up and hurl it with savage force
into the roaring channel. The sudden-
ness and the speed of the first lunge took
Kip’s breath, and the boat missed the first
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jutting black top rock by sheer good luck
and accident. For a hundred yards, then,
or five hundred—Kip couldn’t tell which
—the channel was a straight, steep-
- walled trough; the water was a glassy
slide, unbroken by protruding rocks.

The boat shot down 1t hike an arrow
from a stout bow. Then a high gray
wall blocked passage ahead, and the river
turned sharply around it. The boat bore
straight down upon the cliff wall, and Kip
stood up, the pole balanced in his hand.
And when the boat was so near the wall
he could reach it with the pole, he threw
his whole weight upon the short stick.
The boat turned and shot around the
intruding cliff—turned so suddenly that
Kip lost his balance and was hurled to his
back in the bottom of the boat.

He had shattered glimpses of startled
faces behind him. Then he was on his
feet again, fighting the jagged black rocks
that rushed at him. The boiling water
struck these rocks and was hurled into
the air in a thousand foamy pinnacles.
These pinnacles were raging white horses,
and the boat was tossed from one to an-
other, sometimes out of the water entirely.

From here on, there was no time, no
distance. Only the bucking motion of
the boat, only the roar of the water, the
ragged rocks, and the gray walls rushing
by, near enough, it seemed, that he could
touch them by reaching out his hand on
either side. And Kip was alone in a. uni-
verse of black rocks and enraged water
that swept over him in white clouds, water
that struck him with a battering, suffocat-
ing force, filling his eyes and nostrils,
destroying his hearing.

Kneeeling now in the battered bow,
Kip jabbed blindly at the rocks. Some-
times his efforts seemed to help, other
times the boat seemed to leap clear of
the treacherous obstacles and hit the water
again with shuddering force.

Then, as suddenly as the rapid had
started, it ended. The gray walls fell
away, and the bull boat shot out into a
wide valley, as though projected from a
gun. The wicker frame creaked as the
boat struck, and a great cloud of water
went up.

But there was no time for relaxation,
for Kip. Jules Charbonneau had known
before the American that the rapid had
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ended, and that moment’s time gave him
the advantage both had foreseen. He had
made it in some way to the fur pile and
was lying across 1it. He held a bell-
muzzled pistol, and it was trained on
Kip’s chest. There was no triumph in
the small red eyes. Only an intentness
to finish: the business at hand, and to be
on with his carefully conceived plan.

Kip flashed a look at Pat, still seated
in the bottom of the boat behind the
furs. She sat very still, making no move
to interfere. The partisan must have
climbed right over her, and yet she had
called no warning. She had, he reflected,
placed herself entirely in his hands. And,
for some reason, the thought pleased him.
Even 1f it had placed him at .a disad-
vantage,

The gun in the hand of the partisan ex-
ploded. It was trained squarely on Kip’s
chest. But a wave seemed to strike the
boat at the second the gun went off, and
the ball merely tore the sleeve of the
American’s jacket, burning his arm.

This seemed strange to Kip. But there
was no time for more contemplation.
Coming to his feet, he charged the bearded
man. Charbonneau snarled his rage and
hurled his gun straight at Kip’s face, and
his aim was better than the first. It struck
Kip squarely between the eyes. It dazed
him, but didn’t stop him. He leaped over

the fur bales and grappled with the parti-
sar.

HE battle, brief as it was, was a

A Dbattle of giants. And Kip understood
in that moment why Charbonneau was
called the Bear. His thick arms seized
the younger man and crushed the air from
his chest. Kip was still groggy from the
pistol blow, and the world turned before
his eyes.

Acting on reflex alone, he spread his
arms wide, then brought them together
simultaneously against the big body, his
thumbs gouging the thick, flat short-ribs.

Roaring with pain, Charbonneau broke
his crushing hold and brought a big fist
up to Kip’s chin. And Kip staggered
back against the fur bales.

For a moment, then, they measured
each other, as elk bulls measure each
other before the final charge. It was
the first good look Kip had had at the
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square, bearded face, and the sight brought
to the surface all the rankling hatred that
had festered inside him for five years—
hatred not only for the man, but the
company and the entire way of life he
symbolized. A desire to kill arose inside
him, too strong to be resisted. He
launched himself in an wunsteady Ilunge
toward the powerful company man.

The Bear saw the American’s eyes were
glazed, saw him reel as he lunged. He
sensed his advantage, and he stepped back
to take his stance and wait for the kill.

But he, too, seemed to lose his bal-
ance for a second, and in that second,

Kip was upon him.

- The boat shivered to the impact of the
big bodies, and Charbonneau felt himself
going over the edge of the craft. He
orappled with the big American, but
Kip’s fist crashed into his face, and the
Bear went over the edge of the boat,
taking two handfuls of buckskin from
Kip’s jacket with him. He bobbed a
moment in the water, like a huge black
cork: his hair and beard spread blacker
yet around him. Then a hoarse scream
broke from his throat as an unseen mon-
ster seized him and dragged him under
the surface.

The undertow of the treacherous Snake
was strong below the rapids., It had
claimed another wvictim,

* %k Xk

MAN’S pride, Pat Dryden McKen-
zie told her grandchildren in later
years, comes right next to his stomach.
And in recounting the incident on the
Snake River that day, she related how
she could have downed Charbonneau with
her paddle pole as he sighted the pistol
across the fur bales—and thus ended the
ficht much sooner than she did.

