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EVINRUDE

DETACHABLE ROWBOAT & CANOE MOTOR

Clamp an Evinrude to the
stern of any rowboat and
you have a speedy motorboat

Think of it! This wonderful little So light that you can carry it with
marine motor enables you to instantly you anywhere as easily as you carry a
convert any kind of craft—rowboat, valise. So strong that it is practically
sailboat, houseboat or canoe—into a unbreakable. So simple that women
power boat. It drives a rowboat at and children have no difficulty in
the rate of 7 to 8 miles an lhour— operating it the first time they try.
a canoe 10 to 12 miles an hour—and It starts by giving the flywheel a
runs four hours on less than a gallon quarter turn and is stopped by press-
of gasoline. ine a push-button.

Make up your mind now
to take an Iivinrude with
you omn your vacation
this summer—and enjoy
yourself as never before.

The 1915 Model

has Waterproof Magneto built into
the flywheel (no separate battery
required)—Automg‘tic Reverse,
enabling you to ~back water”
instantly by merely giving the
tiller handle a twist—and Maxim
Silencer making the Evinrude
almost noiseless in ojperation.

Write today for catalog and name
of Evinrude dealer in your townmn.

EVINRUDE MOTOR CO.
79 Evinrude Block,
Milwaukee, Wis., U. S. A.
Distributing Branches:—69 Cortlandt St.,
New VYork, N. Y —218 Stat= St., Boston,

Mass —182 Morricon St., Portland, Ore. —
436 Market St., San Francisco, Cal.
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“THE WORLD IS SO FULL OF A NUMBER OF THINGS”

you owe it to yourself and children to keep informed as to its progress.

Big things are happening everywhere—vital questions and problems in all
departments of science and learning are daily engaging the attention of the
layman public as never before. The mission of

THE WORLD’S ADVANCE

The Mirror of the World’s Progress

is to present all these varied subjects to you in plain every-day English shorn of all
confusing technical terms. Kach article is written by a master hand with accura-
cy and skill and each has that delightful quality of interesting while instructing.

The May issue is crowded with valuable information that you may acquire
by a few hours reading. IFor instance, you’ll find such articles as these:

“Defeating the Submarine Blockade’’ “A Factory that Goes to Market”’
““The Machine Gun and Its Deadly Uses”’ “A Craftsman’s Summer Cottage’’ P
‘‘How Radio Waves Travel Through the Earth’’ “Amateur Wireless Stations’’ P

and dozens of others in the fields of Electricity, Mechanics and Invention that are live, o, Ay
up-to-date topics about which the average man or woman is ashamed not to know. ,’ .\S’
Don’t waste your time reading stories when you can get a great big heart throb »~ ¢

in these wonderful articles—some long—some short—all interestingly instructive, ,* 6&” s
& ¢
AT ALL NEWSDEALERS é‘é‘ o
15c. per copy, $1.50 per year, or a four months’ trial subscription, 50c. c\b@‘i&‘
PR
Till in the coupon for a free sample copy &‘Q:: X
Sk
THE WORLD’S ADVANCE g
O
hd

18 UNION SQUARE NEW YORK CITY

Please mention this magazine when answering advertisements.
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SUMMIT SPRING HOTEL
HARRISON, MAINE

Located at the head of the Sebago Lake chain, 37 miles from Portland, in the
foot hills of the White Mountains. Modern plumbing, baths, lavatories, garage,
auto service. Acetylene light. Estate of 400 acres. Nearly 1,000 feet above
the sea level. Finest view in New England.

RATES $2 TO $2.50 PER DAY

Send for circular to

BLAKE, MANAGER, HARRISON,

JAMES B. MAINE

SUMMIT SPRING WATER

Possesses remarkable efficiency as a remedial agent in kidney
diseases, in cases of gravel, gall stones, and in Bright’s disease.
Five gallon carboys $1.00 F. O. B. Harrison.

FAMOUS FOR FIFTY YEARS
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A MONT

Late Style Visibles.Every modern
operating convenience. Back@&SR=—T Y
Spacer — Tabulator — Two Color |,
Ribbon—Automatic Ribbon Reverse, etc. Bargain
Prices.Perfect machines with complete equipment

and every extra, Guaranteed for life. Free

circular describes special Five Days’ Trial Offer

H. A. SMITH, 653—231 . Filtb Ave., Chicago, 1ll. = <

Look and wear like diamonds. Brilliancy guaranteed

forever. Stand file, acid and firelike diamonds. Have no
paste, foil or backing. Set only in 14 karat solid gold
mountings. About 1-30th the price of diamonds.
marvelous synthetic gem—will cut glass, Guaranteed
not an imitation and to contain no g’ass.
Sent C. O. D. subject to examination. Write [
~“{today for our 4-color catalog DeLuxe, it’s free,

Remoh Jewelry Co., 650 Washing*on Ave., St. Louis

CLASSIFIED ADVERTISING— CONTINUED

Advertising

Patents and Lawyers

Patents and Lawyers—Continued.

WILL, POSITIVELY SHOW YOU
by mail how you can earn £25 to $100
week writing advertisements. Big-
gest field in the world for you.
Information free. Page-Davis Co.,
5, Chicago, 111

Games & Entertainment

PLAYS.Vaudeville Sketches,Mono-
locues, Dialogues, Speakers, Minstrel
Material, Jokes, Recitations, Tab-
leaux, Drills, Entertainments. Make
U'p  Goods. Large Catalog Free.
T. S. Denison & Co., Dept. 19, Chicago.

Short Story Writing

PATENTS SECURED OR FEE
returned. Send sketch for free report
as to patentability. Guide Book
and What to Invent, with valuable
List of Inventions Wanted, sent free.
One Million Dollars offered for one
Invention. Patents secured by us
advertised free in World’s Progress,
sample free. Victor J. Evans & Co.,
767 Ninth Street, Washington, D. C.

PATENTS, Trade-Marks and Copy-
rights. Our handbook on patents will
be sent free on request. All patentsse-
cured through us are described with-
out cost to the patentee in the Scien-
tific American. Munn & Co., Patent
Attorneys. 682 Woolworth Blde., N.Y.
Washington, D. C., Office, 625 F St.

IDIEAS WANTED—Manufacturers
are writing for patents procured
through me. 3 books with list 200
inventions wanted sent free. Advice
free. 1 get patent or no fee. R. B.Owen,
39 Owen Bldg.,, Washington, D. C,

Telegraphy

THE Omnigraph Automatic Trans
mitter. Sends youtelegraph messages-
Teaches in the shortest time. 5 styles
§2 up. Circular free. Omnigraph
Mifg. Co., 39 N Cortlandt St., N. Y.

Miscellaneous

YOU (AN WRITE A SHORT
STORY. Many sell their stories be-
fore completing the course. We
will help you sell them. School
Short Story Writineg, Dept, 5, Page
Building, Chiecago, T11.

Please mention this

PATENTS, TRADE-MA RKS. Send
for my iree book “How To Get Them."*
Tt’s full of information you should
know. Joshua R. H. Potts, 8 S. Dear-
born St., Chicago, 929 Chestnut St.,
Philadelphia, 805 Gi. St., Washington,

WIRELESS—Tatest improved
mineral detector; all parts of min-
eral brought instantly to use. Finest
adjustment. Price $2.75 postpaid; send
2¢ stamp for circular. Bonduaux &
Knights, 862 Hewitt Pl., Bronx, N, Y.

zine when answering advertisements.
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Under my personal instructionﬁyou can quickly and easily become

8 competent Draftsman. It’s a fine profession; bigger demand for
Draftsmen today than ever before. Pays big moneyg—ganywhere from

$125TO $200 A MO

I’m an expert and give you practical training. Earn while you learn in

spare time, Small, easy payments. Experience unnecessary.
Magnificent $17.50 Draftsman’s Drawing Outfit absolutely free,

Write for particulars of offer—also free book ‘‘The Road To Success.’’

Chief Engineer Cooke, Chicago Engineering Works, 458 Cass St., Chicago

The Key to Success

Increase Your Efficiency
The secret of business and social sue-
cess is the ability to remember. I can
make your mind aninfallible classified
index from which you can instantly
select thoughts, facts, figures, names,
faces. Enables you to concentrate,
develop self-control, overcome
bashfulness, address an audience.
Easy. Simple. The result of 20 years ex-
perience in developing memories of thou-
sands. Write today for copy of my book
‘““How to Remember’’ and Copyrighted
Memory Test Free, also how to obtain
Dickson FREE copy of my book ‘‘How to Speak in

Principal Public

Prof.
Henry

U. 8. Civil Service positions pay well, offer splen-

did opportunities for advancement, and are life-
long. You are eligible to try any Civil Service ex-
aminationif you are an American over 18, and can
read and write. You can qualify at home through
I. C. S. help. Last year over 700 persons secured
positions in the U.S. C. S. through this training.
To learn how the I. C. S.can help you, write today
for Free Civil Serviee Booke

INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE SCHGOLS
Box 85560 Scranton, Pa.

Dickson School of Memory, 960 Auditorium Bldg., Chicago, Iil.

A TRAVELING SALESMAN

Hundreds of good positions now open. No experience
required to get one of them. Write today for list of
openings offering opportunities to earn Big Money while you
learn and tPsnmoma?s from hundreds of our students who are
earning $100 to $500 a month. dress nearest office. Dept. 53
n NATIONAL SALESMEN'S TRAININGASSOCIATION
®_ Chicago, New York, San Francisco

R
B

Mosey in Patents

T secure your patent or return my fee. Manufacturers
want Mills Patents. Write for free booklet, ‘““How to
Get Your Patent and Make Your Profits Thereon.”
1 assist in selling your patent. MANSELL F. MILLS,
Registered U. S. Patent Atty., 249 Com. Nat, Bank
Bldg., WASHINGTON, D. C,

CSHORTHAND ?

Boyd Syllabic System—written with only nine characters. No “‘po-
sitions” —no_“‘ru ines’"—no “‘shading”"—no *‘‘word-signs’'—no
“‘cold notes."” Speedy, practical system that can be learnedin 30 days
of home study, utilizing spare time. For full descriptive matter, free, ad-
dress, Chicago Correspondence Schools, 976 Unity Building, Chicago, IIl.

bicycle and know you have the best. Buy a machine
d2 you can prove before accepting.

DELIVERED FREE ON APPROVAL and 30 days’
fl trial. No expense to you if you do not wish to keep it,
] LOW FACTORY COST, great improvements and
values never before equalled in our 19156 models.

lete line of 1915 bici(cles,TIREs. sundries and parts, and
&> learnthe wonderful new offers and terms we will give
f/you. Auto and Motorcycle Supplies at Sfactory to user prices. DO
not buy until you know what we can do for vou-

MEAD CYCLE CO. DEPT. G-38 CHICAGO

NEW INVENTION

BRAND NEW SELF-HEATING IRON

Makes and Saves its cost every month. Saves miles
Contains of walking. Economical, safe, conve-
s own nient. Used anywhere. Clothes ironed
Heat, better in half the time. No waiting,

stopping to change irons. Right size,
right shape, right weight. Neat,
durable. No tanks, fittings, hose nor
wires standing out at sides or back
to bother, Cheap fuel—1 cent ordi-
nary ironing. Price low,
Sent anywhere.

Not sold in stores.

ACENTS

Make Money quick, &
sure, easy. All year 2

- - business. Sells itself. Experience
unnecessary, Every home a prospect. All can afford it.
Even two or three sales a day gives $27 to $40 week profit.
KEasy sell six toa dozen a day. Send no money. Write today
for description, selling plan how to get FREE SAMPLE.

