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Girl of the White Water Trail

By DAN CUSHMAN

Alone, Brynne Keefe dominated the fertile fishing grounds, a hard-fisted

ruler of the silver salmon empire. He scorned the weak. He broke the strong.

He was Power. It was not until he made his brag against Fate that he knew

terror in the dread scourge of a man’s shame . . . and the smashing force of
a woman’s fury.

Northwest Romances’ Feature Novel -

HE STEAMBOAT Mary Gaddes
hesitated at Cape March to take on

a pilot before heading into the reef-

filled waters of Tuya Inlet. Winter mist,

like strips of torn gray crepe, drifted down
from the illimitible spruce forests of the
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Alaskan coast, and the Mary Gaddes
moaned her whistle to warm off stray hali-
but trollers as she groped her way through
the dishwater sea.

A short man, leaning on the rail, growled :

“Why in hell didn’t they build the town
back on the cape?”

He wasn’t actually speaking to anyone,
but the tall, clean-limbed young man
standing next to him answered,

“Don’t blame the people who built Ket-
chanka. Blame the salmon. You never
know what course they’ll take through
these islands, but they run strong along
the shore farther in. That’s why the can-
neries were built up there.”

“You seem to be acquainted here.”
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The young man nodded. For some rea-
son, these words, intended as an opening
wedge for conversation, had the opposite
effect. He drew his lips tight in silence as
he looked across the cold sea.

Yes, Tim Calloway was acquainted.
After four years, he was going home—to
Ketchanka, scene of his family’s glory, and
its desolation.

Tim Calloway was going back to renew
old acquaintances. Especially one old ac-
quaintance. He was going back to even a
score with Brynne Keefe—“King Salmon
Keefe,” as he was known to every Swede
seiner, bohunk trap man, and gut-fingered
Chink that made his living in the Alaskan
fish business.

Gunfire whanged out from the shanty doorway, cutting the night with a yellow powder trail.
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4 NORTHWEST ROMANCES

The forested line of Dog Island slipped
past to starboard, and the Mary Gaddes
heeled over a trifle as she swung to miss
- the Blunderbobs—a set of rocks over which
the ingoing tide rushed with a streak of
white froth. :

The mist strung away. A headland moved
past, and Tim Calloway’s pulse quickened.
In a moment now he would see the red,
sheet-metal roof of Gallway, his father’s
old cannery. There would be a Ilevel
stretch of coast, and five miles tarther the
extensive buildings of the Alaska-Blue
Star Company, the smaller docks of Olson
Packing, and finally the town of Ketchanka
lying in three terraces along the hillside.

For the moment he forgot the desire for
revenge that had pulled him back to this
place. He seemed to be a boy agamn. In
his imagination he once more stood with
his father on the deck of the old steam
auxiliary Norcoss, arriving well ahead of
the supply ship to ready Gallway for the
season’s salmon run,

HE headland moved by, and there was

Gallway—the same sheet-metal roofs,
the China shacks, the floating dock cov-
ered with ice. A little older, perhaps, but
still the same. As the boat swung farther
around the point, his eye fell on something
tHat caused him to stiffen. There was a
couple of floating fish traps, each bearing
the blue and white six-point star of Alaska-
Blue Star, raising their criss-cross super-
structures from Cabbage Point.

“What’s the matter, son?” asked the
short man.

“Those traps with the blue stars—they’re
on Calloway fishing grounds.”

“Not any more, I reckon. The Callo-
ways are gone. Old Pat’s dead. That no-
good son of his that quarreled with him
shipped as a common sailor, You can bet
King Salmon Keefe ain’t the kind to let
good trap locations go to waste after they’re
abandoned.”

“That one’s not abandoned.”

4 N O1 ‘pﬂ'

“No. I have it on good authority that
his no-good son is on his way back to take
over!”

The salmon season was still a consider-
able distance away, but there were enough
halibut trollers tied at Ketchanka’s docks
to make a considerable racket with horns

and whistles when the Mary Gaddes came
in sight and plowed the four-mile stretch
of deep water to her moorings at the North-
ern Transportation dock.

Tim stood there, his dufflbag be31de him,
looking over the crowd which had gathered.
They were winterers mainly, for those
birds of passage, the salmon laborers, were
still being rounded up from the flophouses
and Chinatowns of Vancouver, Seattle and
San Francisco. There were many faces
among these winterers that Tim recognized
—faces from Fish Alley, from Cutler
Street, and from the mansions of Nob
Hill, all rubbing shoulders in this single
group.

Brynne Keefe was not there.

In a way, Tim was relieved. Although
he had had four months to think about it
—all the way from Singapore to Frisco,
and here—he still did not know what he
would do when he met Brynne Keefe face
to face. :

He tossed his duffle over his supple

shoulder and strode down the plank.

He was lithe and strong in his move-
ments. He was not handsome, but there
was something about his square jaw, his
snub nose, and his cool, sea-green eyes
that made women pause and look at him
—women from the line on Fish Alley, and
salmon duchesses from the mansions on
Nob Hill,

Their eyes were on him now, but if he
noticed he gave no sign. He walked
straight on, carrying his heavy dufflebag as
though it were filled with straw. He headed
directly for a huge Norwegian and dropped
his duffle a step or two away.

“Yahr” asked the Norseman.

“Don’t you recognize me, Olaf?”’

Olaf reared up straight at sound of the
voice, “By golly, aye know those Callo-
way voice anywhere! Tim Calloway, sure
enough! Aye skal tell them damn Blue
Star seiners, ‘You wait! Tim Calloway
coom back. Maybe he have pocket full
green money, too. Maybe he start up Gall-
way.” One big year with salmon run like
old day—one big pack, yah, and old Gall-
way skal show those Alaska-Blue Star
bloodsuckers, by yingos! You have plenty
money, yah?”

“I've got about twenty dollars.”

Olaf cursed in Norwegian. “Yah, aye
bane yust damn fool. Aye t’ink the old



GIRL OF THE WHITE WATER TRAIL | 5

days coom back. Aye close my eyes and
see Gallway seiners dump tons fish. Just
like silver in summer sun. Aye see trap
~spiller full. Aye hear old cannery line
clamp-clamp like old days, but—"

“I'll open Gallway, Olaf.”

Olaf shook his head sadly. His huge
hands, brittle, and turned hard as horse’s
hoof from salt water, dropped in sur-
render.

“No. You bane young. You have big
dream. But Olaf has seen! Olaf knows no
broke man can beat Brynne Keefe and
those damn Blue Star people.”

“My -father got here broke.”

‘{Yah-!,

Big Olaf said just that one word, but
its meaning was plain, He did not consider
Tim the equal of his father. Olaf had been
his father’s foreman for fifteen years.
When Tim quarreled with his father, Olat
had taken the old man’s part, but afterward
he almost got himself fired trying to smooth
it over. '

“Where is he buried, Olaf?”

“Old Pat? Aye don’t know. Nobody
know. In those cold gray sea, aye guess.
He go out to fight those Blue Star pirate
and yust never coom back.”

“Is Brynne Keefe around town?”

“Yah.” He reached a massive hand to
Tim’s shoulder. “Aye don’t think you bet-
ter see Brynne Keefe. Aye tank you better
wait. You better think.”

“Where does he hang out?”

“You skal—"

“I asked where he hung out.”