But she knew Kip would never have
forgiven her, and already she had decided
to marry him. So she just rocked the
boat to spoil the partisan’s aim. And
later, when Charbonneau was getting the
better of the fight, when he stepped back
to deliver the killing blow to the dazed
Kip, she just stuck her foot out without
Kip seeing her. She tripped the Bear and
opened him for Kip’s charge.

“But don’t you tell your grampa,”’ she
cautioned. “He’s a hale man, and would

likely have finished the Canadian off any-
way in time. And he’s mighty peevish
these days, what with all these Yankee
steamers on the Columbia, taking away
his boating business. He says they’re try-
ing to make Oregon just like St. Louis,
and that one bull boat is worth the whole
lot of the steamers.

“But, then, your grampa was always a
wilful man, and if we don’t humor him
these next days, he may turn down the
steamer captain’s job the company has
offered him. He might even try to run
his horrid little bull boats up the Snake,
where the steamers can't go. And we
can’t have that. I'm a mite too old now
to go along and look after him.”

. But fifty years ago, up in the
Mad River wilderness below the Devil’s
Dive, Pat Dryden was not so restrained.
She had her plan for the future, but she
was faced with the task of making the
man by her side think it was his own.

They stood on a barren promontory
that rose above the river, and she had
let Kip put his arm about her waist while
they stood in the wind and looked out
over the waste land that rolled away to
low white cliffs and mountains. Below
them, their bull boat was grounded, and a
camp had been made. On the boat was
their fortune, the ten packs of fur.

“I don’t want to leave this country,”
she said softly. “It is my home.”

It was a challenge, and Kip searched
his brain for a plan to aid the helpless
girl at his side. “You could sell the fur
to Wyeth at Fort Hall,” he suggested,
his face grave with thought. “Then you
could go east. If you still wanted to
come back, you could buy more traders’
goods, and open a post somewhere here.
That 1s, if you had a man to help you.”

“That’s what we’ll do,” she said eagerly.
“And we’ll tell the people back east about
the country here. They’ll come with their
families and plows, and make it a fine big
country. And we’ll fight the Hudson’s
Bay and hold the country till they get
here.”

But the big man at her side scowled.
“We? It’s your fur. It'll be your money.,
I can’t have much to do with it.”

The girl looked up into the bronze
face above her, and she smiled secretly.
“But you wouldn’t desert me now. I



30

FRONTIER

Some Like it Hot . . .

and some like it cold; but no matter
what your taste is, ACTION STORIES
is right. Every thrill-packed issue of this
magazine contains not one, but FOUR
types of action fiction:

Qandadlic - - -

Adventure on other planets by such
authors as Eando Binder, Ray Cum-
mings and Nelson S. Bond.

Sl

Aduventure - - -

Follow the horizon trail to darkest
Africa and the South Seas with
Albert Richard Wetjen, Ted Roscoe

and others.

a—

Wedlern - - - -

Top-hand writers, the cream of
Western fictioneers, Coburn, Cun-
ningham, Karth, Starr and others.

Nl

Mystory - - -

Streamlined, hard-hitting detective-
action for the modern crime-fiction
fan.

All in the current issue of

Action Stories

on sale at all newsstands

STORIES

know. I'll hire you now. And you can
take stock in our company for pay.”

‘Then she reached up and kissed him.

They were standing thus when the sun
went down below the distant blue hori-
zon. The sky darkened with night, and
part of a moon moved down, pulling the
sky with it toward Oregon. The thin
light fell on a line of ghostly white humps
in the distance.,

“See,” the girl said, half in play, half
in conviction, ‘“the white-topped wagons
are already coming!”

But Kip McKenzie was filled with the
seriousness of life, with the responsibil-
ities of being a man with a wife and a
business, with the duty of winning a
country,

“It’s only the white cliffs,” he corrected,
his voice a Iittle gruff. “There’s no white-
tops coming.”

Kip was half right. The white humps
Pat saw were only cliffs. But Pat was
also right. For the whitetops were com-
ing, a hundred thousand of them in long
snail-like processions across burned prairies
to the green mountains. They were com-
ing, but they were still twenty years away.
The dusty, bright-eyed men who would
pilot the whitetops were waiting for an
even mightier racer of men to blaze the
trails for them and to plant the first germs
of the civilization the white wagons would
bring.

And this mightier race would not fail.

| Because their women stood beside them
| on barren river promontories,

looking
westward and planning—without fear. . . .
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The Trail to Santa Fe

By HUGH V. HADDOCK

FROM the brink of a mighty river,
To the south where the Spaniard lay,
With naught beside the stars to guide,
Stretched the trail to Santa Fe;
And the eyes of a cunning foeman
Have watched for the wagon-trains,
As they sought the track for the journey back
To the land where it never rains.

It was Death who rode there by the skinner,
And the Devil demanded his pay,
But they counted small cost of the lives that were lost
On the trail to Santa Fe;
For the fingers that beckoned them onward
Were the buttes of a land that was strange
And the sight that brings cheer to the pioneer,
The peaks of a far-distant range.

They went for the love of the going,
And they fought for the joy of the fray,

They gambled for gold that their hands couldn’t-hold,
On that trail to Santa Fe.