.C. BROWN MFG. CO. 4501 Brown Bldg. CINCINNATI, 0.

.RIDE a RANGER

WRITE TODAY for our big catalog showing our coms= }

REE BOOK ON MOTORING

JRANEWS OF TEACHING  Explains how we assist YOU in the Auto
DEA _BY MAIL  Business as Repairman, Chauffeur, Salesman
or Auto Mechanician with DYKE'S NEW IDEA
WORKING MODEL SYSTEM of teaching by
mail and our new idea EMPLOYMENT PLAN.
Let us tell you the names of some of our
students and the salaries they are drawing.
on’t miss it---SEND FOR BOOKLET NOW!
Beware of imitators. This is the original and only system cf
its kind in the world. Models made in London.
DYKE'S SCHOOL OF MOTORING, Box 86, Roe Bldg., St. Louis, Mo.
All electric starters and magnetos simplified.

D0 YOU LIKE TO DRAW?

Cartoonists are well paid
We will not give you any grand prize if
vou answer this ad. Nor will we claim to
make you rich in a week. But if you are
anxious to develop your talent with a
successful cartoonist, so vou can make
money, send a copy of this picture, with
6¢. in stamps for portfolio of cartoons and
sample lesson plate, and let us explain.
THE W.L. EVANS SCHOOL OF CARTOONIN G
835 Leader Building,Cleveland, Ohio

=

GOVERNMENT POSITIONS
offer employment for life at a salary ranging from
#800 to ¥1800 per year, with short hours under
pleasant conditions and no fear of “‘layoffs” or strikes.
American citizens 18 or over are eligible. Our 64-page
boolklet contains list of positions, requirements, ete.,
and tells how you can prepare for '‘Exams” under the
personal supervision of a former U. 8. Civil Service
S-cretar sxaminer. Booklet is FREE, without obliga-
tion. Write to-day.

'ERSON  CIVIL SERVICE SCHOOL

P
1535 Livingston Bldg. Rochester, N. Y

JU U N A = S S e
My Magazine “Investing for Profit”
FREE for Six Months

8end me your name and addressright NOW and I will send

I you Investing for Profit nagazine absolutely free for six

months, It tells how to get the utmost earnings from your

money—how to tell good investments —how to pick the

most profitable of sound investments. It reveals how

bankers and capitalists make $1,000 grow to $22,000—in

fact gives you the vital investing information that should

enable you to make your money grow proportionately. I

I have decided this month to vive 500 six month subscriptions
to Investing for Profit FREE! KEvery copy is

Worth at Least $10

to every investor—perhaps a fortune. Send your name
I and address now, mention this paper and get a Free intro-

ductory subscription. Conditions may prevent repeating
this offer. Better take it now. You’ll be willing to pay 10¢
a copy after you have read it six months.

H. L. BARBER, Pub., R418 30 W. Jackson Blvd., Chicago J
e N N e e PN .

Please mention this magazine when answering advertisements.
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Nobby

Reg. U. S. Pat. Office

Watch the “Nobby Treads”
On Fifth Avenue, New York On Michigan Avenue, Chicago
On Commonwealth Ave., Boston On Woodward Avenue, Detroit

. : On Broadway, Denver
0 e Stre?t, Phlladelphl.a On Van Ness Ave., San Francisco
On Pennsylvania Ave., Washington Qp leading streets of cities and

On Euclid Avenue, Cleveland towns everywhere

On Every Thoroughfare

see the tremendous number of “Nobby Tread” Tires on cars everywhere—you will
find that men who have owned two, or three, or four cars—men who have experi-
mented—use ‘Nobby Tread” Tires.

If you are buying your first car this Spring, have it equipped with “Nobby Tread”
Tires. Start right,—take the advice of these veteran motorists,—and save expensive,
useless experimenting.

“Nobby Tread” Tires

are now sold under our regular warranty—perfect workmanship and material—BUT any adjustments

Thousands upon thousands of veteran motorists now use ‘‘Nobby Tread” Tires on their front and
rear wheels through all seasons, because they are such phenornenal mileage tires and real anti-skid-tires.

g United States Tire I:or;panv

2

f I~ DO NOT BE TALKED INTO A SUBSTITUTE

% &sg Your own dealer or any reliable dealer can supply you with “Nobby Tread” Tires. If he has no stock
Qe

on hand, insist that he get them for you at once—or go to another dealer.

NOTE THIS—Dealers who sell UNITED STATES TIRES sell the best of everything.

Please mention this magazine when answering advertisements.
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THIN FOR YEARS

“GAINS 22 POUNDS IN 23 DAYS”

“I was all run down to the very bottom,” writes F. Gagnon. “I had to
quit work I was so weak. Now, thanks to Sargol, I look like a new man.
1 gained 22 pounds in 23 days.”

“Sargol has put just 10 pounds on me in 14 days,” states W. D. Roberts.
“It has made me sleep well, enjoy what I ate and enabled me to work with
interest and pleasure.”

“I weighed 132 pounds when 1 commenced taking Sargol. After taking
20 days I weighed 144 pounds. Sargol is the most wonderful preparation for
flesh building I have ever seen,” declares D. Martin, and J. Meier adds:
“For the past twenty years I have taken medicine every day for indigestion
and got thinner every year. I took Sargol for forty days and feel better than
I have felt in twenty years. My weight has increased from 150 to 170
pounds.”

Wlhen hundreds of men and women—and there are hundreds, with more
coming every day—Iliving in every nook and corner of this broad land volun-
tarily testify to weight increases ranging all the way from 10 to 35 pounds,
given them by Sargol, you must admit, Mr.and Mrs. and Miss Thin Reader,
that there must be something in this Sargol method of flesh building after all.

Hadn’t you better look into it, just as thousands of others have done? Many
thin folks say: “I'd give most anything to put on a little extra weight,” but
when someone suggests a way they exclaim, “Not a chance. Nothing will
make me plump. I'm built to stay thin.” Until you have tried Sargol, you
do not and cannot know that this is true.

Sargol has put pounds of healthy *‘stay there” flesh on hundreds who doubted,
and in spite of their doubts. You don’t have to believe in Sargol to grow
plump from its use. You just take it and watch weight pile up, hollows
vanish and your figure round out to pleasing and normal proportions.
You weigh yourself when you begin and again when you finish and you let
the scales tell the story.

Sargol is absolutely harmless. It is a tiny concentrated tablet. You take one
with every meal. It mixes with the food you eat for the purpose of sepa-
rating all of its flesh producing ingredients. It prepares these fat making
elements in an easily assimilated form, which the blood can readily absorb
and carry all over your hody. Plump, well-developed persons don’t need Sargol
to produce this result. Their assimilative machinery performs its functions
without aid. But thin folks' assimilative organs do not. This fatty portion of
their food now goes to waste through their bodies like unburned coal through
an open grate. A few days’ test of Sargol in your case will surely prove
whether or not this is true of you. Isn’t it worth trying?

50c BOX FREE

To enable any thin reader, ten pounds or more under weight to easily
make this test, we will give a 50c box of Sargol absolutely free. Either
Sargol will increase your weight or it won’t and the only way to know is
to try it. Send for this Free Test Package today, enclosing 10c in silver
or stamps to help pay postage, packing, etc., and a full size 50c package
will be sent by return mail free of charge. Mail this coupon with your letter
to the SARGOL C9., 401-E HERALD BLDG., BINGHAMTON, N. Y.

{iyou wankia beautliul COME, EAT WITH US AT OUR EXPENSE.

and well rounded figure

of symmetrical propor- This coupon entitles any person to one 50c package of Sargol, the con-
Lons “S(’;i;:{ “l":“fl}l‘(’lf“(',‘r centrated Flesh Builder (provided you have never tried it), and that 10c
healthy “'stay there™ flesh, is enclosed to cover postage, packing, etc. Read our advertisement printed
if you want to increase anove, and then put 10c¢ in silver in lotter today, with coupon and the full

P elgh e&%{“.ft ;ﬁ;u’;‘l;f,‘l‘;l}} 50c package will be sent you by return post. Address: The Sargol Com-

weigh—accept this Free pany, 401-E Herald Bldg., Binghamton, N. Y. Write your name and
50c Package today. address plainly and PIN THIS COUPON TO YOUR LETTER.

Please mention this magazine when answering advertisements.
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38,000 owners have given the ‘“‘acid test” to
38,000 Maxwells in the last 18 months

Every car made in the gigantic Maxwell
factories is just as finely finished, just as
handsome an automobile as if it were
especially made to be exhibited at the
New York Automobile Show, or in some
dealer’s fancy showrooms.

BUT—and here is a great big BUT—
38,000 of these Maxwell Cars have actu-
ally been turned out and have actually
been driven thousands of miles by
38,000 Maxwell owners.

These owners have driven their

Maxwells up hill and down hill—over all
kinds of country roads and over city

streets, at high speed and at low speed,
everywhere that four wheels will go.

Most of these 38,000 Maxwells have
been rained on, snowed on, and put to
every kind of rough and tumble test that
time and use can give a car—and t..at’s
what we mean by the “‘acid test.”

1f you have any neighbors among these
38,000 happy owners, ask them to tell
you all about their experience with their
Maxwells.

But don’t forget this—every ‘‘1915”
Maxwell is an exact duplicate of thes:
38,000 tried and true Maxwells that have
stood the rough and tumble “‘acid test.”

The Maxwell Company’s Guarantee of Service to Maxwell Owners

No other automobile is backed by a
more reliable service than that guaran-
teed every Maxwell owner. More than
2.000 Maxwell dealers—located in every
pirt of this country and Canada, and
54 District Managers’ Offices, are always
ready to give expert advice, make
adjustments, and supply or secure new
parts at reasonable prices.

And this splendid dealer service or-

Maxwell Five-Passenger Touring Car, $695, f. o. b. Detroit.
670, f. o. b. Detroit.
840, f. o. b. Detroit.
Any model equipped with electric self-starter, $55 extra.
Write for beautiful 1915 Maxwell Catalogue.

MAXWELL MOTOR COMPANY, Inc.

Maxwell Roadster, . .
Maxwell Cabriolet, 5 E

ganization is perfected and completed
by sixteen great Maxwell Service Sta-
tions which are so located throughout
the country that a Maxwell dealer can
get, within a few hours, any part that
he has not in stock.

Order a Maxwell now, and when
you want it delivered, you will get
your car—not an excuse on delivery
day.

In Canada, $ 925.

In Canada, 900.

In Canada, 1,105.
In Canada, $70 extra.
Address, Department A. N.

Detroit, Michigan

The Maxwell is exhibited at the Panama-Pacific Exposition.

Please mention

this magazine when answering advertisements.
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nearest Detroiter man.

The Detroiter motor develops 55-60 horse-
power; the car weighs 2500 pounds: the
greatest relative horsepower ever built intoan

American car. Yet smooth as clockwork.
Accelerates from 5 to thirty miles, on high,
in 12 seconds.

$B120S5

EIGHT CYLINDERS

3

Also—The Famous Four

$ O8SS

@ﬂm “8”

Only the rush of wind and the flying fence posts reveal
the speed at which you are traveling. And like the soft
singing of the wind is the low drone of the eight-cylindered
motor,—thousands of power impulses every minute over-
lapping and blending into tremendous but restrained energy.

No pause, no falter, no feeling of straining mechanism.
It seems as if the horizon were a magnet, ever drawing
you forward, yet never reached.

Such is the new mode of travel in a Detroiter Eight.

Have you taken a ride?

‘ 652 Holbrook Ave.,

If not, better ask for the

Pistons are aluminum alloy. Carbon can-
not form on them. The motor remains per-
petually clean and powerful.