“Yah. You bane like your old father,
Aye never could argue with him, neither,
You know Silver Salmon Hotel? Aye
guess she’s built since you left. Every din-
ner time almost he coom down there.
Brynne, and his boy, Tallant, and Tallant’s
girl, that Miss Hartman—by jimminy, she’s
pretty like anything—"

“Is  the Silver Salmon up on Cutler
Street ?”

“Yah. Don’t you start no trouble now—"

“I'll see you at the wharf tomorrow
morning. We’ll take a run out to Gallway.”

THE Silver Salmon was a two-story
log structure fragrant of freshly sawed

spruce. Inside, on the first floor, was one
of those hotel dining and drinking rooms
typical of frontier Alaska.

Two men were shaking dice at a small
bar in one corner of the room while the
bartender, a former pug named Kid Mundt,
served as referee.

One of the men was a skipper of a
halibut troller. He was fresh from the sea,
still wearing his hip boots. The other was
a small cannery operator by the name of
Jack Queens.

Queens looked at Tim for a moment as
though trying to recall his face. It was
something of a shock when Queens failed
to recognize him. Four years is not long—
but 1n Tim’s instance it was the difference
between being a boy and a man.

Kid Mundt set out a bottle and glass
as a matter of course. Tim tossed down a
twenty-dollar gold piece, and Kid Mundt
made change without taking his eyes from
the dice cubes.

Tim dribbled a few drops of liquor into
the glass, and stood looking around the
room. There was a kitchen with a swing-
ing door and a peep-hole, half a dozen
tables along the far wall. In democratic
frontier Alaska, such places were common
domain for men and women, and for all
classes.

“Brynne Keefe been around?” he asked.

Kid Mundt looked up, his eyes dull and
piglike between his big cauliflower ears.
He acted like he’d just a little rather look
at a man’s pedigree before telling him
about the great Keefe.

- “No,” he finally answered. “But he’ll
be here, I suppose.”

Jack Queens was looking at him again.
Tim smiled to himself, wondering if the
man would recognize him at all. He’d have
introduced himself if it hadn’t been for
the others. He didn’t want to advertise
his arrival. It wouldn’t have surprised him
if Keefe owned an interest in the Silver
Salmon, and this has-been pug was one of
his strong boys.

“I understand Tallant’s in town,” re-
marked the halibuter.

Queens nodded. Tallant was Keefe’s only
son. Tim had known him as"a handsome,
irresponsible boy there in Ketchanka.

Tim strolled over to a table by the wall
where he could watch the entire room.
Jack Queens finished his dice and walked
across toward Tim’s chair. He was a small
man, this Jack Queens, but there was some-
thing about him that indicated power.
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“You're Tim Calloway,” he said with
a level look from his gray eyes.

“I wondered if you'd recognize me,”
Tim said, standing to shake hands.

“You've changed, lad. You've changed
a whole hell of a lot. When you left here
you were a kid with a deck of cards where
your brain should have been. But you're
a man now.”

“I’ll try to act like one.”

“Forget it—what I said about thz cards.
Hell, we all make mistakes—your dad as
well as anyone. He wanted you awful bad
after they got him crowded to the wall.”

“Brynne Keefe got him, didn’t he?”

Jack Queens shrugged. “Your dad knew
what he was up against. Keefe had him
where he wanted him and made an offer.
Your dad told him to go to hell. The sal-
mon run was poor here in the inlet, but the
traps along the shore were doing well. He
thought they’d pull him through, but Keefe
was ahead of him. He had a dozen semers
out there pirating the fish. There was a tip
came through that Keefe was going to lift
that Cape Main trap, and your dad and
four Swedes went out to stop him. They
were never heard of again.”

“And Keefe?”

“Keefe was inside this very room when
it happened. Hell, lad, he hires the dirty
-work done for him.”

“I heard they fought here in the street.”

“Your dad and Keefe? Sure. They
fought with their fists, but Keefe was too
young. What do you plan when Keefe
comes in?”’

“l don’t know.” It was the truth. He
still hadn’t decided.

Queens reached beneath Tim’s coat and
lifted the six shooter that he carried there
in a halfbreed holster. “Not this, son.”

“Keefe killed my—"

“Draw this and you’ll go out through
the door feet first. They don’t call him
King Salmon for nothing.”

There was a brittle note in Tim’s voice
when he asked, “What would you have
me do—put my tail between my legs and
take the next boat outside?”

“No. Not that. You can stay and fight
along on a shoestring. You still have Gall-
way. It’s as much as I have, even if it i1s
mortgaged. Yes, I'm still running my lt-
tle one-line cannery down by the mission.
Five traps, a seiner and a tender. The run

is spotty there, but I get by. I won’t pre-
tend I'm too tough for Keefe., Just too
small. He hasn’t bothered with me yet. I
expect an offer from him this year, how-
ever.”

“And then what?”

“Why, I'll take it—"" Queens pointed a
finger at his temple and crooked his thumb
like a gun hammer falling “—or else. By
the way, your dad did will you what was
left, didn’t he?”

Tim nodded. He had a mortgaged can-
nery, a string of excellent trapsites with
the traps washed away, and an old Vic-
torian house upon Nob Hill.

He asked, “Are you going to take that
offer when he makes it ?”

“lI haven’t—quite—decided.”

Jack Queens leaned back, holding his
whisky glass with the liquor untouched,
looking at Tim Calloway. He appraised his
fine shoulders, his lithe waist, the strong
cut of his features. He wondered about
the spirit beneath. He wondered if it was
the fighting spirit of old Pat Calloway—a
spirit that had taken a few hundred spruce
poles, some second-hand webbing, and with
these had built a salmon empire equal to
the Nortland’s best.

The room filled up as dinner time ap-
proached. Half a dozen men were at the
bar. A merchant came in with his wife and
daughter, They ordered dinner, and sat
waiting. '

There was a clatter outside the door—
then a voice that sent a shock through Tim
Calloway’s body. It had been four years
since he heard that voice—but there was
no doubting it. It was the sonorous, well-
modulated voice of Brynne Keefe.

I1

IM half rose and looked across the
room beneath the gasoline hanging
lamps. He expected to see Keefe come
through that open door, but instead he was
looking into the eyes of a girl.
She was not more than twenty, yet in

- spite of her youth, and her slim loveli-

ness, there was something mature and cer-
tain about her, as though she had been
given wisdom beyond mere years. She met
Tim’s eyes, and she half smiled. It was
as though somewhere they had met before.

With an effort, the girl took her eyes
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from Tim and turned to say something
to the people who followed.

A tall, good looking woman of thirty-
five came in, next Tallant Keefe wearing
the football emblem of the University of
Washington, and after him, suave, massive
and straight as one of the great cedar trees
of the coastal forests—DBrynne Keefe.

They walked across to a table that was
set for them. Keefe paused behind the
chair of the elder woman, waiting for her
to drop her black fox wrap from her shoul-
ders.

“That’s Gertrude Lovilard —of the
stage,” said Queens. “Mrs. Keefe now.
The first one divorced him, you know.”

Tim nodded. He noticed that Tallant
was bending over the younger woman. It
irked him, though he felt no real hatred
for Tallant as he did for his father.

T1im stood up.

“Take it easy, son,”
him.

His action attracted the eyes of Brynne
Keefe. Keefe moved suddenly in his chair.
No one else had recognized Tim — but
Keefe did. He stood on those mighty legs
of his, and strode across the room.

“Hello, Calloway,” he said.

Calloway! The name seemed to cut the
air of the room, freezing conversation.
The men at the bar stood with their drinks
poised, staring.