The game that they played was a freeze-out,
And Fate stacked the deck on a few,

But the hands were played as the cards were laid,
And never a gambler drew.

From the brink of a mighty river,
To the south where the Spaniard lay,
Where the desert heat and the gaunt mesquite,
Marked the trail to Santa Fe,
They rode forth, the hearts that were fearless,
And the spirits to wandering pressed,
And they played out their strings,
Where the Maker of things,
Built the buttes of the wild Southwest.

___"-—....
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REDSKIN STAMPEDE

By JACK STERRETT

Piute hellions had looted, murdered, destroyed everything Ward
Bolt owned. But before the whalebone-tough plainsman cashed
in his chips, he swore he’d ride one last, mad stampede!

HARD man, this rawboned, black-
Abearded Ward Bolt, stained by

sweat and dust and wearied by
killing days of unceasing travel, but hard
—as hard as the saddle in which he sat
and as tough as the big, roan gelding
he rode. Leaning forward, his shapeless
hat pulled down against the slanting rays
of the westering sun, his big body was
tense as his flinty eyes stared down into
the shadows of the lhttle valley spread
below him beneath the rimrock slopes.
He swore and the fringed buckskin of
his frontiersman’s shirt spilled dust as
his powerful, right hand shot involun-
tarily toward the big Sharps rifle in his
saddle-scabbard.

He swore softly again and relaxed to

an intent study of the scene. What he
saw through deepening shadows and
stratified haze was the mounting, thin
fingers of a dozen campfires, the peaked
ridges of as many lodges of buffalo hides.
It was the camp of that very band of
marauding Piutes he had so doggedly
been trailing for days.
- Ward realized instantly that tiny
though he might be if seen at such a
distance his silhouette must soon be
marked by sharp eyes below. He reined
quickly to the shelter of a pile of boul-
ders. And a smouldering, hot fire.put
hate in his narrowed eyes as he watched
the activity in the Indian camp.

These were the devils who had mur-
dered and burned his pardner during his
absence from their ranch. Failing to
run the white men out of the country,
Comanches, Apaches, Piutes and others
had turned terrorists. Every man of
them, they were rustlers, stage robbers
and worse. And, almost, the blood was
still on the hands of this particular bunch
from their massacre of the settlements
outlying Fort Hall. And, in particular,
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that blood was on the hands of their
wolf-faced leader, EIl Escorpion, half-
Mex, half-Piute and rightly named the
Scorpion. Yes, by Heaven, El Escorpion,
himself, had murdered big Jack Lesser.
. . . At least, it would be El Escorpion
who would pay for that crime!

Ward’s lips were a cruel, white line.
El Escorpion had no idea that he had
been followed. That murdering renegade
had been careful that not a single soul
had survived from the ranches attacked.
He had burned the ranches to the ground
and driven away a lot of beef. He had
no idea that one man, Ward Bolf, had
not been home and he was now dreaming
such a fantastic thing as the possibility
of attack by that one man. But Ward,
himself, was figuring on it. Why the
hell else had he trailed this outfit for
nearly a week!

The rimrock, falling away to the valley
below, marked the crumbling edge of the
vast expanse of plains across which Ward
had been travelling for several days.
As he noted that none of the stolen
cattle were sheltered in the hollow, he
turned to search the rolling sea of the
plains on all other sides. Then he saw
the small, dark blot of the herd in the
distance to one side and the tiny figure
of the one Piute riding herd. And in
that instant, into his plotting mind,
leaped a grim plan.

INUTES later, while dusk still

withheld its mantle from the surface
of the prairie, he was riding toward the
herd. He was naked to the waist and
his body was smeared with red earth.
He rode barebacked, clamping his geld-
ing’s ribs in the bent-kneed, Indian
fashion, and his black hair was as long
and straight almost as an Indian’s as he
bent over his horse’s neck. He rode in
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The next instant, the herd was exploding through the middle of the camp
with the effect of stunning, detonating dynamite.

J—Frontier—Summer
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the wild and breakneck fashion that a
Piute or Apache always employed.

The Indian on herd saw him long
before he grew close but gave him little
‘more than a glance, so perfect was
Ward’s simulation of another redskin’s
manner. And it was not until the big
man was actually rump-skidding the red
horse to a halt beside him that the
Piute’s beady eyes suddenly flared with
sharp suspicion. His nostrils quivered to
the sudden scent of deadly. danger. His
face convulsed and his lean, right hand
shot savagely to grasp the lance which
lay across his naked thighs. But he had
time only for that one gesture, no time
at all to utter a sound from gaping lips
nor make any other move. Ward’'s six-
shooter flamed smashing, pounding lead
which lifted him from his mustang and
hurled him to the ground.

‘The small, compact herd of longhorned
steers whirled as one animal to face the
scene of that sudden confusion. Stam-
pede fever flared in their red-rimmed
eyes and gaping nostrils, But they
heard nothing more, nor saw anything to
cause them to break. Slowly they quieted
and returned to their grazing. Nothing
there but a redskinned man-thing sitting
quietly on his horse, a huddled and
shapeless something on the ground and a
riderless mustang running aimlessly across
the plains into the dusk.

Velvety, black darkness had overflowed
the hollow and spread over all the plains,
swallowing sight of anything that moved
save the falling stars in the brilliant
expanse above. Ward poised the restless
bunch of fifty rawboned steers on the
very rim of the gulch, almost. He had
selected them carefully for poundage, for
temper and brute power. Waiting, now,
he held them almost motionless in a
tight-packed knot.