Body lmes reproduce exactly the famous
“boat type’—the exquisite style which
Europe, since the war, can no longer supply;
wheelbase 112 inches, with very narrow turn-
ing radius.

Finish: 20-operation deep; warm Kimball
green with gold stripe. (Genuine hand-buffed,
straight grained leather. Platform springs.
Full-floating axle. Dry-plate clutch. Tires
33x4, non skids on rear, with duplex tire
carrier. Four 24 inch doors. Kvery latest
refinement.

IHeavy deliveries are being made—but our
capacity is 40 cars a day. See our local dealer.

Handsome folder in actual colors
on request.

Briggs-Detroiter Co.,

Detroit, Mich.

o ——

Please mention this magazine when answering advertisements.
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CLASSIFIED ADVERTISING

Agents & Help Wanted

Agents and Help Wanted—Continued.

Business Opportunities—Continued

AGENTS-—To sell the newest elec-
tric appliance on the market; sold
everywhere there is electricity, in
the home and office; liberal profits;
sales-driving sample,weighs a pound,
no experience or knowledge of elec-
tricity required; it shows how to use
one light instead of two and get the
same results; sells for $3.50 and saves
the purchaser an investment of $25;
write for particulars. The Handy
Light Co., 1925 Handy Light Block,
Cincinnati, Ohio.

I MADE 850,000 in five years with
a small mail order business; began
with §5. Send for free booklet. Tells
how. Heacock, Box 717, Lockport,
New York.

BIG KANSAS COMPANY will start
ambitious man or woman in fast
growing business; any locality; 83,000
yearly; spare time; no canvassing;
no experience. We furnish every-
thing. Write for unique selling
plan. C. W. Eyestone, President, 168
K. 5th, Pittsburg, Kansas.

Distributors Wanted. Good Pay;
steady work; giving away packages
Perfumed Borax Soap Powder with
our Soaps, etc. No capital or experi-
ence needed. R. Ward & Co., 224
Institute Pl., Chicago.

AGENTS—Here's what they all
want. Concentrated Beer Tablets.
Makes Genuine Beer by adding
Water. Not Near-Beer—the real ar-
ticle. Carry goods right in pocket.
Enormous demand—large profits.
Write us today. The Ambrew Co.,
Dept. 2161, Cincinnati, O.

FREE ILLUSTRATED BOOK tells
of about 300,000 protected positions
in U. S. service. Thousands of vacan-
cies every year. There is a big
chance here for you, sure and gener-
ous pay, lifetime employment. Just
ask for booklet S11. No obligation.
Earl Hopkins, Washington, D. C.

“AGENTS—400 Snappy Aluminum
Specialties and Utensils, means a
sale in every home. General Sales
Course Free. §50.00 a week sure.
Answerquick. American Aluminum
Mig. Co., Div. S 49, Lemont, I11.”

FREE Instruction. Learn Book-
keeping, shorthand, letter writing,
rapid calculation, banking. Our
booklet tells how we teach you free
and prepare you to get a better posi-
tion with a higher salary. Make a
start today, write for our free booklet.
Commercial Correspondence Schools
301 School Bldg., Rochester, N. Y.
GENERAL AGENTS—Capable of
calling on the big trade themselves
and handling canvassers for the
house to house and office to office
business, to sell the newest electric
specialty on the market: sold every-
where there is electricity, in the
home, office, factory, store, hotel;
liberal profits; sales-driving sample,
weighs a pound, no experience or
knowledge of electricity required;
shows how to use one light instead
of two and get the same results; sells
for $2.50, $3.50, 85.00 And saves the pur-
chaser an investment of $25.00. Write
for particulars. The Handy Light
(0., 1973 Handy Light Block, Cin-
cinnati, Ohio.

GOVERNMENT positions pay big
money. Get prepared for “‘exams” by
former U. S. Civil Service Examiner.
Free booklet. Patterson Civil Service
School, Box Y, Rochester, N. Y. .

AGENTS make big money and be-
come sales managers for our goods.
Fast office sellers. Fine profits. Par-
ticulars and samples free. One Dip
Pen Co., Dept. 9, Baltimore, Md.

GUARANTEED Hosiery Manufact-
urer wants man or woman to estab-
lish permanent, distributing route in
home locality. Liberal inducements
for all or part time. K. Parker Mills,
2733 N. 12th St., Phila., Pa.

AGENTS—$300 every month selling
our wonderful 7-piece Kitchen Set.
Send for sworn statement of §12 daily
profit. Outfit free. Thomas Mig. Co.,
260 Third St., Dayton, Ohio.

AGENTS—HERE'S THE BEST
LINE of food flavors, perfumes, soaps,
toilet preparations ete. ever offered.
No capital needed. Complete outfits
furnished free to workers. Write to-
day for full particulars. American
Products Co., 702 Third St., Cincin-
nati, O.

AGENTS:—A free course in General
Salesmanship is given to every man
of our Sales Organization. This or-
ganization is a body of successful
men selling the Handy Li~ht; that
unique electrical device which cuts
the cost of electric lighting in half.
Sells for $3.50, is used in home, office,
store, factory;weighsonly one pound.
Sold by demonstration. All agents
furnished with well planned methods
for gaining interviews. A high-grade
business for a man of ability and
standing in hiscommunity. General
Agents preferred. Inquire for our
full proposition by addressing The
Handy Light Co., 19121 Handy Light
Block, Cincinnati, Ohio.

AGENT—Great opportunity to be
permanent representative largest
manufacturers high grade soaps and
toilet goods. $25—875 weekly. Write
for immediate appointment. E. M.
Davis Co., R. 21 Davis Bldg., Chicago.

MEN OF IDEAS and inventive
ability. New list of “Needed Inven-
tions,” *“Patent Buyers,” and “How
to GetYour Patent and Your Money.”
Randolph & Co., Dept. 63, Wash., D.C.

FREE to any woman. Beautiful 42.
piece dinner set for distributing only
3 dozen cakes of Complexion Soap
Free. Nomoneyorexperienceneeded.
R. Tyrrell Ward, 224 Institute Place,
Chicago.

TIIOUSANDS Government Jobs,
Open to Men and Women. $65.00 to
$150.00 month. Write for list. Frank-
lin Institute, Dept. T.6, Rochester,N.Y

Business Opportunities

WOULD you like to own a good
paying mail order business? We
have a line that gets repeat orders
all the time. You can start in spare
time. Invest a dollar or two a week
and soon own a nice business of your
own. Particulars free. Nadico, 1659
Belmont Avenue, Chicago.

FREE FOR SIX MONTHS.—My
Special offer to introduce my maga-
zine “Investing for Profit.” It is
worth $10 a copy to anyone who has
been getting poorer while the rich,
richer. It demonstrates the real earn-
ing power of money and shows how
anyone, no matter how poor, Can ac-
quire riches. Investing for Profit is
the onlyprogressive financial journal
published. It shows how $100 grows
to $2,200. Write Now and I'll send it
six monthsfree. H. L. Barber, 407,
20 W. Jackson Blvd., Chicago.

OWN A BUSINESS—1000% Profit
Manufacturing Inks at home. Spare
time. Capital and experience un-
necessary. Enormous commercial
demand. Our secret formulas and
sure selling plans insure lucrative,
steadily increasing business. No
canvassing. Investigate immedi-
ately. Particulars free. N. Covert,
Secretary, 6935-6939 Kenwood Ave.,
Chicago, Ill.

Salesmen

TRAVELING Salesmen Wanted—
Experience not necessary. Earn big
pay while you learn by mail during
spare time; only eight weeks’ time
required, one or two hours a day.
Steady position, easy work. Hun-
dreds of good positions to select
from. Write today for free book, “‘A
Knight of the Grip,” containing full
particulars and testimonials from
hundreds of students we have re-
cently placed in good positions
and who are earning $100 to $500
per month. Address Dept. B-12,
National Salesmen Training Asso-
ciation, Chicago, New York, San
Francisco.

Music and Song Poems

SONG POEMS WANTED for publi-
cation. Big money writing song
poems. Past experience unneces-
sary. Our proposition positively un-
equalled. We accept available work
for publication and secure copyright
in your name. Send us your song
poems or melodies to-day or write
for instructive booklet—its free.
Marks-Goldsmith Co., Dept, 15,
Washington, D. C.

SONG Writers “Key to Success”
Free! We compose and facilitate free
publication or sale. Submit Poems.
Knickerbocker Studios, 530 Gaiety
Bldg., New York.

Motion Picture Plays

T guarantee §10 for first Photo Play
you write by my method. Obtain frce
booklet *“‘How To Write Photo Plays.”
Elbert Moore, Box 772 H S, Chicago.

WRITE Moving Picture Plays: $50
each; all or spare time; correspond-
ence course unnecessary; details free.
Atlas Pub. Co.313 Atlas Bldg., Cin., O.

Firearms Wanted

FIREARMS—OIld-time and Mod-
Buy, sell, exchange all sorts.
Stephen  Van Rensselaer, West
Orange, New Jersey.

Please mention this magazine when answering advertisements.



VOLUME XXXVI LT NUMBER 4
$ 3

;ﬁ_.

=
——?__m———_—’*———d_——_'
2 CONTENTS EacA 0 \//“«,,\

== Al

MAY 7, 1915
COVER DESIGN . . 5 : : ; W. H. D. Koerner
SUNNY MATEEL. A Complete NO\ el . : Henry Herbert Knibbs . 1

Wilderness people are these in this virile story of the (‘fanadian border, and they are
living their days fraught with wonder and danger. A novel of sunny humor as
well as grim struggle.

REALISM. A Novelette, ; . . Peter B. Kyne . . 72
The KXxcelsior Motion Picture (! ompauy was headed for the ash heap when its qtenog—
rapher read a novel that she recommended that they film: how they met her
suggestion is the story.
HIS LAST LEG. A Short Story, . . Bozeman Bulger . . 99
About a pitcher whose arms were there wlth the goods but whose leg gave him more
trouble than a thousand panning fans.
MONTY PRICE’S NIGHTINGALE. A Short Story, . Zane Grey 112
Nobody liked or trusted this cowboy, and with excellent reason, but he redeemed
himself in a way that nobody ever forgot.
DOGBEETLE. A Short Story, . . . L. J. Beeston . 120

You know Goldsack. *‘the amateur profess;on'xl " whose fists werelfame and fortune"
‘Well, here he is again, willing to fight another man’s battle.

El@él@%@%@

CAUGHT IN THE NET. Editorials, 8 i . The Editor . ‘ . 130
THE PEARL FISHERS. A Four-part Novel . . H. De Vere Stacpoole . 134
To those who have read the novel there is nothing to say: to those who haven't, we
'@‘ say order the back numbers containing the first half.
7= A MATTER OF GEOMETRY. A Short Story, . : Captain Ared White . . 163
Tacties versus sand in the army.
THE LITILE BEGGAR. A Short Story, ; . A. L. Provost 168
Mahmoud was a little, ragged Moh'\mmed'm. attached to an Knglish h()ldl(-‘l in
iy the Sudan, but he had the soul of a hero. Lol
LETTERS OF A COWBOY TO HIS PARD. A Two-part Story. Robert V. Carr N
There is a smile and a chuckle in every letter, and a sigh now and then.
THE HORSE EDITOR’S SIDE LINE. A Short Story, . Edward M. Thierry g 184
Turf news and gossip was his specialty until his confrere discovered his genius for
finance.
MEN OF IRON. A Short Story, . ; Frank E. Evans ; . 196
Under the nickname of **Wallop” he won maxu victories, but it took a ‘‘course” in
the U. S. Navy to prove his true value.
A REGULAR FELLOW. A Short Story, . . . VWilbur Hall . . 205
Many readers have asked for a tennis tale, and we had begun to think it an impos-
sible feat; but here is the real thing at last.