Keefe did not glance to right or left.
He seemed to be reading the temper of his
man as he advanced. _

Keefe smiled, showing his strong teeth.
He had personality, and dominance. It
stood out now. It suddenly made Tim feel
small, although he came within a hali-
inch of Keefe’s own height.

Keefe extended his hand—a powerful,
well-formed hand. Like manicured steel.
Tim ignored the hand, and thereby, with-
out saying a word, delivered the supreme
insult of the North country.

Keefe let his hand fall to his side and
paused a step away, only the slight trem-
bling of his eyelids telling the fury that
consumed him. Never, in his years in the
North, had a man refused his handshake.
He knew everyone there had noticed and
now were wondering what he would do.
A man at the bar dropped a whisky glass.
The sound of it, smashing against the rail,
was like a rifle shot through the tense

Queens said to

room. Tallant shifted in his chair, smiling
curiously. The girl’s eyebrows were pinched
in a troubled frown.

Tim Calloway spoke, “Hello, Keefe.”
Then, in reference to the handshake,
“There’s no need of being hypocritcal.”

“Why, that’s right, Calloway. There’s
no use at all.”

Keefe smiled a little, drawing his thin
lips tight. He shifted a trifle from one
foot to the other. “You’'ve come here look-
ing for it, haven’t you?”

Tim started to answer, but with the un-
expected speed of a striking copperhead
Keefe’s fist lashed out.

Tim had no chance to catch the blow.
No chance to ride with it. The fist con-
nected with the force of a sledge, driving
him back across a chair that collapsed into
a heap of twisted rungs beneath his weight.

Ordinarily a fight in the Silver Salmon
would have brought Kid Mundt around
the bar with his sap, but with Keefe a
party to 1it, the situation was different.
Mundt merely stood there, staring.

Tim rolled over and found his way to
one arm, shaking his head groggily. He
made it back to his feet.

“You've had enough?” asked Keefe.

Tim did not answer. Instead he set him-
self and swung a looping left. Keefe

dropped his head in time to take it high
on the cheek.

HERE was a whiplash snap in the
blow that rocked Keefe for a second.
He recovered, set himself, and once more
swung that sledgehammer right. '

Tim took it and lashed back. It was ex-
actly what Keefe expected. He doubled,
ramming Tim with his hip, pivoted, and
came up like a released trap spring, driv-
ing his elbow to the pit of Tim’s stomach.

The blow was devastating. It would have
taken the guts out of a weaker man. There
was a chance that it might have beaten Tim
Calloway, but Keefe, in the supreme fury
of the moment, did not wait to see.

His hand flashed from the holster be-
neath his coat with a short-barrelled, heavy
revolver.

Jack Queens leaped from his chair,
shouting, “He’s unarmed! I have—"

But Keefe did not intend to shoot. He
held the gun in the palm of his hand, then,
while Tim was still reeling, sick from the
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stomach blow, Keefe drove the gun to the
side of his skull.

Tim hit the floor on hands and knees.
Blood oozed from the gun bruise and
smeared across his cheek.

Keefe seemed to be fighting to hold
himself back. Had he been in some other
place he would have beaten in the skull of
- this pup who had insulted him, but he was
in Ketchanka’s best restaurant. His wife
of three months was watching, so was his
son, and Eva Hartman, his son’s future
wife . . .

So he balanced there, but his rage was
too much for him. He leaped forward—

The concussion of a gun rocked the
room. It made him stop at the crest of his
swing. Jack Queens was facing him with a
45 calibre revolver leveled. A little flicker
of dust arose where the bullet had torn
the floor.

“Put it away, Keefe,” Queens said, his
voice calm, :

Keefe started down with the gun as
though he intended to use it anyway, but
Tallant ran across the room and jerked him

around.
“Dad, for God’s sake! Use your head.

You might have killed the poor fellow.”

Brynne Keefe trembled a moment, then
he was himself again—once more the mas-
ter of his emotions.

“Nonsense, son. I was merely teaching
him a lesson.”

He turned and met the eyes of the
women at his table. “It’s nothing,” he
smiled. “Come, this is Alaska, you know.”

His wife who had been Gertrude Lovil-
lard of the stage grabbed up a bottle of
cordial that had been waiting on the table
and poured herself a stiff one. “Sweet Rob-
ert Fitzsimmons!” she muttered, downing
it,

Eva Hartman stood beside her chair,
staring at the bleeding form of Tim Callo-
way with fixed terror.

“Here, help me with him,” Tallant said.

“You get the hell away,” growled Jack
Queens.

Tallant shrugged. “I was just trying to
help.”

‘PWe don’t need the help of any damned
Keefe.”

“The sins of the fathers!” smiled Tal-
lant striding back to his table in a light-
hearted manner. He said to the girl, “Why,

=
I’'ve always liked the bounder. Gone trout-
ing with him a dozen times when we were
kids. Say! what’s the trouble, Eva? You
look—"’

“Take me home!”

“But come, this is dad’s evening. You're
not going to let a little—"

““Take me home!”

“Take her home, Tallant,” said Brynne
Keefe.

Tim Calloway sat in a chair by the wall
and allowed Jack Queens to swab off his
slit scalp, Aside from a little, buzzing head-
ache, he didn’t feel so bad. He watched
Tallant Keefe help the girl put on her
wrap. He noticed that her fingers trembled
as she fastened the buttons.

“Good night, my dear,” Brynne Keefe
said, bowing with a slight inclination of
his head.

Tim couldn’t tell whether she answered
him. She walked to the door with Tallant,
then she paused and once more met Tim’s
eyes. He smiled a little, and to his sur-
prise she gave him a smile in return.

“Eva Hartman, you say?’ he asked.

“Yes. She came here with her uncle,
James P, Hartman last year., He’s U. S.
Commissioner. Tallant came up from the
States to reline his pockets out of the old
man’'s bank account and hasn’t left since.
I hear it will be a June wedding.”

“June,” said Tim, “is a damned long
way off.”

“It’s not too long if you’re planning te
put Gallway into operation.”

“How about you? Are you going to sell
when Keefe makes that offer ?”

“I'll be damned if I will. Tim, I’ve been
thinking it over, and I'd like mighty well
to ride along with you.”

“Partnership? You'd be getting the
worst of it. What do I have? No cash,
nothing but—"

“You have the finest cannery site on the
coast of Alaska. You have the best trap
locations. You have those, lad, through
right of precedence, and the commissioner
will have to protect you in it, no matter
who’s marrying his niece. Me—I have a
little, one-line cannery in going condition.
Neither of us could fight hard enough by
ourselves to muss Keefe’s hair, but to-
gether—well, T have lots of faith in that
Calloway fighting spirit,”

“Why, then it’s a deal, Jack.”
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And there, beneath the eyes of Brynne
Keefe, they shook hands on it.

HE buildings of Gallway were long,

dim and dank. Expensive cannery ma-
chinery stood uncovered, gathering dust
and corrosion. Tim spent most of next
day poking around the old plant. Toward
evening he went out to the floating whart
where his rowboat was tied. He was wait-
ing for Olaf to come from his inspection
of the fish elevator when he heard the
put-put of a little outboard motor, and
after a moment of looking located a boat
cutting the chop-waves from the direction
of Ketchanka.

The boat came straight to the float, the
motor stopped, and the craft rubbed against
the ice-crusted boards. He was surprised
to see that the single occupant of the boat
was a girl—Eva Hartman,

“I'm Eva Hartman,” she said, smiling.
She had been beautiful the night before,
but she was even more beautiful now in
her black slicker, and the sou’wester be-
neath which her dark hair fell in wavy
profusion, sparkling with droplets of spray
in the evening light. '

“And I’'m Tim Calloway,” he answered.