He was waiting for the fires below to
die down to mere blots of glowing em-
bers. When they became simple dots to
guide him and with no light to betray
him, his time would have come.

No thought passed through the big
man’s mind that this thing he proposed
to do was simple insanity and suicide.
The passion for vengeance, carried brood-
ingly and bitterly for days, had here
blown high and cleared away the possi-

bility of any other thought save the full
squaring of accounts for the death of his
pard.

Just for a moment, thinking of Jack
Lesser, Ward’s grim rigidity and cruel-
ness relaxed and he was a shaken and
softened man. The starlight sparkled on
a tear which poised in the corner of one
eye, plunged and ran down into his beard.
Just for an instant, his hands shook and
his body trembled. Never again would
he hear Jack’s rollicking, roaring laugh,
nor see the toss and sweep of his mane
of golden, blond hair, the surge of great,
bull-like shoulders and his careless, happy
grin. Almost, Ward sobbed. The next
instant, he was again a man of rigid,

cruel stone. |
He had resaddled. His buskskin shirt

was once more strained across his chest
and his hat pulled down hard over black
eyebrows. He glowered down into the
blackness of the bowl. Now, at last, the
fires were almost dead and there was a
breathing, hushed stillness. Except for
the herdsman out on the plains and a
sentry who had come straggling up at
dark toward a post in the rimrocks, all
the camp slept. And those two slept too
—the sleep of death. Ward had seen
the sentry coming, had hidden in the
rocks and had whipped his iron arm
around the Piute’s neck as he passed
within two feet of him. It had been
done without a sound.

Now! Softly, softly, Ward urged the
mossy-horned leaders of the herd over
the edge of the rim to the trail which
wound down to the valley. Softly! He
nudged the laggards. Every time horn
nicked horn, his heart leaped. Every
time a pebble rolled, he held his breath.
But not a sound came up from below,
no stir of movement. The embers of
the nearly dead fires were unwinking
eyes. Not understanding, reluctant and
dragging, the very slowness of the herd
to move about in the dark made their
progress quiet. And when they reached
the bottom of the cliffs, they stood closely
packed, staring and softly blowing.

ARD wiped the sweat from his
forehead and took a deep breath.
All right, he was now about a hundred
and fifty, maybe two-hundred yards from
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the looming, black shadow of the nearest
lodges. Just enough space in which to
get a herd running, to get them running
hard and, at the last moment, to explode
them into a frenzied and blind stampede.
Close to a ton of muscle and bone apiece,
they would hurtle through those lodges
like stones through paper! Ward stepped
down to tighten the cinch to his saddle.
And as he did so, a silent, swift shadow
arose behind him and whipped poweriul
arms around his throat.

Ward was no child. He was a raw-
boned man of the plains carrying a
hundred and ninety pounds of muscle and
explosive energy. Yet the mighty grip
which snatched his feet from the earth
handled him as though he was a boy.
The iron pressure around his throat sent
roaring flames through his brain. For a
frantic, kicking instant, he knew death.
Then by lashing his heels back into the
groin of the man who held him, he man-
aged to burst free. With a laboring gasp
for air, he snatched for his six-shooter
and whirled. He whipped the weapon
upward, then arrested the motion with a
stunned exclamation.

“Jack! Lordamighty—"

Huge arms groping, the lunging giant
who plunged toward him came to
stumbling halt. His great head flung
high, his blue eyes blazing, his blond
mane was a flame of silver in the light
of a rising moon. His giant body quiv-
ered as he stared. “Ward!” he grunted.
“Ward Bolt—old pard!”

In the next instant they were in each
other’s arms, pounding each other’s back,
choking curses of joy.

“Well, hell, Jack,” Ward swore with
deep feeling. “I figgered you was dead.
I found a burned body in the ashes of
the ranchhouse!”

“That was the one redskin,” Lesser
said grimly, “that I got my hands on
afore they managed to swarm me under.
The skunks—they jumped me 1n my
sleep !”’

“No matter,” Ward sighed gratefully,
“you’re here an’ alive. How’d you get
away from those devils? Where were
they takin’ you?”

The giant held a bloodstained knife
into view in the moonlight. “I stole this
from an Injun an’ cut my ropes. Almost,

)

I plunged it into the middle of your
back. Thank the Lord I missed my first
stroke!”

Ward swallowed hard as he stared at
the bloodstained blade. It was plain that,
in making his escape this night, Jack had
cut more than the ropes at wrist and
ankle. A redskinned guard had died in
complete silence. Almost tasting the
knife n his own back, Ward swallowed
hard again.

“They was takin’ me,” Lesser said,
“to furnish entertainment for the main
camp. I'd've had my hands tied to a
stake an’ I reckon a fire built under my
legs!”

Ward swore under his breath, then
stiffened suddenly.: “Hell! They've
missed you. The camp’s wakin’ up!”

And, unmistakeably, there was a stir
in the camp. It was no longer entirely
asleep. They could hear an angry and
querulous voice uplifted in a jumble of
Piute curses.

Lesser whirled into the darkness, came
back astride a barebacked mustang.
“They’re missin’ me,” he growled, ‘‘or
this hoss from their remuda the other
side of camp. C’mon, jump into your
saddle. What was you plannin’ to do
with that herd?”