THE WORM AND THE ELEPHANT. A Short Story, . Frank Condon . ; < 212
“New York as a summer resort” is the theme of this funny yarn.
BARGAIN DAY IN THE CORDOVA. A Short Story, . John R. S. Spears . 220

How an amateur geologist fared on the Cordova Desert.
Twice-a-Month Publication Issued by STREET & SMITH, 79-89 Seventh Avenue, New York. ORMOND G. SMITH and GEORGE ( ———

SMmiITH, Proprietors. Copyright, 1916, by Street & Smith l*few York. Copyright, 1915 lﬁr Street & Smith, Great Britain. Al kzghts

Reserved. Publishers everywhex'e are cautioned against using any of the contents of this Magazine either wholly or in part. Entered at

New York Post Office as Second-clase Matter, under Act of Congress of March 3, 1879. Cunadmn Subscription, $3.72. Foreign, $4.44.
WARNING—Do not subscribe through agents unknown to you. Complaints are daily made by persons who have been thus victimized.

IMPORTANT—Authors, agente and i are to note that this firm does not hold itself responsible for loss of unsolicited manuscripts while at
g L P

this office or in tnnllt and that it cannot undertake to hold uncalled for manuscripts for a longer period than six months. If the return of manuscripts is
expected, postage should be enclosed.

Statement of the ownershl mnnagement circulation. etc.. reuered by the Act of August 24 1912 of THE POPULAR MAGAZINE, pub]mhed semi-monthly, at
New York.ON. ¥.. for April 1 1915 . . - -Editor Charles Lean, 79 Seventh Av. or] M editors and
publishers. Street & Smlg 79 89 Seventh Ave New York. N .Owners, Qtrvet & anth 79 89 Seventh Ave.. New York Y. a firm, cumposed of
Ormond G’ Smith, 89 Seventh Ave. New York N Y, George C. lerh 89 Seventh Ave. New Yo Known hondhuhlers mortgagees, and other
nle(‘urlty holders. holding 1 per cent or more of total amount of bonds, mortgages, or other sLLurmes

Street & Smith publishers Sworn to and subscribed before me this 24th day of March, 1915, Charles W Oslel
(My commission expires March 30th, 1917.)

.Signed by George C. Smith, of the firm of
g, Notary Public No. 29, New York County.




THE POPULAR MAGAZINE ADVERTISER

OHNSON'S

—enough to polish a small floor, a piano, an automo-
bile or several pieces of furniture. Johnson’s Pre-
pared Wax is a complete finish and polish for all
floors, linoleum, woodwork, furniture, pianos, and
for the body, hood and fenders of automobiles,
limousines and electrics, It is very cleanand easy

JOHNSO

(?v

for the artistie eoloring of all wood. With it inex-
pensive soft woods may be finished so they are as
beautifulashard wood. Madeinseventeen shadesin-
cluding Mahogany, Mission, Early English, Fumed,

S. C. JOHNSON & SON, Racine, Wis. P

I enclose 10c for Instruction Book on Home
Beautifying and a can of Johnson's Prepared
Wax—suflicient for a small floor, an automo-
bile, @ piano or several pieces of furniture.

NOWBoois.0w0ivie sininins wioiia siainiors $8i855506 Smtmios-s's

Address i svsivvvesoniose

City or Stalee. ..o eeeennenennniennnnn

Wé will send you postpaid
a can of

to use. Gives perfect results over any finish—
varnish shellac, oil, ete. Imparts a perfectly hard,
dry, artistic finish of great beauty and durability.
Itis impervious to water, scratches, heel-marks,
finger-prints, dust, etc. and can easily be kept in
perfect condition.

etc. Johnson’s Wood Dye penetrates deeply—
is economical—dries quickly and is very easy
touse. It hasnoequalfor finishing new furniture,
woodwork and floors and for doing over old work
of this character—for staining basketry, etc.

Free Instruction Book
Best paint dealers are supplied with our 25¢ color
booklet *“The Proper Treatment for Floors, Wood-
work and Furniture.” Ask yours for a free copy—
if he hasn’t one, we will send it free and postpaid
upon request. This booklet is the work of famous
experts—it is full of valuable ideas on home beauti-
fying, beautifully illustrated in colors.
S. C. JOHNSON & SON’

““The W ood Finishing Authorities'®
RACINE, WIS,

Please mention this magazine

when answering advertisements.




THE POPULAR MAGAZINE

VOL. XXXVI.

MAY 7, 1915.

No. 4.

Sunny Mateel

By Henry Herbert Knibbs
Author of ‘‘Overland Red,”’ Eic.

ful Western stories.

Mr. Knibbs is the author ox some forceful verse as well as some force=-
He has the artist’s eye for beauty as well as the boy’s
love of adventure; and in this novel of the Northern wilderness he has given
us wonderful glimpses of Nature in her ruggedest and loveliest aspects, and
has peopled the rough places with a number of men and women whom to
know is to love: Sunny Mateel herself, the girl of the wilderness; Ward
Selden, the young civil engineer seeking the Goddess Opportunity beyond
the limitations of convention, beyond the reaches of most men; Sunny’s
father, the fine old trapper; and the irresistible Uncle Clem.

(A Book-length Novel)

CHAPTER L

T was early morning when Ward Sel-
l den entered the chief engineer’s
quarters, and, much to the latter’s
amazement, tendered his resigna-
tion. The chief demurred. He liked
Selden.

“See here, Ward,” he said kindly, “I
know this country is pretty wild and
lonesome, but you might as well stay
till we all go out. We’re nearly through
up here. It looks bad—for you to quit
just now. I know you’re not a quitter,
but the head office doesn’t.”

“I’ve thought about all that,” said
Selden. “You've given me a clean re-
port so far. You passed the work in
the cut, and that was my last job.”

Donald McLean, the heavy-shoul-

&:A

dered, keen-eyed chief, glanced out of
the cabin window. “Well,” he said at

length, “have it your way. I suppose
you’re going South?”
Selden shook his head. “I'm not

going out,” he replied.

The engineer shifted in his chair and
gazed at the younger man. “Got the
woods fever, Ward?”

Selden colored, but his eyes did not
waver. “Something like that. I haven’t
a thing against the boys or the job
or i

“The boss,” added McLean, laugh-
ing. And he leaned back in his chair.
“I know that. That is what makes it
difficult to talk you into staying. There’s
nothing definite to adjust. But we can
use you, if you’ll stay.”



Selden, gazing at the other, again
shook his head.

“Well, Ward, I'll O. K. anything you
may have to turn in. You know how to
get me in-town, if you care to tackle
another job with us.” ;

Selden shook hands with McLean,
and presently strode from the building
into the sunlight ef the pleasant June
morning.

He squared his shoulders, breathed
deeply, and struck out briskly for his
own camp.

Overworked, overtired, he was for
the moment incompetent to focus prop-
erly his own position in resigning from
work that had paid him well and that
had been well done. In reality, his con-
dition was due to a natural revulsion of
feeling toward the rigid mechanical ex-
cellence of engineering. He felt in some
indefinite way that he was guilty of a
kind of treason in deserting the all but
completed work on the new railroad.
He had rendered faithful service to the
company. McLean, with Celtic shrewd-
ness, weighed and understood his as-
sistant’s condition of mind. With lib-
eral forethought, the older man re-
frained from urging the younger to
stay, knowing that he would make good
eventually, wherever placed.

“I feel now as though I had the whole
North country to myself, for once,”
said Selden, as he arrived at his camp.
“And just as soon as I put this branch
of the Transcontinental behind me a

hundred miles or so, I’'m going to holler

good and loud and long. Then I'll feel
better.”

A few hours later, with a sparsely
equipped pack, he struck westward
through the unspoiled forest. Far from
the raw, red rails of the new road, he
rested on a rise of ground, studying a
map until the hazeé of twilight startled
him to action.

With the last glow of sunset, he
pitched his tent and prepared supper.
After supper he smoked. There was
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nothing to ruffle the placid surface of
his solitary content. As it grew darker
his tiny fire’s quick, cheerful blaze be-
came as a companion, sympathetic with
his optimism. He planned great things,
gazing across the dwindling embers of
his neglected fire. Near him the clus-
tered columns of the spruce grew rig-
idly distinct as the summer moon drew
slowly up the sky. From erstwhile un-
fathomable depths of nothingness, giant
trees sprang into being with awesome
swiftness. Indistinct masses of gray
moss became instantly beautiful with a
moonlit radiance, mysterious and un-
real. Overhead, the bulked branches
seemed to draw apart, the blackness
round them melting to the dim edges of
their clustered tops. A fanciful filigree
of web and woof—the myriad twigs
and needle-pointed leaves of pine and
fir—spread in keen tracery against a
silvery curtain edged with blue and
pricked with stars.

The last embers of the fire melted to
gray ash. A little wand of smoke drew
up, thin and straight. Meeting a faint
midnight breeze, it quivered, threading
its wavering course through an angle
of moonlight. Selden gazed at it, smil-
ing in the sheer contentment of his iso-
lation. Presently he rose and stretched
sleepily. As he did so, a shape paced
across an illumined opening and stood
for a second with wide antlers thrown
back and eyes glowing softly. An in-
stant—a breath, and the shape was
gone.

From overhead came the soft lisp of
birch leaves in the summer wind. Sel-
den rolled in his blankets. A gust of
warm air lifted the dead ashes of his
fire, then fled while the great gray
flakes settled here and there like in-
dolent butterflies. The moon dipped
slowly to the distant hills, rocked in a
haze of blue, and vanished.

The Northland forest, brooding in
somber, unslumbering majesty, seemed
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to await with myriad restless murmur-
ings the coming of the dawsn.

CHAPTER IIL

Methodically Selden packed his kit
next morning, pausing once or twice to
glance at the awakening sky. He noted
with complacency the faint mist and
heavy dew—harbingers of a hot day.
His would be the shady trails of the
forest—the untraveled wilderness—and
not the blazing, rock-ballasted roadbed
with its heat and toil.

Not altogether a theorist in wood-
craft (fespite his somewhat romantic
fondness for the wilderness, he planned
his journey systematically, approximat-
ing each day’s mileage and estimating
each day’s supplies. With pack of pro-
visions, blankets, rifle, and ax, his out-
fit did not weigh over forty pounds.
Naturally strong, he felt for the time
being exceedingly fit, which was par-
tially due to a wearing, nervous excite-
ment of which he was unconscious.

Setting his course, he strode briskly
through the forest, consulting his com-
pass infrequently, as the going was par-
ticularly easy. The timbered plateau
across which he journeyed would, he
knew, drop off to ravines and hills after
the first few days’ travel.
vines and hills would, in turn, become
the deep valleys and mountains of the
rugged North country with its big tim-
ber, its cold blue lakes, "and heavy,
rapid streams.

Morning after morning he awoke to
prepare a hasty meal, cord up his pack,
and trudge on with a speed and de-
termination that astonished himself.
“It’s a big country!” he exclaimed fre-
quently. “Big, and there’s something
big to be done up here.”

Quite sanely he realized that there
were just as big things to be done in
his home town, for instance. He did
not gloze his reasoning with excuses
to himself. Frankly he admitted that

These ra-

he was soul-sick of systematic toil and
that his goddess, Opportunity, lurked
oftenest in the city streets, but he
longed to find her beyond the limita-
tions of convention, beyond the reaches
of most men. Well enough he knew
her, this goddess Opportunity, knew

- that eventually he would find her on the

bright highways of the city, or in the
quiet, sumptuous offices of wealth, or
perchance amid the wrangling din of
anvils and the rush of steam, but gypsy-
like he longed to find her, fresh and
fair and young, a dryad or a naiad of
the great, evergreen solitudes.