“Yes, I know. I was out bounding
around in my walnut shell and saw some-

body over here, so I thought I'd wheel

around to see who it was.”

He knew well enough her coming had
not been accident, but he did not let on.

There was an uncomfortable little pause.
The girl stood near the edge of the float,
a troubled frown gathering her eyebrows.

“I wanted to tell you I was sorry for
what happened last night, I consider Mr.
Keefe’'s treatment of you inexcusable.”

Tim shrugged. “I would have treated
him the same.”

“No,” she said simply, “you wouldn’t.”
Then she added, “Tallant was sorry for
what happened, too.” 3

She didn’t say anything about Tallant
being her future husband, but he noticed
the large, square-cut diamond solitaire on
the third finger of her left hand.

“Tallant would like to be your friend,”

she added.

He wondered if Tallant had sent her out
there., There was another pause, so he re-
marked,

“I was just going over the old place—

seeing whether it was all here.” He pointed
at the trapsites over at Cabbage Point, “I
see there are a couple of Blue Star floaters
on my water, Either the Keefes or my-
self will have to move them some day.”

He said it deliberately so she would
carry the word back to Tallant, but as soon
as the words had left his mouth he knew
she would say nothing to him.

“I understood those trap sites had been
abandoned.”

“Did your uncle tell you that?”

“Yes,” she said simply. -

Olaf was still not in sight, so Tim showed
her through the cannery. When they came
out, twilight was settling, Their ears picked
up the hum of a launch motor from the
direction of Blue Star village.

Eva seemed to recognize the sound of
that motor. It made her nervous. A search-
light swept the edge of the float and came
to rest on the two of them standing there.
A gray launch came in from the gloom,
water roaring in its stern as the propeller
was reversed.

A tall, graceful young man hopped out. -
The man was Tallant Keefe.

“Eval! you devil! So you ran out on me.”
He turned, smiling handsomely at Tim.
“Tim, old man! I should carry on the
family battle, and ¥ would if you weren’t
such a capital fellow!”

Tallant’s restless eyes sparkled while he
talked. He seemed to have no hard feel-
ings toward Tim.

“You'll never guess how I found out
she followed you. The clerk at the Silver
Salmon told me she came in there asking
for Mr. Timothy Calloway. Imagine, ask-
ing for you, and starting a scandal, So, I
put one and one together. Result, two!
Then I came here.”

Eva bit her underlip. It made her seem
to be a fool after her story of just chancing
to come along. |

Tim said evenly, “I think Miss Hart-
man dislikes the idea of enmities existing:.
She thought maybe she could smooth it
over.” |

She shot him a thankful glance. The ex-
planation saved her in the eyes of both
men—and after all it was about half: true.

Tallant said, “Tim, I don’t like it either.,
Let me say I didn’t care for dad’s treat-
ment of you. Lord, man! The person never

came north of fifty-four that could stand
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up against the fists of my father. He
shouldn’t have let you had it quite as hard
as he did.”

“You’re a considerate lad, Tallant,” Tim
answered, dryly.

“Sure. He shouldn’t have bashed you
like that. I'd hate to trade punches with
him myself, and I dare say I'd be a match
for you. I was in the national A.A.U.
heavyweight semi-finals, you know.” Tal-
lant was not above spreading his feathers
for Eva. He swaggered a little, for not
every young man is the scion of a salmon
king like Brynne Keefe. “Tim, we were
always good friends in the old days. 1
told Eva when I kissed her goodnight—"

“Tallant!”

“Oh come, now, girl! I believe it’s cus-
tomary for a fellow to kiss his future wife
goodnight!”

She had not referred to her engagement
to Tallant. Tim could tell that it irked her
when Tallant mentioned it. He wondered
why, not imagining that his own cleanly
formed face and honest eyes might have
anything to do with it.

ALLANT went on, “Listen, now. 1’'m

not horning in on your business, Tim.
I don’t know why you came here, why
you were talking with Jack Queens, or
why you are out looking at this rust heap
tonight. But if you’re planning to buck
my dad and cut him out of part of this
season’s salmon run, for God’s sakes get
the idea out of your head. He’s mad as a
hornet already. If you try to open Gallway,
he’ll slap you into the sea. I tried to argue
with him this morning—stuck up for you
just for old time’s sake, but it didn’t do a
bit of good—"

“Thanks, Tallant. You’re considerate.
. But I'll take measures for my own safety.”

“Fine! I thought you’d come around to
my way of thinking. Tell you what, Tim.
I’ll talk to him again and see if I can get
him to make you a good, generous offer
for this cannery. After all—”

“Have him make it an extremely good
offer, Tallant!” Tim said, his ‘eyes bright
from the humor of the situation,

“I will. That is—"

“Because Gallway is #not for sale.”

“Tim, for—"

“And while you’re talking to him,™tell
him to get those fish traps off my water

over on Cabbage Point or he’ll wake up
some morning and find them riding the tide
out by Cape March.”

The exuberance drained from Tallant’s
manner. He stood straight and handsome,
looking at Tim with mingled curiosity and
admiration. It was such a look as a visitor
might give to a madman who showed signs
of genius.

“Tim. I have to hand it to you. You
have nerve. You’re a fool, but you have
nerve. I dread to think what’s going to
happen to you.” He turned, laughing to
himself, and held out his hand for Eva.
“Come, my wandering princess! Hop
aboard. We mustn’t make the pater wait
dinner for us.”

Big Olaf came out and stood watching
as the launch pulled away.

“Aye think you bane talk too much,
Tim. Now ol’ Pat, he don’t say nothin’ he
won’t do, and—"

“You mean what I said about the traps?
Hell, Olaf, you wouldn’t expect me to
cut them loose without warning, would
you?r” '

“Yumpin yeehosophat!” Olaf whacked
his salt-crusted pants and roared, “By
yimminy, you would cut them trap loose,
Aye tank we skal have geude fight!”

IT1

COWUPLE of days later Tim Callo-

way was directing a crew of winter-
ers in their task of oil-polishing the iron
chinks and other machinery at Gallway,
when an Aleut came over to deliver a
message. It was from James P. Hartman
asking him to call that evening to discuss
a matter of importance.

Tim paddled over to Ketchanka, arriv- -
ing shortly after dark. He tied his skiff
under the public dock and climbed the
hatch which led directly to that portion of
town known as Fish Alley.

Fish Alley was a double line of shacks
and dives, fairly quiet now, but hell on
wheels when the hordes of unruly can-
nery laborers arrived in the latter part of
spring.

Someone had mushed in from the back
country with a string of malemutes which
were resting on their bellies, blocking the
way. Tim started to circle them, and in
so doing almost ran against Tallant Keefe,
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Tallant had been drinking, and on his arm

was one of the gals from the Red Feather
honkeytonk.,

Tim would have spoken and walked on,
but Tallant collared him,

“Tim, you won'’t say anything about this
if you happen to see Eva!”

“Of course not. What do you take me
for?”

Tim went on up the alley, past gambling
houses, and saloons, and honkeytonks un-
til he passed the last scattering buildings
and sighted the government house sitting
on a rocky eminance surrounded by dark,
pendant-branched hemlocks. He mounted
the stone steps, and was shown to Hart-
man’s office by an old Chinese in thick-
soled slippers.