Ward looked at his partner with unsmil-
Ing eyes.

“Stampede ’em straight through the
middle of that camp!”

Jack laughed softly. “Good boy! You
was gonna make 'em pay for me, huh?”
He cocked his head toward the rising
turmoil in the camp. “Well, what th’
hell we waitin’ for? For a good stam-

pede? Now’s as good a time as any,
pard!”

»

ARD’S heart leaped and sang as he

sprang into the saddle and whirled
toward the milling, small herd. He could
have yelled, he was so happy, so wild and
reckless. He suppressed the desire in
favor of the more sudden and shattering
surprise of the Indians at the roar of a
stampede exploding upon them without
warning from out of the dark. Gently,
at first, and then with increasing pressure,
he worked with Jack to get the steers

on the move and then worked up to a
trot.
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| screaming,

Lunging their horses recklessly against
the rear of the herd, at last, they broke
the close-packed longhorned brutes out
of their nervous trot into a thundering
roar of a run. Only then, did Ward
give vent from bursting lungs, to a
yipping cowboy vyell. He
heard Jack’s wolf-like howl and, ahead,
dim cries of fright and helplessness. The
next instant, the herd was exploding
through the middle of the camp with the
effect of stunning, detonating dynamite,
All around, for a brief few seconds, were
the horrible sounds of death and destruc-
tion, the rending crash of collapsing
lodges, the screams and gibbering shrieks
of agony of those trampled into red ruin
in the dust. And through it all, Jack
Lesser’s howl of triumph.

HEY were through. The remuda
of ponies beyond the village had been
broken and scattered to the four winds
in the dark and the raging remnants of
the war-party had been left helplessly
afoot. The camp was a red-trampled

ruin. ;
High above that scene, withheld from
their view by the dark, Ward and Jack

sat for a moment on the rim of the
gulch, blowing their horses and listening
to the tragic, thin howls which drifted
up to their ears. Ward laughed and re-

| laxed from the fierce tension which had

been holding him.

“Well, hell, I’'d be plumb happy now
if I knew that El Escorpion was dead!”

Jack looked at him queerly in the dark
and grunted a short, grim laugh. “Then,”
he said, “there’s nothin’ in the way ot
your joy. It was EIl Escorpion’s own
knife I stole for the purpose of cuttin’
my wrist an’ ankle ropes—an’ his throat!”
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e Benders—Kansas Killers

By S. STEVENS NEWTON

Blonde Kate Bender, dainty, soft-voiced, was a flower

set amid the trackless plains.

But woe to the traveler who

lodged at her inn of death.

UT on the vast and trackless plains
of Kansas it was not often that
one saw a young woman like Kate

Bender . . . her delicate features, her

blonde long hair, pouting lips, and delight-
fully curved body that invited the traveler

who stopped at the inn to a night of deli-
clous repose.

What luck that miles away from civili-
zation a lonesome young man should find
an mn with such a hostess!

The inn, which was also a grocery store,
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was a hundred yards off the main trail
that ran west and east. It was a single-
room affair roughly divided into two rooms
by a dark curtain.

As the traveler ate his supper and
feasted his eyes on the girl, the back of
his head touched the curtain that hung
behind him.

To the watcher in the other room he
was but a black silhouette.

Slowly the watching man raised a heavy
hammer and then struck violently and
with studied accuracy at the shadowy fig-
ure. The hammer descended through the
curtain and he felt the skull of the traveler
crack under the impact. It was a muffled
sound like that of mashing ice.

The traveler lurched forward upon the
table, his bulging eyes wise at the vision
of eternal death.

In a split second Kate Bender had
leaped forward. Her daintiness and lull-
ing, murmuring voice fell from her like
the rags of a beggar. Her soft arms rip-
pled into mad strength.

She seized the mashed head of the vic-
tim as though she would caress it on her
bosom. Her embrace was deadly.

One strong hand clutched at the long
butcher knife and in a single stroke ra-
zored its keen edge through the throat of
the dead stranger.

Her eyes were blazing and the delicate
nostrils dilated in delight as they smelled
the odor of human blood. It sent a thrill
of exultation through the woman’s whole
quivering being.

Her curved bosom arose and fell in a
sort of breathless ecstasy. Her deft fin-
gers ran through the pockets of the victim
searching out valuables.

The other Benders?

" On the other side of the dimly lighted
room the father and mother pushed aside
a light cook stove that held down and con-
cealed a trap door. Sullen John Bender
emerged from another and laying aside his
hammer aided his father to drag the limp
body to the trap door and let it fall into
the prepared pit.

Kate Bender looked the part of a witch
as. she counted the money.

There was a sound of footsteps on the
outside porch as a customer entered the
store. Instantly the girl recovered her
composure, The money was slipped into

her bodice. Deft fingers slipped into place
the silky hair.

The evil spirit was gone and before the
customer waiting in the country store ap-
peared a smiling girl. The blood on her
dress and hands was from killing chickens
not many minutes before.

Kate Bender had slain her first victim.

Kansas was receiving its first taste of
the orgies of the “Bloody Benders.”

HE Benders had moved to Kansas

early in 1871. The main trail west
was full of moving people: explorers,
army officers, travelers, reporters, pros-
pectors, and farmers.