His soul craved the romance that his
technical training and its subsequent
rigid application had denied him. He
had served faithfully at a task he dis-
liked. What could he not do should
the task be to his liking?

Despite his physical activity and his
engrossing reflections, the solitude was
wearing him down. He caught him-
self talking aloud. He hurried. He
hardly allowed himself the essential
noon rest and food. He smoked and
planned long into the night when he
should have slept from dusk till dawn.
Of a clean mind, and ordinarily fear-
less, yet it. was the very. essence of
fear, the eternal questioning of silence
that urged him on. He reasoned that
his unrest was ambition, eagerness to
explore the unknown where his god-
dess dwelt.

One morning he awoke to gaze into
the valleys flanked by great hills heavily
clad with the dusky green of distant
fir and pine. The limpid mountain
stream of yesterday, shallow, scarce
covering the pebbles in its bed, became
to-day’s torrent in the valley. Fording
it with pack and rifle held above his
head, he was wet to the armpits.

Already he had been seven days on
the way. From each rise of ground
he had scanned the northern sky line
for a hint of smoke or the gleam of
raw planks that would mark the en-
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virons of the new lumber town of New-
hall, his tentative destination. Nothing
but the endless sweep of gray, rocky
crests and green mountainsides to the
very haze of the horizon met his gaze.
Many times he was about to fire at a
deer, but he knew he could not use all
of the meat, and his own supplies were
sufficient.

“You must hurry! Hurry! Hurry!”
an insistent voice reiterated.

“Why ?” he would ask himself aloud.

“Hanged if I do!” he would ex-
claim, and deliberately slacken his pace,
thus stubbornly controverting the voice
of his own unrealized fear.

His eyes showed lack of sleep, and
at times had a startled expression, and
for no apparent reason. By this time
he was traveling on sheer moral grit.
His physical being stood the ordeal well
enough, and he would have reached his
destination without mishap had he not
relaxed his usual vigilance on the eighth
day.

Crossing a trapper’s line, he hesitated,
consulted his compass, and finally
swung from his set course, following
the trail and looking for the blaze that
he knew must be spotted somewhere
on the trees ahcad. He felt himself
growing sleepy. Presently he stumbled,
caught himself, and the jar sent a tin-
gling from head to heels. “Part of me
is asleep,” he soliloquized. “Wonder
who traps up here? I'd like to talk
to some one, if only in sign language.
Hello! There’s an old bear trap, or
coop for the bait, at least.”

He stepped to one side to examine
the little log hut in which the bait is
usually secured.

“Can’t be any trap around here.
one traps bear in June.”

Finding the beaten trail had relaxed
the unnatural tension of his nerves, and
with it his customary vigilance. Other-
wise he would have noticed that the
short log over which he had stumbled
in the dead leaves was the drag, round

No

one end of which was a chain, in turn
linked to a rusted, unsprung, and moss-
concealed bear trap.

He stepped backward to look for the .
trap before venturing down the trail.
The leaves and moss at his feet sud-
denly became animate, puffing up in a
rustling cloud and falling away. The
quick crunch of the huge steel jaws
was almost soundless as they gripped
his leg above the ankle. The “offset”
teeth of the trap bit deep into the tough
leather of his high service boots. He
dropped to his knees, groaning. In
the first rush of fear he cried out for
help. Then he worked round, and pain-
fully slipped out of his pack straps.
His rifle lay close to him. He lifted it
and fired three times rapidly. Then
he lay back against his pack, white and
sweating. Below the grip of the trap,
his leg was becoming numb and swollen.
He bit his lips, and drawing himself .
up tried to pry the jaws of the trap
apart with his rifle. Then he remem-
bered that he-carried a small file in his
kit. He found it, and began filing on
the neck of one of the springs. “It’s
tempered steel!” he kept repeating to
himself. “It’ll take hours to file through
that—and then there’s the other side.”

Nevertheless he gritted his teeth and
went at it, unheeding the twilight that
brought with it the quick chill of the
Northern night.

“If I only had water—I'm burning
up !77

He shivered, and was about to begin
filing again when a something, bulking
darker than the dusk of the trail ahead
caught his eye. He dropped the file
and raised his rifle. But he lowered
it quickly as a voice, unmistakably girl-
ish and musical, said slowly: “You
could see to shoot me better if you
was standin’ up. I heard you shoot
a while back—so I come over—won-
derin"—"

“Perhaps I could,” replied Selden,
and his voice sounded far away to him-
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self. But I'm caught—in—a bear trap.
Better—help me

He was conscious of a startled cry
and then quick hands that lowered his
head against the pack. The pain ceased
and he felt himself drifting down—

down into a velvet blackness that lay

across his face and smothered him.

CHAPTER III.

Selden’s eyes opened. Directly above
him were the stars, doubly intensified
by the utter darkness that curtained all
save the narrow pathway of sky to-
ward which he gazed. Slowly his
awakening senses distinguished a dim
Afigure that sat at his feet; a figure that
swayed rhythmically. He felt a tiny
spatter of water on his face. He put
out his hand, and felt the broad ribs
of a canoce. He knew he was going
downstream as the canoe met no re-
sistance, was free from thrust motion.
For a long time a kind of comfortable
indifference bound him to silence. Then
he endeavored to raise himself. The
effort awoke the numbed nerves of his
" injured leg, and he dropped back.

“Where are you taking me? Who
are you? I can’t see three feet ahead
of me.” '

“I can’t neither,” replied a voice
melodious with an undercurrent of
laughter.

“You’re a girl!” he exclaimed.

This time his answer was a wordless
melody, low and unmistakably feminine.
Selden frowned. He could not appre-
ciate the necessity for laughing just
then, or being laughed at. The girl,
interpretirig his silence, added hastily:

“’Course I'm a girl. Been one ever
since I could recollect. I'm Sunny
Mateel. I lugged you down to the
canoe. I dropped you, too—but you
didn’t know that.” She sighed. “You’ll
be weighin’ close to a hundred and
eighty pounds, I reckon. I'm feelin’
sorry that you got ketched in our bear
trap.”

“You seem to be,” replied Selden.
Then, a bit ashamed of his speech, he
added: “Pretty good guess at my
weight.”

“I've lugged enough deer to know,”
said the girl, swinging steadily to the
paddle.

Selden shifted his position. He bit
his lips that she might not hear him
groan. ‘“Where does this adventure
end?” he asked presently “How badly
am' [ hurt?”

“Oh, you ain’t hurt turrible bad.
Dad’ll fix you up. He’s first rate at
doctorin’ cuts and sech.” The girl
paused, holding the paddle clear of the
water for a moment. “This ain’t no
adventure—if you’re meanin’ like story-
books. I'm jest a takin’ you to our
camp to get fixed up, same as I would
any livin’ thing that was hurt—and
warn’t good to eat.”

Despite his pain Selden laughed out-
right. “You're somewhat of a humor-
ist. Now anything that was good to
eat?”’

“If it was hurt bad—why, I'd jest
snick it with my knife and stop its
sufferin’, and then take what was fit
to eat home. We do need fresh meat..
Dad ain’t got a deer for quite a spell.”

“How far are we from Newhall?”
asked Selden. '

“’Bout two days. But I can't talk
to you no more. Round this next bend
is the Ox Bow Rips, and I never run
’em at night before—so I got to watch
out.”

Selden could hear the faint murmur
of disturbed waters; a murmur that
grew to a reverberating “boom” as they
swept round the sharp bend. He felt
a slight twitch, and recognized the tug
of a speeding current. Then the low
booming grew still louder.

“Don’t risk it on my account,” he
called.

“You scared P the girl asked quickly.

“Scared? No!” he shouted. “Go as.
far as you like.”
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Suddenly, but with that soft, mys-
terious glow, that suggestion of having
been ever present but invisible, the full
moon burned clear and white on the
black water. It spread in a wide silver
path that softly illumined the tossing
tide below and etherealized the grace-
ful figure now standing in the stern of
the canoe.

With the first thrust of her paddle
as the little boat entered the rapids,
Selden knew the girl had complete mas-
tery of the craft. Despite the dip and
lift of the boat and the quick, stagger-
ing shock of dropping sideways—to
straighten again instantly downstream,
and above all the rush and rumble of
the “rips,” Selden had no fear, but
gazed intently at the girl’s face. Pale
she seemed in the moonlight, pale per-
haps in contrast to the night black of
her hair. He wondered at the lithe
swiftness with which her arms flashed
from side to side. He could feel the
quick jump of the canoe as she threw
her weight into a stroke to stem a cross
current or meet a lifting wave.

“Perhaps she’s the real naiad—or a
dryad loosed from her tree. But this
moonlight would make any girl enchant-
ing. The good old sunlight is the real
test. But what’s the difference? We
do like ’em pretty, though!” he ex-
claimed as if smitten with a very orig-
inal thought. And he realized that they
were in still water and that he had
spoken aloud.

“Like what’s pretty?” queried the
girl.

“Oh, girls,” blurted Selden defiantly.
“I didn’t mean to speak.” :

“Girls?” she queried slowly.

“Yep.” And Selden grinned in the
dark.

“Well, I'm not going to laugh. You
thought I would. But I got you on
my hands—with that leg—and it is
chawed up pretty bad. Then dad’s over
to Newhall and won’t be home till to-
morrow. And besides,” and the girl

hesitated, “you ain’t told me your, name
or what you be. I said I was Sunny
Mateel—"

“I beg your pardon. I forgot that
part of it. My name is Selden—
Ward Selden, civil engineer. Just left
the new Transcontinental—Northern
branch. I'm sorry to have got mixed
up in your bear trap. Sorry I've made
you all this trouble——"

“Trouble!” exclaimed the gir], laugh-
ing. “This here’s fun!”

“Oh—is it?” queried Selden ironi-
cally.

The girl became suddenly grave.
“Now I'm beggin’ your pardon,” she
said slowly. ‘I meant that findin’ you
there—that—oh, just to have somethin’
new and different happen—somethin’ to
do, makes me happy like. I think I like
takin’ care of folks that’s hurt or sick.
We ain’t never sick, though.” -

“That’s good,” said Selden, smiling.

“Dad says I'm happy all the time.
He called me Sunny first. But he don’t
allus know. Thinks when I'm singin’
or whistlin’ I’'m happy. He says my
chirrupin’ makes him feel good. But
it’s awful lonesome sometimes.”

“Just to hear you laugh would cheer
up any one. You've really done a whole
lot for me already.”

Sunny Mateel laughed softly, quite
unconscious that she was laughing.
“Reckon I have done a lot for you.
Ketched you in a bear trap first time
you come a callin’. Then dropped you
luggin’ you down to the canoce. Then
resked drowndin’ you in the Ox Bow.
And now I'm wonderin’,” and she

" ceased speaking as she ran the canoe

ashore, “jest wonderin’ if you ain’t
pretty nigh mad at me amd dad? It
was our trap you was ketched in.”
“Not a bit of it!” replied Selden as
she helped him from the cance. “It
was an accident, pure and simple. I
was to blame for poking around in-
stead of attending to my business. But
you needn’t go to any trouble. I can
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sleep anywhere. I have blankets, and
I'm used to roughing it.”

“Here’s our camp,” she said. “You
need help. Lean on me and I'll help
you up the trail. It’s only a short spell
now.”

Slowly they climbed the path to the
cabin. Halfway up Selden gasped and
staggered. He felt the warmth of her
strong young arm about his shoulder.
“I’'m all right now, Miss Mateel.”