Hartman stood up to greet him. He was
a distinguished-looking man, white haired,
with straight, thin lips.

“Calloway! I'm glad to know you. Knew
your father, and I can see the family re-
semblance. Yes indeed !”

Hartman sat down and kept nervously
~ opening and closing his glass case.

“Ah—Calloway, it has come to my atten-
tion that you are threatening to destroy
certain salmon traps that are owned by
Alaska-Blue Star. Now, previous to my
coming here, there was considerable, well,
rough stuff, and—"

“Whoever told you I intended to de-
stroy Blue Star property was misin-
formed.”

“Oh?” said Hartman, lifting his eye-
brows.

“Yes. It just happened that Blue Star
trespassed on Gallway fishing grounds.
They towed a couple of floating traps to
Cabbage Point and anchored them there. I
consider them abandoned property. I in-
tend to cut them freeswith the tide to make
room for traps of my own.”

Hartman looked serious, snapping his
glasses case harder than before. “Ah—
Calloway. The way you describe your act
makes little difference. Aren’t you, by the
act of cutting these traps free, actually de-
stroying Alaska-Blue Star property just as
I said?”

Tim smiled, “I believe that is something
the United States courts will have to de-
cide.”

Hartman slammed the case down on his

desk. “Are you threatening to carry the
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case over my head even before hearing my
judgment on the matter ?”’

“Yes. Because I can tell right now what
your judgment will be.”

“You think I'm going to tell you Cab-
bage Point is Blue Star grounds through
abandonment ?”

“You can’t, because my father fished on
it last year. You are going to take the mat-
ter under advisement and investigate. While
you're investigating, Blue Star will pack
the Cabbage Point run.”

Tim knew by the flush of anger which
mounted in Hartman’s face that he had
guessed correctly.

“I warn you, Calloway, if you cut those
traps loose—"

“Was that all Keefe asked you to see
me about?” Tim asked, rising to go.

“Leave my office!” cried Hartman,
pointing to the door with a trembling
finger. |

Tim nodded and stepped out just as Eva
was coming down the stairs.

It was quite dark, but he could see her
by the slim shadow she made. A ray of
light from somewhere brought to life a
needle-sharp reflection from the ring on
her left hand.

“Tim! Was it about Cabbage Point ?”

iiYes‘.‘H |

“You're angry because I told him?”

“Why should I be? I mentioned it in-
tentionally to bring it to Keefe’s attention,
I don’t like to strike without warning.” |

“You mean you thought I'd carry it
to Keefe ?”

“Hold on! I thought no such thing. I
told it to Tallant—remember ?”

A picture of Tallant flashed up as he
had seen him a few minutes before—full
of “moose milk” with a hussy on his arm.
He felt suddenly sorry for this girl. Tal-
lant would be a hell of a husband.

Eva walked with him to the front door.
She paused there, as though she did not
want him to leave so soon.

“I'm sorry I told uncle. I thought he
would see you were in the right.”

“Then you think I'm in the right?”

“Of course I do.”

HEY heard the slap-slap of Chinese
slippers, and the old houseman came
as far as the bend of the hall, holding a

lamp aloft.
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“Ho!” he said, retreating when he saw
the two of them there.

He was gone, but not so quickly that
Tim failed to notice the ring gone from
Eva’s finger. | ‘

“Why did you take off your ring?” he
asked.

She moved with sudden, guilty surprise.

“The ring ?”

“You had-it on when you came down the
stairs.”

She stood very still, her head bent. Her
masses of dark, waving hair well over her
shoulders. It was fragrant of salt breeze
and evergreen.

“You didn’t feel that you could wear
the ring and be honest with yourself?” he
asked.

“What do you mean ?”
He did not answer. Instead, he reached

out and closed his hands on her shoulders.
She seemed almost fragile. She made no
move to free herself. Suddenly, with an
impulsive movement, he drew her close to
him. She fought to free herself, but his
strength made her efforts seem puny. He
held her close for a moment, then he bent
and kissed her on the lips.

A feeling of shame swept over him. He
started to release her—then he realized she
was not fighting against him any more.
She was clinging to him, her cheek pressed
‘against the front of his rough, woolen
shirt,

She looked up and whispered his name.

She pronounced it differently than be-
fore—a new meaning in her voice. The
sensation of hearing it was warm and elec-
tric. He started to say something, but he
heard Hartman moving around in his office.
The girl started guiltily. |

“Please go. If he sees us it would only
cause trouble.”

‘“Promise me one thing.”

“What ?”’

“Promise that you won’t wear that ring
again.”

“I promise!”

“T’'ll see you—"

“You hadn’t better come here.”

I"But__!! ,

“I’ll come to you, at Gallway. Tomorrow,
I take a spin every day on the inlet.”

He opened the door and went outside.
It was frosty with a breeze coming from
the great snowfields of the Coastal Range,
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but he walked all the way to the public
docks before he noticed that his cap was
rolled up and stuffed in his pocket.

He found Jack Queens’ boat tied up be-
side his, so instead of going back to Gall-
way, he climbed the hill to the Silver Sal-
mon. Jack Queens was there, as he ex-
pected, getting his evening exercise with
the dice box.

In a few minutes Brynne Keefe came
in with a stranger dressed in his “Seattle
clothes.” Keefe passed by without glanc-
ing at Tim, escorting his guest to a private
room in the rear. An hour or so passed
when a babble of excited voices sounded
from the street.

The door was booted open uncere-
moniously, and Tallant Keefe strode in
with a dozen men at his heels.

The men were from Fish Alley, mostly
—the type who would fasten themselves
on anybody with money to spend for
booze. In Tallant’s case, they had evidently
been promised a little excitement, too.

Tallant paused, getting his eyes used to
the light. He’d been drinking enough to
heighten the natural arrogance of his na-
ture, but he was not drunk.

“Well, so there you arel” He walked

up to Tim with a fine, muscular swing of
his shoulders.

“What do you want, Tallant?”

INSTEAD of answering the question
directly, Tallant pointed to him and
said, “There’s the brave cannery operator !
Look at him! I tried to save his hide be-
cause I felt sorry for him—and what did
he do? He saw me coming across the street
with a Venus from down in Fish Alley,
and ran right straight and told Eva Hart-
man about—" -

“Don’t mention Eva’s name again!”

The words were not spoken loudly, but
they had a quality that cut like a saw
through Tallant’s denunciation.

“Now he__ tells me I can’t even mention
her name—"

“Tallant—"" started Kid Mundt.

“Stay back there where you belong,
ears!” The Fish Alley crowd snickered at
this reference to Kid Mundt’s cauliflowers.
“Im going to tell this would-be cannery-
man what he is.”

Tallant thereupon proceeded to mouth
a string of vile names,
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“Keep still!” Tim held his temper, “I
don’t like to pop a drunken man.”

“I'll show you how drunk I am!”

Tallant weaved swiftly forward, lashing
with his left hand.

He was a college athlete. He had fought
~ with his boxing team in the Olympic elim-
inations, and he knew how to handle him-
self. But Tim had had a training of a sort,
too, although his college had been the fore-
castle of a steam auxiliary on the Oriental
run, and his opponents, recruited from the
waterfronts of the world, had heard of
Harvard, Yale and Notre Dame nowhere
except in the football lotteries.

So, when that left snaked out with a
snap developed by punching the light bag,
Tim rode with it, countered, shifted, and
came over with a right that shook Tallant’s
teeth. : |

Tallant was put on his heels for a sec-
ond. He tried to bob low and come up with
a left hook. He made the mistake of tele-
graphing the move. He bent, but Tim fol-
lowed him down with an overhand right.