Where the Benders came from no one
knew or even took the trouble to inquire.
Nearby folks simply woke up one morn-
ing and realized that some hundred yards
off the main trail near Morehead Station
some strangers were putting up a house.
A one-room house that was partitioned
by dark curtains hung about.

The front of the house bore a single
sign: GROCERIES.

The more observant were well pleased
that the little farm boasted of a carefully
tilled orchard.

During the night the mutilated body of
the first victim was dragged from its pu-
trid hole under the house and flung into
a shallow pit in the orchard.

Even in broad daylight the carefully
worked ground revealed no sign of the
new grave.

Victim after victim was lured from the

 trail by the sign: GROCERIES. An in-

viting sign in the otherwise rather deso-
late country. And men who should have
known better stayed to pay court to Kate
under the sullen eyes of John Bender and
the forfeit was their life. |

And the only clue left by the victim may
have been a new pin at the already tempt-
ing throat of Kate or possibly some strange
money that John carried to town with
which to buy supplies.

The belongings of the victims were sold
to other travelers who carried them west
to be swallowed up in the great movement
of men there. AR

After two years a dull horror began to
settle down over the community. How
many victims were dumped into the odor-
ous pit under the kitchen and then car-
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ried at night into the orchard to be buried
in a shallow grave will never be known.

But for two years the four Benders
carried on their murderous plans and all
the while horror arose with an increas-
ing crescendo as searchers began to take
the trail. But the Benders were wary and
murdered only those who were from dis-
tant places so that safety was paradoxi-
cally dependent upon living close to the
Benders.

The gloom that settled over the country
was shot through and through with the
venom of hatred and suspicion. Men be-
gan to look at each other in fear and doubt.
And all the time a beautiful girl with
blonde hair struck her gleaming and smil-
ing fangs into unsuspecting victims like
some delightful serpent.

But talk began to circulate about the
Benders.

Now and again some intended victim
would be seized with a feeling or over-
whelming danger that would send him fly-
ing from the house with a tale of shiver-
ing fear.

But in 1873 the Benders murdered the
wrong man. A certain Dr. York vanished.
And his brother was not one to let the dis-
appearance of his brother go unsolved if
he could help it.

Colonel York traced his brother straight
up to the store of the Benders. And there
Kate Bender admitted that Dr. York had
stopped there but had gone on his way.

Colonel York left unsatisfied.

But two weeks later the entire Bender
family was missing. A neighbor who had
driven over to visit them discovered that
the family was not about. He likewise
found a calf that had been tied to the barn
dead from thirst. Other farm animals

were perishing for lack of water also.

At first he started to investigate but a
queer fright seized him after trying the
front door and in spite of himself he fled
in terror from the gloomy house.

The next day a group of men went back

to the house and early in the week Colonel
York broke into the deserted house.
Everything was in confusion and gave evi-
dence of a hasty flight. In the meantime
it was learned that the Bender wagon had
been found in a little town several miles
away. The local station agent had sold
them tickets.

The searching party found the floor
bloody, piled with old rags and several
bloody weapons. The table was filled with
dirty dishes. The Benders had fled n
haste.

The party located the trap door and
when it was opened such a mnauseating
smell belched forth that no man would
enter the pit until the house had been put
on rollers and moved away:.

No bodies were found in the pit but the
blood-stained stones and soil revealed to
what use the pit had been put.

The orchard and well-worked garden
became the object of attention, for the pre-
ceding two weeks had been dry and all
about could be seen cracks of about seven
feet in length. These long cracks in the
ground revealed the location of eight
bodies in shallow graves.

The final destination of the Benders re-
mains shrouded in mystery. The four Ger-
mans vanished into thin air. Before the
murders were discovered they could have
fled far.

Possibly they returned to Germany and
settled down as quiet gardeners, respected
and honored as they lived off their ill-
gotten gains. |

They may have turned west and some-
where out there repeated their assaults
upon other unsuspecting victims until cir-
cumstances forced them again to move on.

It is just possible that Kate i1s still liv-
ing, an old woman haunted by the memo-
ries of her youth and the once beautiful
face and figure. She may have lived to
bring up children and grandchildren who
now, innocent of the past, venerate her as
the finest mother and grandmother.
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Lons Rifles and Lobsterbacks

A Novelet of the Forest Runners

By JOHN MURRAY REYNOLDS

The forest held a trap to still the fifes and drums,
and stain scarlet coats a deeper red.

HE spring evening was chill, and

Carter Trelawny was well wrapped

in his greatcoat as he hurried
through the narrow streets of Schenec-
tady. A patrol of Colonial militia went
past at a brisk tread. Schenectady,
stockaded outpost of civilization on the
northwest frontier of York Province, had
some of the quiet Dutch charm of
Albany—but nevertheless its sentinels kept

close watch! - The border was uneasy.

Sentries had been doubled along the
stockade at night for the past three
weeks., The frontier was swarming with
rumors, this spring of the year 1755,
alive wtih reports that the French were
raiding south from Montreal, and the
inhabitants of Schenectady had never
forgotten that flame-tipped night in 1690
when the Irench and Indians stormed

The whole forest seemed filled by a pungent mist of swirling powder smoke, and
through it the painted warriors of the wilderness dashed with swinging hatchets
and whirling death-mauls.
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the city to lay all but two square blocks
in blood-stained ashes.