“My name’s Sunny,” she replied
quickly. “And you ain’t all right,
neither.”

When they had entered the cabin and
she stood in the full glow of the lamp-
light, Selden half smothered an excla-
mation.
beautiful. Intent on making him com-
fortable, she failed to notice his aston-
ishment, but eased him to the big arm-
chair, bolstered it up with blankets and
pillows, and, kindling a fire, made tea
and fried some of the inevitable bacon
and potatoes. .

After they had eaten she bathed and
bandaged his injured leg. “Dad’ll fix
it up better when he comes,” she ex-
plained. “He knows just how strong
to make the yerbs to heal it up.”

“Thank you,” he said, settling in the
comfortable chair and leaning back
wearily.

“I reckon I'll go to bed,” she said
presently, as she put a stick of wood
in the stove and adjusted the damper.
“I’ll leave some fire, for you mebby’ll
get chilled some toward morning. If
you need anything jest call and T’ll
come.”

“Good night,” said Selden as she
stood before him for an instant. “Won'’t
you shake hands? You’re a bully good
fellow!”

“Sure!” exclaimed Sunny, with a
boyishness and camaraderie that was
good to see.

For a while Selden sat gazing out of

The girl was bewilderingly .

the window. Slowly his o§erwrought
nerves quieted and his eyes clesed, only
to blink open again as the pain of his

injured leg throbbed spasmodically.
“Naiad!” he murmured. “Pretty!
Huh! ‘Pretty’ is an insult. The girl

is outrageously beautiful—and she

doesn’t know it, either.”

CHAPTER 1IV.

With a cheery morning greeting
Sunny Mateel entered the camp kitchen
where Selden lay propped up in the big
chair.

Taking the two buckets from the
bench near the door, she disappeared
up the little trail toward the spring.
Selden rubbed his eyes, so quickly had
she passed in her noiseless moccasins.
“Pail’s gone,” he said. “And I’'m awake
—blame the leg!” He grinned never-
theless. The “romance” he had craved
seemed nearer than ever before. “Let.
me see,” he sofiloquized. “We'll call
this Act One. Scene: Morning in the
Mountains. Trapper’s Cabin. Hero
seated in father’s armchair with chewed
leg. Enter Wood Nymph fresh from a
—a—well, I suppose it’s a feather bed.
We'll call it a ‘downy couch’ to pre-
serve the flavor of romance. Nymph
takes buckets and then disappears, left,
tripping o’er the lea. No, she didn’t
trip, either. She walks sensibly and

naturally. Let’s see. Ouch! I can’t
use this leg, that’s certain.”
He settled back in his chair. “Well,

I left the Wood Nymph at the spring.
What next?” ;

He was answered by the heavy, soft
pad pad of moccasins on the cabin
porch. “That’s either a grizzly or her
father, judging from the step. Whew!”

A shadow fell across the doorway,
and Selden glanced up to meet the gaze
of the biggest man he had ever seen.
He hastened to explain his position.
“Good morning! I don’t belong here.
Got caught in your bear trap. Your
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daughter found me. Helped me to get
here. Sorry to inconvenience you. My
name’s Selden. Miss Mateel has gone
to the spring——"

“Reckon you’ve told me the whole
story,” interrupted the big man, slip-
ping a great pack from his shoulders
and entering the cabin. “I feel pow’ful
tender about your gettin’ ketched in that
there trap. Me and Sunny knowed
where it was. I ought to took it out
this spring. Got by me somehow. But
bless my ‘buttins if I don’t make it up
to you. Hurtin’ you much?”

Selden shook his head. “Pretty stiff
and sore. Wish you would tell me
when I’ll be able to get around again.”

“Well, I'm your doctor, and I'll have
you spry enough to ketch a weasel by
next week—if the bone ain’t hurt none.
What you say your name was?”’

“Selden—Ward Selden. I'm from
the new railroad. becn working as
engineer—civil engineer.”

“I reckoned you was one of them
surveyin’ fellers by your clothes. My
name’s Mateel, Jed Mateel. I'm Sun-
ny’s pa and do trappin’ likewise.”

The great gray-bearded figure stooped
and examined Selden’s injured leg. “No
bones tetched. Muscles ain’t cut much,
and the cord at the back ain't even

scratched. That was what I was
‘afeared of. I can fix you up-quick
Hello! Here’s Sunny!”

The girl set down the pails and ran
to her father. ‘“Dad,” she said, “he
ain’t hurt bad, is he?” '

“N-0-0. You bile some water and
git some bandages and my box of
yerbs.” Then he turned to Selden.
“Where’d you say you was from—the
new road, mebby?”’

“Yes. I was on my way to New-
hall.”

“Uhuh. Your gettin’ ketched in that
trap makes me think of Uncle Clem
Putter’s b'ar trap and a city feller.
The feller hired Uncle Clem to guide
for him—now this here’ll smart a leetle

. no tellin’ but what you might.’

—and the man walked right plumb into
one of Uncle Clem’s traps. He was
some mad, too, but Uncle Clem he fixed
him up, and when the city feller got
so’st he could walk and was a goin’
home, Clem took him over and showed
him another b’ar trap, all set and ready.
‘Now,” says Uncle Clem, ‘I reckon to
make it up to you for gettin’ ketched
in the first trap.  Don’t you go to step-
pin’ in this one or you'll get ketched
ag’in. Now I figure you're not gettin’
ketched in this one makes us even.’

“The city feller was some mad. He
up and cussed Uncle Clem somethin’
pow’ful for a man what wore eyeglasses
and collars, and he asked Clem if he
thunk he was a ijjit.

“Uncle Clem he jest h’isted his braces
with his thumbs and ses, ses he,
‘No-0-0,” kind of slowlike, ‘but there’s
Uncle
Clem’s moughty close in his dealin’s,”
added Mateel as he finished bandagmg
Selden’s leg. “Thar now. In a week
all you’ll ever know about bein’ ketched
in that trap’ll be a leetle stiffness. And
don’t you worry any about bein’ a bother
to us. We’re glad to have you.”

After breakfast Mateel helped Sel-
den to the porch, and later the woods-
man made him a makeshift crutch.
“Now you can limp around some,” said
Mateel, standing the crutch against the
porch timbers. “Reckon Sunny’ll be
right glad to talk to you. She gits lone-
somelike, howbe she never says so.
Now I got to do a leetle ploddin’ in the
garden patch. Weeds is poppin’ up like
school childern comin’ out at recess.”

A few days later Selden, who sat
watching the old man shape a setting
pole, asked suddenly: ‘““Are you pretty
busy this time of year, Mr. Mateel ?”

“Nothin’ to sweat on,” replied the old
man, “Why?”

“Well, I thought I'd ask you a few
questions about Newhall, and about get-
ting there. You see, I'm a free lance
—just prospecting for something to do.
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I understand that the Newhall Company
has had trouble about the water
rights——"

“Uhuh. Ezra Newhall he sent for me
to come up there. He owns that com-
pany, body and soul and buildin’s. He
ain’t been able to get a man to tend
dam nights sence Tommy Crogan was
shot by the Canucks. He offered me
the job, at good wages, too—for sum-
mer. He even h’isted in the insinooa-
tion that I was scared to take it when
I said I didn’t want if. But I got other
reasons for not, and 1 got Sunny to
take care of likewise.”

“Well,” said Selden, “I walked from
Nennassing, on the new road, this far
to get to Newhall and find something
to do; something a little out of the
ordinary.”

“Ye did?” And Jed Mateel’s blue
eyes expressed approval mixed with a
touch of humor. “Wel, that’'s a
pow’ful long jaunt, goin’ it alone. So
you come acrost the divide? And
you're lookin’ for a job ‘a leetle out
of the ordinary,” you say? Well, New-
hall’s the place to find it.”

Selden nodded, glancing at Sunny,
who flushed as she realized that he had
caught her watching him.

“If you’re lookin’ for that job you
might get suited to Newhall. Reckon
you know the Canucks blowed up the
dam with dynamite and shot Tommy
Crogan—killed him—and nary a track
of ’em to trail ’em by. They took to
their canoes and run the Nennassing
River into Canady. Now Ezra New-
hall’s lookin’ hard for a man for that
job—of tendin’ dam at nights sence it’s
been built up ag’in. It cost the com-
pany a pile of money to build her over.
She was a big dam.”

“One of the biggest in the United
States, I believe,” said Selden.

“I reckon so. But say, it ain’t no
money for you. Only seventy-five a
month and found. ’Course that’s good
money for us &

“I don’t care particularly about the
wage. I want to get started with the
company. I understand they’re cutting
more timber than any other lumber
company up North.”

“Y-a-a-s. But the Canady company,
the St. John’s folks, runs ’em clost for
gettin’ out timber. These here lum-
berin’ concerns is cuttin’ too much tim-
ber. Folks in years to come is goin’
to curse 'em for it. Why, even I can
see the difference in the big rivers sence
I lived here. They’re dryin’ up—
slow——-"

Sunny came out on the cabin porch
attired in a clean fresh gingham. Sel-
den glanced up, and his eyes were filled
with unconscious admiration for the
girl.

“Huh!” grunted Mateel. “You smiell
jest as fresh as goin’ to camp meetin’.”

“I’d have to wait a long time for my
dad to take me,” she said, glancing at
Selden.

“I reckon you would,” said her
father positively. “These here woods

“and rivers and storms and sunshine and

them things is my camp meetin’s.
Every day here is as good as Sunday
anywhere else, I take it. Good folks
makes camp meetin’s, mebby, but camp
meetin’s don’t allus make folks good.
But you said, was I busy this time of
year?” he added, turning to Selden.

The young man nodded. “It will be
a week before I’ll be able to get about.
Could you manage to get me to New-
hall by canoe?”

“Reckon I could—or Sunny could,”
said Mateel. :

“You thinkin’ of takin’ the watchin’
nights?” asked Sunny presently, becom-
ing grave and looking down at her.
dress.

“Yes, if I can get it.”

“They’ll shoot you—them Canucks,”
she said slowly. “They shot Tom Cro-
gan ’cause he tried to stop ’em from
dynamitin’ the dam. Can’t you take to
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nothin’ else in the woods besides that
job?”

“I haven’t any experience, except in
railroad ' work and construction. Of
course I shall be glad to get anything
for a start. But that job seems to be
going begging for a man. And I'm the
man, if they’ll have me.”

“You can’t tell what will happen,”
said Mateel. @ Mebby you would do
first rate. There’s such a thing as luck.
Why, onct Uncle Clem’s cat nearly led
to him gettin’ his head chopped off, fer
a fact!”

“Now, dad ” began Sunny.

“I warn’t there,” continued Mateel,
waving his daughter’s interruption aside
with a gesture of his hand. “If I'd ’a’
been there I mought a learned some
good new, long-handled, double-bitted
cuss words to save up for a special
happenin’. - Uncle Clem, what lives
down the trail a spell toward Newhall,
come into his cabin with a' chin-high
armful of wood one day and he stepped
on the cat layin’ by the stove. Wood
was so bigh he couldn’t see over it.
Well, he’d jest fixed up a kind of pan-
try business for Aunt Lib, all leetle
doors and cupboards and sech, and bein’
middlin’ good: with tools, had made
them basswood doors right thin and
handy ; panels no thicker’n a good piece
of birch bark. Well, when he stepped
on the cat it sort of upsot his reckonin’
for the next step, and he pitched blim-
blam, headfirst, through one of them
cupboard-doors. There he was a kickin’
and tryin’ to pull his head out ag’in,
and the cat was settin’ up on the top
shelf a spittin’ and fussin’, and Aunt
Lib was scared to death. She says the
only thing that saved Clem from a
sudden visitation of Providence or
paralysis was his head bein’ inside the
cupboard. It kind of smothered the
worst of the cussin’, I reckon. Any-
how, Aunt Lib she dug Clem out, and
the door come along with him, bein’
screwed to nothin’ but them leetle brass

hinges./ Clem’s winter cap was all that
saved his brains, I reckon. His head
ain’t any too hard.”