Tallant sprawled on the floor. He reeled
up, pawing with his left hand. Tim brushed
it away, hesitated a fraction of a second
for timing, and delivered a right-hand blow
that smashed Tallant to the floor.

He whirled in time to face Kid Mundt

who was running around the end of the
bar with his sap. |

Mundt had been a pug, although never
a very good one, and he was too fat now.
He saw the fist on its way as he hesitated
there, his sap lifted high. He tried to re-
treat, but it was too late. He went down
as though struck by a pike pole.

Brynne Keefe had heard the excitement
in his private room. He hurried out and
drew up sharply at the sight of his son
sprawled cheek down among the cigar
stubs on the floor. He turned and looked
at Tim, his face draining of color.

“You were afraid of me, so you picked
on my son!”

His voice was brittle as broken ice.

Tim answered, “Your son came here
looking for it, and he found it. Why don’t
you take him home ?”

It was evident that Keefe considered
Tallant a moral weakling, so Tim took a
primitive delight in saying the words which
could only add to his fury.

. “You're ashamed of him, aren’t you?”
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Keefe started forward, and then he
seemed to realize that Tim was trying to
egg him on and resume the battle where it
had been left off a few nights before.

“Why don’t .you have that hoodlum ar-
rested ?” asked the man in Seattle clothes,
pointing to Tim.,

Sound of his voice seemed to give Keefe
a better grip on his emotions. He turned

and helped his son who was pulling his
way from the floor.

“Where is he?”
“Where is that—"

“Tallant! Not tonight. Here, take my
shoulder.”

Keefe turned and located Kid Mundt
who wasn’t feeling any too sharp, either.

“Mundt!—bring us some whiskies to the
back room,”

Tallant muttered.

IV

HDLGAR SHENSKA, known through-
out Alaskan fishing waters as
“Holgar the Horse,” stood near the front
window of the Gill Net Saloon and looked
with dull eyes at the early spring rain that
was making Fish Alley a quagmire.

“The Horse” had arrived in Alaskan
waters nine years before, and had spent
five of those years on a halibut troller,
patiently doing the work of two men for
one man’s pay. He might have gone on in
that manner to the end of his days had not
Brynne Keefe chanced to see him one night
in the process of wrecking one of the joints
on the Alley. |

A table had sailed through the front
window, taking a length of frame with it,
splattering glass in Keefe’s face. Spangler,
the Alaska-Blue Star “special deputy,”
reached inside his mackinaw for the butt
of his ever-handy .45 and asked,

“Want me to calm him down, boss ?”

“Let him go,” Keefe said, smiling, and
next morning he sent Spangler around to
hire The Horse at double pay.

The Horse’s duties were simple. He was
to remain available for special tasks. Per-
haps the special task was to dump a labor
organizer in the bay, or to crack the jaw
of some independent seiner. Whatever it
was, The Horse performed as ordered.

The Horse was just turning from the
window to order another mug of beer when

his dull eyes fell on the familiar form of
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Spangler coming in boots, slicker and
sou’wester.

“Maybe I get yob,” he commented, hitch-
- ing up his pants.

Spangler poked his head inside the door
and said, “Come along.”

“Yah,” answered The Horse.

He put on his oilskins and plodded
along, slightly to Spangler’s rear, like a
trained bear following its keeper.

Spangler went to the Blue Star whart
shanty where five men were sitting around
the stove.

“Where’s Big Chris?” he asked a former
salmon pirate named Freeland.

“Drunk,” answered Freeland.

“Go get him.”

Freeland grumbled and went out, but-
toning a slicker ovér his mackinaw. Spang-
ler stood by the steamed-over window,
looking at the vague outlines of halibut and
salmon trollers tied at the docks. When he
wiped the steam from the pane he could
see the dim features of Gallway, and a
mile or so closer, the whitish streaks which
marked the positions of those two Blue
Star traps at Cabbage Point. Strips of fog
kept sliding in- from the timbered moun-
tains, mixing with the rain that kept whip-
ping across the inlet.

Freeland came back with Big Chris, a
Swede only fifty or sixty pounds lighter
than The Horse. Chris was not drunk, but
he was still shaky after a bad night.

Spangler barked at him, “Damn you,
when I say nine o’clock, 1 mearn nine

!clock '!,

Big Chris hiccuped and flopped down
on a bench, leaning forward with elbows
on knees so that the backs of his hands
almost touched the floor. He looked at
Spangler as though he hated his guts, but
he knew better than to say anything at the
moment.

Spangler pointed from the steamy win-
dow, “Do you see those traps over on Cab-
bage Point?” Nobody bothered to look.
“Well, Calloway has an 1dea he’s going
to cut them loose on the tide tonight, and
we're going to stop him.”

“How ?” asked Freeland.

“We’re going to be out there, four of
us 1n each of the watchman s shanties, wait-
ing for him.”

“Aye tank you bane in big hurry to get
me har at nine o’clock,” muttered Big

NORTHWEST ROMANCES

Chris, twisting the lid from his box of
snooce.

“When I want your opinion I'll ask for
: B

Freeland said, “Nobody asked for my
opinion either, but if Calloway sees us go

-over there, he’ll know better than make a
-play at those traps.

He’s no fool, that
Calloway, and he’s tough. In fact, he’s
tougher’n hell. I don’t mind earning a few
fast bucks on a job like this, but I don’t
hanker to get caught on any ocean-going
salmofi trap. If he knows we’re there, he’ll
find a way to—"

“If you’d shut up and listen, I'd explain
it to you. Now, we know he’s going to
tackle them tonight. There’s plenty of
soupy weather blowing down from the
straits, according to the dot-dash, so the
inlet should be grayed out before the day’s
over. When it does, we'll take a couple of
skiffs and get over there without anyone
knowing. If the fog happens to lift so they
can see us from Gallway, to hell with it—
we’ll have to figure out something else
then.”

“What do we do—fight ’em with our
hands?” asked Freeland.

“There’s a rifle for each of you down

~ in the boats.”

“Do we shoot to kill ?”

“If 1 didn’t want you to shoot to kill
I'd give you a pocketful of firecrackers.”

There was a moment while the men lis-
tened to a piece of tarpaper flapping on
the roof.

“What’s the penalty for murder?” asked
a hard-faced fellow named Lockley.

Chris, “Hangin’ aye tank.”

Freeland chimed in, “Your damned right
it’s hangin’.”

Spangler, “You’ll be protected. You're
guards on a trap, and that gives you the
right to shoot at trespassers. You don’t
need to be afraid Wlth old King Salmon
Keefe backing you.”

They waited. The fog came in successive
wind-blown sheets, but now and then a
hole opened so they could see the outline
of the country across the inlet,

“How the hell can you be so sure that
Calloway is going after those traps to-
night ?” Lockley said.

Freeland answered, “Why, Keefe has a
little set of ears. The prettiest set in Ket-
chanka. Sure—Eva Hartman. She picked
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Big Chris looked up into the musszle of Eva’s revolver.

it up from Calloway and peddled it to the
Judge. Tried to get him to order the traps
removed. He said he’d do it if he knew
just when Calloway planned to act. Holy
bald-headed hell! and she went for it. So
the Judge—"

“Shut up!” muttered Spangler.