Turning into a street a few blocks
beyond the shadowed spire of St.
George’s Church, Trelawny stopped at
the Half Moon tavern. Lamplight shone
through the narrow panes of its leaded
glass windows, and the sound of many
voices came through the thick planks of
the door. Warm air, and mingled smells,
came out to meet Carter Trelawny as he
pushed the portal open. The sharp scent
of wood smoke was there, and the odor
of cooking, mingled with the stench of
sweating bodies and the smell of spilled
ale. Trelawny muttered something sav-
age under his breath and jerked the heavy
door open. At the moment he meant to
get drunk as quickly and thoroughly as
he could.

Lupus Van Horn, a wealthy farmer
over from Claverack, was standing In
front of the big fireplace at one end of
the crowded tap-room, delivering a loud-
voiced lecture for the benefit of anyone
who would listen. A round and bulky
figure in faded blue broadcloth, puffing
on a long clay church warden between
sentences, Van Horn sent his deep voice
booming out above the hum of conversa-
tion in the tap room.

“l say again, gentlemen, that these
Colonies must have their own duly elected
representatives in the Parliament in Lon-
don! Taxation without proper repre-
sentation is tyranny, an injustice that
Englishmen cannot be expected to
swallow. . . .~

Trelawny pushed his way through the
crowd to the bar at the end of the tap-
room. He was tall and lean, with a
dark face and hooked nose inherited from
his Cornish sea-rover ancestors, and at
the moment his eyes were cold. Carter
Trelawny had been closer to his father
than are most men, and the old man’s
death had hit him hard. When Derek
Staaden of the Half Moon set a pewter
mug of ale in front of him, Trelawny
pushed it aside and nodded toward a
stone jug on the buffet behind the bar.

“Never mind the ale. Give me three
fingers of Monongahela, Derek!” he said.

The tavern keeper filled a measure with
the fiery brown liquor. “I was sorry to
hear about your father, Carter,” he said.

Trelawny’s dark face did not change.
“He had his heart set on returning to
the old country for his last years, and
the thing that really killed him was that
court decision that gave the Cornwall
estate to his cousin. It seems that we
Colonials cannot get justice in His Ma-
jesty’s courts!”

Young Trelawny’s voice was rasping
and grim. Staaden’s eyes flickered warn-
ingly at a group of scarlet-coated British
officers whq sat at a nearby table. At
that moment Lupus Van Horn’s voice
boomed out more loudly than ever as he
reached the climax of his argument.

“I tell you, gentlemen, that the people
of these Colonies will not endure the
present oppression of the mother country
for many years longer. Within our own
generation, Parliament will have to give
us what we want—or I don’t know what
will happen!”

“I'll tell you what will happen 1f they
don’t!” drawled a dry voice from some-
where across the room, “I'll tell you in
one word—war!”

There was a sudden silence in the tap-
room, a stillness that was dangerously
tense. The crackling of the logs on the
hearth seemed unnaturally loud. Then
came the sudden scrape of a chair on
the floor as one of the British officers
jumped to his feet.

“Who said that?” he demanded hotly,
but there was no answer. Derek Staaden
pounded on the bar with an empty mug.

“Please, gentles, no quarreling in my
tap room!” he rumbled, “There are still
twenty years in which everything may be
peacefully settled before that date of
1775 about which friend Van Horn is so
worried. With the French pushing south
and east again, we should think of the
common enemy instead of fighting among
ourselves. Come, gentles, a drink on
the house for everyone!”

HE tension had passed, the tap room
had returned to its normal atmos-
phere -of confused geniality. Staaden
wiped the sweat from his bald forehead
and went on about his business. Tre-
lawny crooked his finger to Staaden’s
colored boy to refill his glass of Mon-
ongahela, and then turned around to
stand with his back against the bar, so
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that he could look over the whole long
reach of the tap room.

It was a motley crowd that was clus-
tered there about the scarred tables, be-
neath the low beamed ceiling of the Half
Moow's front room. About half of the

patrons were solid burghers of Schenec-

tady in broadcloth or fustian, the sort of
men who would be seen in any similar
tap room in Albany or New York or
even Philadelphia, and there was a quartet
of British officers in scarlet and gold.
The rest were definitely men of the fron-
tier,  Forest-runners in fringed and
beaded buckskin rubbed elbows with back-
woods farmers in coarsely woven home-
spun. A pair of Oneida Indians sat
cross-legged. and motionless by the wall
in a far corner. A little teamster whose
face was hidden by his broad-brimmed
hat sat hunched over a drink he held in
one badly scarred hand, while his long
whip was thrust in his boot. The whole
motley crowd were talking all at once,
banging their mugs on the tables as they
talked, shaking long fingers under each
other’s noses as they drove a point home.
The smoke was so thick that it filled the
place with a bluish and strong scented
haze,

Carter Trelawny was already beginning
to feel the effects of the fiery liquor he
was gulping down, and he steadied him-
self by leaning against the bar. How-
ever—not even the high-proof Monon-
gahela whiskey could ease the grim
bitterness that plagued his mind. Per-
haps the courts in aloof and distant Lon-
don had thought they were acting fairly
when they gave the Trelawny estate to a
cousin, Perhaps they had not meant to
discriminate against a Colonial. But it
had certainly looked that way!