“Yes,” said Sunny, laughing with Sel-
den. -“It did happen. They haven't
painted the new door yet. I was up to
Aunt Lib’s last week. She ain’t my
real aunt, jest ’dopted me, she says.”

Mateel, who had been sitting on the
porch step, arose and lighted his pipe.
His blue eyes twinkled. “Come purty
nigh bein’ a serious thing for Uncle
Clem. Aunt Lib couldn’t get the door
offen his neck. She made him go out
and kneel down by the choppin’ block
so’st to chop off the remains of the door
—and him swearin’ all the time—when
along come Ezra Newhall’s gal, Elvira
Newhall. She seen Aunt Lib with the
ax up over Uncle Clem’s head, and
she screamed. That, and Uncle Clem’s
langige kind of mixed Aunt Lib, and
she nicked Clem’s ear a leetle with the
ax. That sot him to swearin’ ag’in
real strong and healthy. Ezra New-
hall’s gal got up from that faintin’ spell
that she put on, mighty lively. Clem’s
lazy, but not so turrible lazy when it
comes to cussin’.”

“Now, dad, you know the last part of
that ain’t so,” said Sunny.

Jed Mateel raised his shaggy eye-
brows. “Ain’t so? Why, you can see
the new door and a nick in the ax any
time you go by Clem’s place. And the
ax handle is all warped out of plumb
owin’ to the heat of Clem’s langige——"

Mateel paused. “Go git my rifle—
quick !”” he whispered.

Sunny sprang into the cabin, and re-
turned with the rifle. Mateel drew it
up slowly, and just as Selden saw a
brown patch down by the river, a patch
that seemed to melt into the surround-
ing brush, the little rifle barked.

“Got him!” said Mateel, handing the
rifle to Sunny. “Got him through the
shoulders, by the way he went down.”

Selden spoke before he realized what
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he was saying. “It’s June——" he be-
gan, then checked himself.

“And they ain’t no stockyards or no
meat markets or no game laws for quite
a few steps from here,” said Mateel,
unruffled. “Howcome, if I ketched a
sport killin’ deer just for killin’ and
not because he needed the meat—why,
I’d take him over to the warden’s shack
myself.” :

“It was a splendid shot, and the long-
est kill I’ve ever seen,” said Selden.

“Yes,” said Mateel simply as he
reached for the knife in his belt.
“Yes, it was a pretty good shot. That
leetle thirty-thirty carries up good, but
you ought to see my boy Joe shoot.
I’'m jest a lookin’ on when he takes up
the rifle.” ‘

As Selden hobbled down toward the
river to watch the old man cut up the
deer, Mateel spoke: ‘“Them Canucks is
mighty good shots, most of ’em. Now
from what I could figure out, the feller
what shot Tom Crogan was one of the
best of ’em. He drilled old Tommy jest
between the eyes. It was moonlight,
but a man’s forehead, bein’ mushroom
white at night, kind of wavers and jigs
around like when you look at it over
the front bead.”

CHAPTER V.

Jed Mateel, his sleeves rolled to his
elbows and the neck of his flannel shirt
unbuttoned, sat with chair tilted back
against the outside wall of the cabin.
The night was warm. Mateel smoked
his short pipe with unusual deliberation
between each puff. He gazed out
across the meadow to the evening hills
that glowed with the soft fire of sun-
set. Finally he dropped his chair for-
ward, arose, and stepped into the cabin,
returning in a few minutes with a let-
ter. Slowly he read and reread it, until
twilight blurred the lines. He heaved
a great sigh, carefully folded the letter,
ind, glancing about, reached up and

tucked it securely between the topmost
log of the wall and the roof edge.

“I can’t jest swaller it all to once,”
he muttered. ‘“Maybe I ought to tear
it up. But I want to read that letter
ag’in afore I either tell Sunny or don’t
tell her.”

For a long time he stood gazing to-
ward the river. “It’s jest plain murder
—mnot killin’, but murder——" he said
finally. “And my boy Joe—they can’t
be no mistake now—he done it. Folks’ll
say ‘Jed Mateel’s son’; and I ain’t never
seen the inside of a jail. ’Course fist
fightin’ comes natural to any man—but
shootin’ a man——"

The ol¢ man reached toward the hid-
den letter. He hesitated as the sound
of voices and a girlish laugh came to
him from the river. “There’s Sunny
now,” he said, “jest havin’ the spright-
enist kind of a time with that young
Selden. He’s a good, solid, straight
kind of a boy, but I wisht he was gone.
It’s onginerous, I know, but every day
he’s here is goin’ to mean a month of

“thinkin’ and wonderin’ for Sunny. She

never met his kind afore, and he’s like
to fill her head with ideas of betterin’
herself and sech. Not a pu’pose mebby,
but jest like ketchin’ the measels. That
allus means city life, and city life ain’t
for Sunny or me. It seems like now-
adays folks ain’t never satisfied to be
jest as they be. "Allus wantin’ to better
themselves—which mostly means gettin’
round-shouldered, short-sighted, an
losin’ the taste for plain food—and

dyin’ when they ain’t half through livin’

yet.”

Again came Sunny’s laugh, as melo-
dious as a song, in the June evening.

Jed Mateel smiled, despite the lugu-
brious tenor of his soliloquy. “If folks
wants to better themselves, why don’t
they stay where God put ’em, and com-
mence the good work by tryin’ to be
honest and chirpy, and helpin’ the other
feller that’s down? There’s a mighty
lot of improvin’ to be did that-a-way,
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afore folks needs high learnin’ and
sech. And they can do it right where
they be, without movin’ to town or
goin’ in debt for things they don’t need.
Uhuh. But my conscience is gettin’
tol’able long-winded to-night. Reckon
I'lll. commence improvin’ myself by
takin’ things as they be and makin’ the
best of ’em. Charity ainit the only
thing what begins at home. But my
boy Joe =

The old man entered the -cabin,
lighted the lamp, and sat for a while,
pondering. . As the sound of voices
drew nearer he got up and went to his
own room. “I can’t hardly face her
to-night, knowin’ what I know, and she
bein’ so happy.”

Up the trail through the June even-
ing came Sunny and Ward Selden, the
latter hobbling along on his improvised
crutch.

“Dad’s gone to bed,” said Sunny.
“And it’s just too pretty a night for
to go to bed. You feelin’ all right,
dad?” she called.

“Uhuh,” came from the inner room.

“Dad gets fits of goin’ to bed early,
or settin’ up readin’ the Bible ever since
my brother Joe went to Canady,” whis-
pered Sunny, as if excusing her father’s
absence to Selden.

“Your brother Joe?”’

“Yes.” And Sunny nodded. “He’s
to work for the St. John’s Company,
lumberin’. You was sayin’ dad was
.a good shot with the rifle, but you ought
to see Joe. Folks says he’s the best
shot and the daringest canoeman in this
country.”

“I'd forgotten that you had a
brother,” said Selden. '

“Yes. But he ain’t like me or dad.
He’s smaller, but awful quick and
strong. He’s got black hair, all curly,
and gray eyes.” Sunny sighed. “My
hair ain’t curly,” she added, seating her-
self on the porch.

“It’s better than curly,” said Selden,

smiling. “It’s wavy, and just about
wonderful.” ;

Sunny tossed her head. “Oh, that’s
what you say now. But when you get
to Newhall you’ll forget all about
that.”

“No,” said Selden gravely. “I don’t
think I shall. If I knew as much about
the woods and its folk as you do, I'd
be quite proud of myself. I shall not
forget.”

“But if you only had jest that much
eddication and no more, and knew what
could be known by schoolin’ you
wouldn’t be proud. I reckon what
seems wonderful to you up here is jest
plain livin’ for us. And I reckon what
seems wonderful to me, like you know-
in’ all them s*.ries and songs and
books, and figurin’ railroads and sech,
is jest plain livin’ for you.” She por-
dered a moment, and then added:
“It’s funny—folks allus wantin’ other
folkses’ things.”

“For instance?” ;

Sunny hesitated. “Well,” she said
finally, and with considerable wistful-
ness, “if I could jest know, by heart that
story—the one you talk and then sing,
I’d make it last out my whole life. The
one you was tellin’ me when we was
out on the river to-night.”

“Oh, ‘Aucassin and Nicolette’! Why,
I didn’t really think you half heard
me. I memorized it once. I’ll see that
you get a copy of it.”

“Oh, will you!” she exclaimed, and
he knew her enthusiasm to be real and
straight from her heart. Sunny’s per-
fect frankness was one of her greatest
charms. :

“Dad’s asleep,” she said finally, and
Selden grinned outright. That assur-
ance was audible.

“Your leg feelin’ better?” she asked
after a silence.

“Yes. That reminds me I must turn
in, for I’ve got to get up early to-mor-
row morning. Your father has prom-
ised to take me up to Newhall in the
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canoe. I want you to know what a
glorious time I've had here. I must
thank you again for taking me on those
canoe trips. You're an excellent host-
ess.  Some day I'll try and return this
hospitality.”

“That’s nothin’,” said Sunny, rising
and standing in the doorway. “Dad
was wishin’ we had more rooms so you
wouldn’t have to sleep in the little
cabin &

“But you have made it as neat and
as comfortable—don’t ever think of
that. I noticed that you repacked my
pack sack for me when you were clean-
ing out the cabin the other morning.
Thank you for that, too.”

Sunny flushed to the soft line of
dusky hair shadowing her temples.

“Yes,” she murmured, gazing past
him toward the edge of the forest.
“What does ‘eyes of vair’ mean,
Ward?”

“Oh, from ‘Aucassin and Nicolette’?
Let me see. If I did know I've for-
gotten, I'm not sure, but I think it
means ‘eyes of blue” However, my
preference is for eyes of gray.”

“You would be likin’ gray eyes
mostly ?” asked Sunny, with unusual
pensiveness.

“Yes, especially with black hair and
arched black eyebrows &

“Oh, Jimmy!” exclaimed Sunny,
laughing. “Even I could tell you mean
me.” And she disappeared in the un-
.lighted depths of the cabin.

Selden, somewhat taken aback,
.searched for his pipe. He had laid it
on the beam running under the edge
of the roof. As he fumbled in the
darkness his fingers touched the sharp
edges of a folded paper. Unthinkingly
he drew it from the crevice.

Finding his pipe, he unconsciously
slipped the letter in his pocket that his
hands might be free to fill his pipe and
light it. Later he hobbled through the
dew-heavy grass to his cabin. When
he had lighted the small shelf lamp,

he thought of the letter, and glanced
at it, but did not read it. Then, un-
tying a parcel taken from his belong-
ings, he unwrapped a small, narrow
volume, the “Aucassin and Nicolette”
of his town days. With a pencil he wrote
above his name on the flyleaf, “Sunny
Mateel, From——" And he slipped the
letter between the leaves of the book,
thinking that perhaps it had been mis-
laid by Sunny or her father.

The kitchen door was open, but there
was no light in the room when he came
back to the Mateels’ camp. He found
the table, and placed the little book
on it.

CHAPTER VL

Rounding up sturdily through the
mist of the June morning came Jed
Mateel to the river edge, where Selden,
overanxious not to be late, awaited him
on the rocky shore. :

“Seen you was gone from your
bunk,” said Mateel. “I calc’lated you’d
be waitin’ here instid of settin’ to a
breakfast what’s waitin’ for you. Hot
coffee don’t do no hurt these cold morn-
in’s. Keeps the river chill out till the
sun gets to work. Jest chuck your pack
under the canoe and come along up.”