The cold, rainy mist became solid shortly
before noon. When it was so thick they
could not see the end of the Blue Star
docks, the men descended the row-boat
hatch and set out across the inlet.

It was wet work, quartering the waves,
with the wind carrying rain and flecks of
spoon drift. Despite their slickers they
were soaked by the time they reached the
floating traps.

Spangler with The Horse and two others
took charge of the trap nearest Gallway,
ind he put Freeland in charge of the other
Which was a half-mile closer to town, They

hauled their boats over the pot timbers
and scooped them two-thirds full of water
to prevent them being visible except from
above.

The day wore away, gray and cold, with
the shacks weaving in the wind.

Big Chris hunched against the wall for
a couple of hours, then he stood up and
commenced shaving kindling into the dinky
woodstove.

“What do you think you’re doing?”
asked Freeland.

“Aye bane goin’ to start fire.”

“You'll start no fire herel”

Chris beat on the sheet‘metal stove top
with his fist, “Aye bane cold!”

“Start that fire, and Spangler will be
over here with his six-gun and he’ll warm
you up.”

Chris thought that over. He was afraid
of Spangler, but his bout with John Barley-
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corn had taken his resistance down, and
the wet had crawled inside his clothes.

“All right, aye don’ build fire, but aye
goin’ to go back for bottle.”

“You’ll stay here!”

“Aye be back in plenty time, Aye bring
bottle for you feller too.”

“Let him go,” said a former ]allbll'd
named Demart.

This was all the encouragement Big
Chris needed. He stood up, buttoning his
oilskin coat, pulling his soggy Scotch cap
down over his ears. The thought of whisky
brought some of his natural cheerfulness
back. “Skol!” he shouted, lifting a hand
as though it already contained a flagon.

“You won’t leave here!” snarled Free-
land. _

“Ho! Aye leave alright—"

Freeland leaped in front of him, seizing
a rifle as he went. Chris hesitated a mo-
ment, standing so tall the bottom of his cap
touched the deadening felt which had been
nailed over the ceiling. With a swing of
his fist he batted Freeland to the wall.
Freeland rebounded, his rifle clattering
away. Chris smashed him again, dropping
him like a dead man.

“Skol!” Chris muttered, looking at the
huddled form of the fish pirate. “Noo skal
ve go, yah!”

The wind caught him, almost whipping
him from the ladder as he descended to
the squared spruce logs that made up the
floating framework of the “pot”—that web-
lined inner portion of the trap where sal-
mon were herded by means of the long
“lead” and an intricate system of barri-
cades. He balanced himself on the slippery
framework, his oilskins flapping in the
wind as he baled out the boat. Then
he dragged the craft to open water and
set out with the wind at his back for
Ketchanka, six miles away.

IM Calloway deliberately chose his

time to get rid of those obnoxious fish
traps which Keefe had placed at Cabbage
Point. He needed a strong ebb to carry
them off when their anchor cables were
cut, and that particular night seemed to
offer just about what he was looking for.
He was even glad when the rain began. It
meant that the traps would be a good dis-
tance off before Keefe could do anything

abou}__ it,

There were five men at Gallway to do
the job—Olaf, Jack Queens, the halfbreed
George Yukat, and a young Scandinavian
named Jonsrud. They had stayed in the
Gallway office, keeping warm by the heat-
ing stove, watching the rain and fog over
the inlet. Twilight settled early

“Ready ?” asked Tim.

The others were glad to get started.

“Better take these,” he said, tossing
rifles to George Yukat and Jonsrud.

All of them except Big Olaf carried
guns when they left Gallway in two skiffs.
Olaf had never carried a gun—he had his
axe.

“Aye do plenty guede work with this
axe if aye see damn Blue Star man,” he
told them. _

It was a mile to Cabbage Point. An old
watchman’s shack stood on a spit of land,
just above the reach of the spring tides.

The shack had been covered by tarpaper
once, but the tarpaper had blown away
leaving cracks as thick as a man’s finger
through which the wind whistled, carry-
ing its fine spray of rain. The men sat there,
huddled in slickers, holding cable cutters
and rifles.

Once in a while, as darkness settled,
the traps with their watchman’s shanties
perched above became visible through the
haze. _

“Damn funny,” muttered George Yukat,
twisting a brownpaper cigarette in the
shelter of his opened slicker. “I thought
I saw somebody move at one of those shanty
windows.”

Olaf snorted,“Aye tank you bane gettin’
yumpy.”

Night, and there was a long wait in
the darkness. At last Tim glanced at the
luminous dial of his watch and stood up.

“Well, this is it.”

They split into two crews—Tim and
Olaf in one boat, and Queens, Jonsrud and
Yukat in the other.

Jack Queens waved with his cable cut-
ters as they slid away through the high
tide which was lapping the salt-crusted
marsh grass. |

Judge Hartman had promised to issue
an order to Keefe telling him to remove
his traps from Cabbage Point, but that

‘afternoon he admitted to Eva that it had

not been done.
“But you promised me—"
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“My dear, there are many ramifications
to a thing like this that a woman would
not understand. Legal aspects—"

“You saw Brynne Keefe! Did you tell
him that Tim Calloway planned to cut
those traps loose tonight ?”

“Ah—a word, perhaps. I said some-
thing—"

She gave him one furious glance and
ran from the room. He followed to the
hall, but Eva was already disappearing up
the stairs to her room. She came out a
few minutes later in sou’wester and slick-
er, the side pocket of the slicker sagging
beneath the weight of a .32 calibre re-
volver.

“Eva, come back here!”

But she went without a glance. He fol-
lowed across the front steps and stood
bareheaded as she took the shortest pos-
sible course to the Alaska-Blue Star boat-
house.

- Tallant’s Keefs launch was in its stall.
She let herself down to its cockpit, and
stepped on the starter. It went without
hesitation. She cast off the bowline, backed
into the open waters of the inlet, wheeled

and was gone into the twilight of late

afternoon. A man was shouting at her from
the edge of the dock, but she did not look
“around.

She had covered about half the distance
to the Gallway when the motor commenced
to backfire. The boat stopped and com-
menced drifting with the waves. She looked
in the gas tank. It was empty.

Fog and rain hung low to the water,
turning the inlet into a gray void. She
could not see the shore, but she knew
well enough where the wind would drift
her. It would take her across to the rocky
headlands east of the abandoned California-
+ Pacific cannery, and from there it would
be a four or five hour walk to Ketchanka,
“and there’d be no chance of warning Tim
that his secret was out.

She had been there about a quarter hour,

although it seemed longer, when her ears
picked up the complaining sound of oars
in oarlocks, and a boat came out of the
mist. A man in slicker and scotch cap was
rowing in long, powerful sweeps. She
cupped her hands and shouted a_couple
‘of times before he turned around.

When he came close she recognized him
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as Big Chris, one of the laborers on the
Blue Star fishing fleet.

“Yah?” he asked, peering at her through
the rain. “You want coom to town?”

“I want you to row me over to Gallway.,”

“Ho! Aye ain’t goin’ to row you to no
Gallway. Aye bane goin’ to town for medi-
cine. You leave anchor down on that boat
and yump in. She won’t get wreck with
anchor draggin’ maybe.”

Big Chris reached over the gunwale of
the launch to steady her as she stepped
across. She sat facing him, and he pushed
away, dipping the oars. Suddenly he
paused, the oars clear of the water. He was
staring into the muzzle of Eva’s small-
calibre revolver.

“To Gallway!” she said.

Chris gulped. “Yah. Aye take you to
Gallway. Aye take you damn quick.”