The red-coated officers were talking to-
sether as they sprawled arrogantly in
their chairs at the nearby table, and in a
sudden lull the words of a young subal-
tern came clearly to Carter Trelawny’s
ears.

“That affair at Fort Necessity last
summer proved that the Colonials make
poor soldiers,” he said. Trelawny’s
heavy black brows drew down in a sudden
frown, and he carefully replaced his

whiskey glass on the bar. = .
“Colonial troops can outfight the red-

coats any time!” he said in sharp tones.

The subaltern looked up with an oath,
and half rose from his chair. Then two
of his fellow officers pulled him back,
and the incident passed. A minute later
Trelawny felt a heavy hand fall on his
shoulder.

“Better guard your tongue, young fel-
ler,” a vaguely familiar voice said quietly,
“These military men have a powerful lot
of authority nowadays.” '

ARTER TRELAWNY was tall, but
the man who stood beside him was
head and shoulders taller. He wore the
fringed leather of a forest-runner, with
hunting-knife and war-hatchet sagging
from his wide belt, and his coonskin hat
was rakishly askew. It was hard to tell
the man’s age. His unkempt hair was
shot wtith gray, and his skin was so
leathered and toughened that he might
have been anywhere from forty to eighty.
“Name of Dave Ravenswood,” the man
said, and suddenly Trelawny realized why
his dry voice was familiar. It was the
one that had spoken from across the
room a little while before, promising war
if the treatment of the Colonies did not
change. “Go ahead and get drunk if you
like, young feller, since it's easy to see
that 1t’s what 1s in your mind, but don’t
go picking quarrels with men in uni-
form.”

“All right,” Trelawny said quietly.
Ravenswood called for another drink, but
after gulping it down he glanced around
the tap room with a sudden grimace of
distaste on his craggy face.

“Lord! I don’t see how you folk can
spend all your time in the settlements!
Two days of them fill my stomach.
Trapping’s over for the year now, so I'm
heading south where there’s talk of more
trouble in the Ohio country.”

“What kind of trouble?”

“Another attempt to push the Monseers
out of Fort Duquesne. I hear the King
has sent General Braddock and two regi-
ments of the Line to help the Colonial
troops. DBetter come along.”

For a moment Trelawny hesitated. In
his present mood, he was tempted to leave
everything behind and pull out with this

gangling woodsman. Then he shook his
head.
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“I guess I'd better stay in Schenec-
tady,” he said.

IT

N hour later, Carter Trelawny knew

that he had succeeded in getting
drunk. A lot of other things were very
hazy in his mind, but he was sure of that
fact. As he walked across the tap room
he had to hold tightly to chairs and
tables to keep from f{falling. Most of
the other patrons had gone, though the
pair of painted Oneidas still sat impassive
against the wall, and he saw the lanky
figure of Ravenswood bent over a table
as the frontiersman talked in low tones
with a pair of homespun farmers. Then
he stood alone in the back room.

This chamber was often used for pri-
vate parties. There had evidently been
one earlier in the evening, for an empty
punch bowl stood in the middle of the
table, and there were soiled mugs and
tobacco ashes scattered about, but the
room was deserted now. Fighting for
control against the mists of darkness that
were sweeping over him, Trelawny stood
gripping the edge of the table, and then
he looked up as one of the British officers
came into the room. It was the young
subaltern with whom he had nearly quar-
reled an hour before.

The officer himself had been drinking
heavily, and he lurched as he came for-
ward with a derisive sneer on his ruddy
face.

“Zounds, if it isn’t the young bumpkin
who thought the Colonials can fight!”
he muttered, “Damme, sir, I tell you to
your face that you men of the provinces
are a pack of cowards. . . .”

Trelawny struck out with all the power
of his hundred and eighty pounds. Luck
or fate guided his darting fist, and it
struck squarely on the officer’s. jaw. The
man went down with a crash, his head
landing on the hearth, and the impetus
of the blow threw Trelawny off balance
so that he, too, went down. All the
liquor he had drunk reached his brain
then, and for a few moments he lost
consciousness. . . .

Carter Trelawny knew that he could
not have been unconscious for more than
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a few seconds, for the British officer was
still stretched on the floor a few feet
away. A wide-eyed and frightened team-
ster was peering in the door. Trelawny
rose unsteadily to his feet, and shook his
head to clear it, and not till then did he
notice that a thin trail of blood was
crawling away from the officer’s head.
He bent down beside the fallen man—and
an instant later realized just what it was
that he now faced. The subaltern was
dead !

Half of the numbing cloak of drunk-
enness fell away from Trelawny then,
and his legs were steady as he rose
slowly to his feet. The officer’s head
must have been shattered when he struck
the hearth as he fell.

“Lord!” Trelawny said, and gulped a
few breaths of fresh air that was stream-
ing in an open window. The teamster
had vanished from the door, but now the
tall figure of Ravenswood filled the
portal.

“Quick!” the forest-runner muttered
after a single glance, “Out that window.
Hurry, man! Pull foot!”

“But . . . but I'd better wait,” Tre-
lawny said unsteadily. @ Ravenswood
gripped him by the elbow and shoved him
toward the ‘window. The woodsman’s
voice was a low hiss.

“You young fool, don’t you realize
they’ll hang you sure as hell for this?
No plea of self-defense in a quarrel
would ever save you after killing an
omcer. ‘BHurry!”

Ravenswood half pushed him out the
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