He wheeled around and rowed steadily
into the wind, his eyes seldom leaving the

revolver that glistened black and deadly in
her hand.

ARKNESS settled in so she could

scarcely see the stem of the boat.
Chris rowed with dull monotony. The sea
was a black, rainy wilderness. They seemed
to be standing still, merely keeping even
with the treadmill of the waves.

She broke the silence unexpectedly,
“What were you doing out here?”

“Aye bane—” Chris stopped trying to
figure out a lie.

“You were at the Cabbage Point traps!”

She seemed to know. “Yah.”

“Was Brynne Keefe there?”

”NO.,,

“Who was there?”

When Chris did not answer, she pointed
the revolver in a more positive manner.
“Who was there?”

“The Horse, he bane there. An’ Spang-
ler, an’ Freeland, an’ maybe four more.”

“What are they planning to do?”

Big Chris was doing some thinking,
He was being taken to Gallway where it
might prove unhealthy for him if they dis-
covered his part in the business, so he said,
“They ban goin’ do plenty shootin’ when
Calloway try to cut trap loose. But aye
say ‘no!l” By yumpin yimminy they don’
get Chris to shoot nobody. So aye bane

yump in boat an’ start for town.”

It sounded reasonable.
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By accident or design Chris overshot
Gallway, and it took him another half-
hour to find his way along the crooked
coastline to the cannery float. A light was
burning up in the cannery office,

“Come along!” she said, gesturing with

her revolver.

They went inside. The building was dark
and cold with the sheet metal clattering
on the roof and echoing through the long
length of it. They climbed a set of stairs

and went inside an office heated by a little

horizontal stove. |

The watchman, an old gill-netter named
Sack, was the only one there,

“Where’s Tim Calloway ?”’

Sack blinked at the pistol. “You won’t
get nothin’ out of me with that weepon,
young lady., I—

“Hurry! Have they started over to Cab-
bage Point? We'll have to stop them.
Keefe has a death trap set for them over
there.”

Sack cussed a little. “I told that young
fool not to advertise what he was about.
‘Strike at midnight,” says I, ‘and let the
salvage drift where she may.’ I told him

S’ Sack went muttering around,
maneuvering his rheumatic old shoulders
into oilskins. He grabbed up an old brass
anchor light and lit its wicks. “All right,
get a move on! We may be in time to
stop ’em, but I doubt it.”

Sack paused, looking suspiciously at
Chris, “What the hell are you doin’ here,
come to think of it.”

“Aye bane on your side now!”

The wind was in their favor, and it
didn’t take Chris long to row the distance
to Cabbage Point. The sandspit with its
stunted spruce seedlings came up as a
shadow over the starboard bow, and a
moment later they sighted the outline of
the watchman’s shanty.

Eve stood in the rocking craft to shout
—but the shout did not leave her lips.
Through the hiss of wind and waves burst
the intense chatter of rifle fire,

\Y

IM CALLOWAY left the standspit,
pointing his rowboat north of the first

trap so the drift of the wind would carry
them to its approximate location. After a

few seconds he lost sight of the other

boat carrying Queens, Jonsrud and Yukat,
For a minute or two the water was a close,
grayish blur, and the only thing visible was
Olaf and his “guede axe” sitting hunched
in the stern.

Something loomed up ahead, making him
rest his oars. The boat slid on, with waves
slap-slapping her sides, and thumped a-
gainst the lead of the trap—that long,
armline portion of the trap which was
designed to halt the salmon on their way
up the inlet, which was in fact a portion of
the Ketchanka river, and drive them to the
confinement of the trap’s inner hearts over
which the watchman’s shanty was built.

Tim maneuvered the boat and followed
the lead with its underwater system of
pipes and nets until he found the anchor
cable, now pulled tightly downstream from
the force of the tide which was starting to
ebb.

He went to work with the cable cutters
as Olaf kept the boat steady. After a couple
minutes work the last of the steel strands
parted, and the lead swung away enuttmg
a series of wooden groans.

“Now two more,” said Olaf.

They followed back along the sagging
lead to the square system of timbers com-
posing the main body of the trap. They
were sheltered a little here by a super-
structure of bolted beams surmounted at
a height of four or five feet by the dinky
shanty.

The second cable was fastened to a
joint in the timbers by means of an eye-
bolt. Tim was feeling beneath the wash of
the waves trying to locate it, when Olaf
thrust him out of the way, seized a axe,
and chopped the bolt free with four mighty
swings.

Tim crouched to balance the craft, and as
he did so he noticed a boat over there,
half submerged in the “pot.”

He lifted his head, and at the same in-
stant caught a view of the window
slowly being lowered in the shanty up
above.

He seized an oar and sent the boat away.
The wunexpectedness of the movement
knocked Olaf to the bottom. A gun whanged
out from the shanty window, cutting the
night with a yellow powder trail,

Then more guns—a sudden, intense rat-
tle of them, how many Tim could not tell.

The sharp movement of the boat, coupled
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with waves, rain and darkness saved them
from that first barrage., The men up there
had delayed their ambush a trifle too long.
They had expected a set-up shot during
the three or four minutes which would
have been required to do the job with cable
Cutters.

With twe of the anchor cables gone, the
trap swung away with the ebb. Spangler
was cursing his men. Over his curses came
the crash of rifles, furious but blind.

A bullet ripped through the boat below
waterline, tearing out a six-inch strip of
planking through which water geysered.
Olaf pounced on it, stuffing his slicker into
the hole. Tim Calloway heaved on the
oars. A second bullet connected, making
the craft shudder. :

A Dbattery electric light flashed on and
swung down to focus them in its beam.
The fog had blown away enough to make
them a perfect target at the_distance of
forty yards.

Tim rested the oars, grabbed his Win-
chester from the six inches of water that
had now rushed through the rent bottom,
swung up and fired with one, swift move-
ment. :

He had been a fine shot when a boy,
and his eye was not gone in the split-sec-
ond press of this emergency. The light
winked out with an echoing tinkle of glass.
He kept on shooting pumping the lever of
the gun as fast as he could swing his right
hand. The shanty was silhouetted against
that lighter something that was the sky.
The high velocity slugs were tearing it to
splinters.

The hammer fell with an empty click.
He had more cartridges in his mackinaw
pocket. He dug under his slicker for them
and stuffed them in the magazine with
slippery cold fingers.

In a second’s lull he picked up the
sound of shooting over by the number two
trap. So they had been in wait at both

of them!
“OI’ boat she’s bane swamp,” moaned

Olaf.

It was taking water rapidly through its
splintered planking. It commenced listing
slowly to one side, the waves lapping over
the gunwale.

No more shooting now up in the shanty.
The trap was still swinging away. For a

moment the fog and darkness covered

it. Tim and Olaf sat still, not daring to
row for fear of swamping the boat. They
drifted, the trap came again in sight,
hanging on its one cable. They were carried
toward it.,

Another light flashed on—probably the
watchman’s light moved from the other
side of the shanty. It swept the water,
swinging in slow arcs, reaching farther
and farther out. Whoever operated that
light evidently did not suspect the helpless
nature of the boat. Certainly he had no
idea it was being carried in right beneath
his nose.

“Here we come!” muttered Tim, sitting
very still.

The boat came to rest agaainst the pot
timbers as the electric beam swept like
a streak of milg through the mist and rain
overhead. '

Tim and Olaf climbed out, leaving their
cable cutters behind. They were lucky to
escape with weapons and their lives.
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