“Thought I was late as it was, and
I didn’t want to bother you,” said Sel-
den.

“What! And go without breakfast
because you oversleept a leetle? If you
stay up in these here woods long, boy,
don’t you never go to work without
breakfast, even if ye have to wait till
the follerin’ mornin’ to get it. ’Sides,
Sunny would be feelin’ worse than she
be a'ready if she hears you run off
without eatin’.”

“I’'m sorry Sunny’s not feeling well,”
said Selden, placing his pack beneath
the canoe and following Mateel up the
trail.

“She ain’t what you call sick,” grum-
bled the old man, striding along toward



14 THE POPULAR MAGAZINE

the cabin. “She’s jest actin’ blue like,
s’ef she’d heard suthin’ like bad news.”

As they neared the cabin the old man
paused and let Selden enter ahead of
him. Then Mateel reached up to the
niche where he had hidden the letter.
It was gone.

“Didn’t see nothin’ of a letter layin’
around on the porch, did you?” asked
Mateel as he entered the doorway.

Selden nodded. “I was looking for
my pipe,” he explained, “late last night,
and I felt up under the beam and found

the letter. I slipped it in the little book
I left for Sunny. I didn’t read the
letter——"

“Well,” said the old man, “it jest
had to-be so, I reckon. And I reckon
likewise Sunny’ll remember that book
and that letter all her life.”
~ Selden gathered from the old man’s
somewhat ambiguous utterances that
the letter had had some heavy signifi-
cance for the Mateels. However, he
was innocent of it all, and the hot coffee
had an inviting odor. The table was
neatly laid for breakfast. Catching-Sel-
den’s eye, the old man smiled wistfully.
“Sunny she said to tell you good-by
and to say thanks for the book. She’s
.gone up to see her Aunt Lib Putter.
They live quite a spell from here, so
she started early.”

After breakfast Mateel leisurely
lighted his pipe and sat on the porch
step gazing toward the river. Selden,
somewhat anxious to be away, finally
- asked if it were not a pretty long trail
after they left the canoe to cross the
delta to Newhall,

Mateel, turning the burned-out match
in his- fingers, puffed at his pipe and
nodded. “Yes, it do be some ways.”

Selden questioned him with his eyes.

“I never make no bones of Nelson’s
Falls,” continued Mateel. “Most folks
leaves the river there and walks across
to Newhall. Me—and sometimes me
and Sunny poles right up the rips. It

saves about five hours—if you make
it.”

“That means we’ll get to Newhall to-
night ?”

Mateel nodded. “Usually two days.
But we’ll make it in one. I was jest
waitin’ for the sun to come up good
and strong. They’s a bit of quick water
right above here, and when it’s foggy
it’s better left to itself. We'll go now.”

Then Selden realized what a woods-
man could do toward making speed
without hurrying. Mateel seemed to
move with his usual great-limbed lei-
sure, but the younger man had to trot
to keep up with him. A turn of Ma-
teel’s wrist and the canoe lay right side
up. An easy heave and it was launched.
Selden stepped in, and Mateel followed.
They shoved out into the river beneath
the climbing mist robes of the morning.
Before Selden could realize it they were
far beyond the clearing of the camp.
He turned to look back. A bend in
the river intervened, and he set him-
self to paddling with a vim.

“About here,” said Mateel presently.
“You can put up that bow paddle.”
And as Selden did so, the old man rose
to his feet with the huge spruce setting
pole in his hands. Selden sat watching
the river pile down toward them be-
tween the rocks.

A heave of Mateel’s broad shoulders
and the little craft climbed a sliding wall
of water that leveled to a stretch of
spattering waves. At each thrust of
the pole the canoe shot ahead smoothly
despite pitch, cross current, turn, or
swirling pool. A deer came to the river
to drink. Selden watched until they
were opposite it. Then to his amaze-
ment he heard a sharp crack, and turned
to see Mateel, despite the swift current,
boyishly striking the water with his
pole and laughing as the buck bounded
up, turned in the air, and plunged to-~
ward the shelter of the bushes. Then
the woodsman caught the canoe as it
drifted swinging in the current, and
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proceeded upstream as easily as before.
Selden had seen poling, but nothing that
paralleled the complete assurance of his
companion in a more than difficult piece
of quick water.

In the quiet reaches above the first
rapids Selden took up his paddle and
swung to the work. They journeyed
silently and steadily up the forest-
banked river. Noon found them, so
Mateel said, more than halfway on their
journey. By mid-afternoon they had
entered the rapids known as Nelson’s
Falls, and were working slowly up the
heavy rapids above. Selden, sitting
quietly in the bow, studied the channel,
noting the worst places and estimating
the danger of running these rips in
the opposite direction should he at any
time return to Mateel’s camp.

For an hour they had worked up the
quick water when the old woodsman

suddenly checked the boat and dropped -

back of a gigantic bowlder in an eddy.
Selden, glancing ahead, saw a canoe
with a single occupant flashing toward
them. Ffollowing it some two hundred
yards came another canoe. Selden
looked back at the old man, whose eyes
were fixed on the nearer craft. The
man in it, kneeling amidships, was pad-
dling with all the lithe quickness and
strength of the trained riverman.
Dodging and turning, down the river
he came, heading for the rock behind
which Mateel’s canoe waited. A dozen
yards above the rock, the man rose to
his feet, braced himself, and drove his
paddle through the foam of the rips.
Selden could see that he was exerting
all his strength and quickness.
Suddenly he heard Jed Mateel shout:
“The leit side, Joe; take the left——"
But the other either did not hear or
deliberately disregarded the well-meant
warning. Down the right-hand channel
he plunged, missed the rock by a fin-
ger’s breadth, and flashed past, smiling.
“Get ’em!” he shouted, and Selden saw
the gleam of white, even teeth, and no-

ticed that the man’s hair was black and
curled closely round a small, strongly
poised head.

Almost instantly above the roar and
lash of the rapids he heard the sharp
zing of a bullet richocheting from a
rock. A puff of rock dust stung his
face. Then came the blank, dead report
of the rifle, muffled by the roar of the
waters.

“Thunder!” he exclaimed as he spat
the rock dust from his mouth. “They’re
shooting at us!”

Mateel stood, bracing his weight
against the setting pole to hold the
canoe in the eddy. “They can’t get you
there, behind that rock,” called Mateel.

“But they’ll pot you—-"

As he spoke a second bullet flipped
alongside the craft.

“They won’t shoot again,” said Ma-
teel. “In jest about two seconds they’ll
be too pow’ful busy keepin’ from bein’
drownded.”

On dashed the second canoe, the bow
man, now grasping his paddle, ready
to fend off from the rock. Selden no-
ticed the swarthy face and the wide
cheek bones of the half-breed. The
man in the stern had risen to his feet
and was scanning the two channels.
Too late he endeavored to swing the
canoe to the left-hand side of the rock.
He realized in a flash that the man
ahead had won through the right-hand
channel by sheer luck.

Down the pitch they plunged, struck
the rock with a splintering crash, and
Selden saw the gray bottom of the
canoe flash past as it upset. Then, far
below on the current, a head appeared,
and then another. He watched the two
men battered and swept from rock to
rock until a bend in the river hid them
from ssight.

“Now I reckon there’s room for us,”
called Mateel, and dropping back a
canoe length he forced the boat up past
the rock and along the quieter water
near the shore.
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“Going back for them?” queried Sel-
den, glancing over his shoulder.

“And them a shootin’ at us that-a-
way? No, I reckon not. ’Sides, they’ll
come out in Bald Eddy, jest below,
mebby some sick, but not drownded.
That kind can’t be drownded.”

“But, Mateel, why did you stand up
and let them shoot at you? Why didn’t
you ‘scrunch’ down behind the rock?

Why, great Scott, man——" As Sel- -

den’s head cleared of the confusion of
events he began to realize that the old
man’s action had been deliberate.

“Why?” echoed Mateel. “Why?
Well, because the feller they was shoot-
in’ at—was—my boy—]Joe.”

And Selden, conscious of the trag-
edy in the old man’s voice, was silent.
Bit by bit he recalled the story of the
shooting of Tom Crogan, the dynamit-
ing of the dam, the mention of Sunny’s
brother Joe, “who had been in Canada
for some time,” as she said.

Then he thought of the letter that

Mateel had asked about, and imme-
diately he realized that it had something
to do with Sunny’s absence that morn-
ing at breakfast. Then the old man’s
admission: “It was my boy Joe.”
" “They don’t fire at a man unless he’s
wanted pretty badly,” soliloquized Sel-
den as he turned to his paddle. “And
the irony of it—my giving Sunny that
letter which must have been from the
son to the old man, and in that book,
of all things!”

That night as he turned in in the
little spare room next to the clerk’s
above the Newhall store, and endeav-
ored to sleep, the vision of an oncom-
ing canoe, its occupant’s bright face
flushed with the wild joy of danger
seemed to recur incessantly. Follow-
ing it came the chaos of the wreck as
the second canoe struck the rock, and
above it all the smiling face of Sunny
Mateel. He rose and lighted the oil
. lamp at his elbow. On a chair lay his
pack sack. As he fumbled in it for

tobacco he found a tiny package
wrapped in coarse brown paper and
tied with white string. “Something
new!” he exclaimed.

Slowly he untied the string, and from
the brown paper envelope slipped a lock
of raven-black hair tied with a soft,
beautifully tanned thong of white doe-
skin. Holding the paper close to
the light he read the scarcely legi-
ble scrawl: “Charm against bullits.
Sunny.”

“We don’t believe in ’em, as a rule,”
muttered Selden, and he grinned boy-
1shly. “But this is an exception—and—
by cracky, so is she!”

CHAPTER VII.

The village of Newhall socially and
architecturally crowded as close as it
could to the eminence of the general
store in which Ezra Newhall paid off
his men and transacted his local busi-
ness. Originally his office had been at
the new mill, near the river, and close
to the Great Heron Lake dam, but since
the dynamiting of the dam he had re-
moved to the store, which he owned.
This was an advantage. It gave him
the pulse of the village and incidentally
an opportunity to keep an unobserved
check on the clerk’s transactions. De-
spite the credit system obtaining in the
woods, clerks had been known to be
carelessly liberal in dispensing mer-
chandise and supplies to certain of their
close friends. There was no such leak-
age of profits in Newhall’s store.

The new village, a collection of
rough, unpainted board shacks and a
few more substantial log cabins, lay on
an eminence at the western end of the
great Newhall dam that controlled the
waters of Great Heron Lake. Round
the village and crowding close to it,
circled the untouched wilderness. Far
to westward rose the dim line of hills
marking the Canadian boundary, a
great physical boundary that -swung
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toward the north and east, where
through a notch ran the brown sweep
of the Nennassing River.

Ezra Newhall, gaunt, goat-bearded,
keen-eyed, stood near the sluiceway of
the dam, directing the closing of the
third gate that would eventually lower
the heavy tide of the Nennassing River
to a shallow stream winding through a
mud-incrusted river bed.

There had been difficulty in getting
the drive of lumber through Pickerel
Falls, a succession of rapid stretches a
few miles below the southern end of
the lake.

Newhall, in shutting off the natural
flow of the lake toward Canada, knew
that he would tie up the drive of the
St. John’s Company, situated on the
Nennassing a few miles across the bor-
der. Nevertheless he issued his orders
peremptorily. His lumber threatened to
be hung up. That was enough. The
dynamiting of the Great Heron Dam
the preceding spring—and it was tacitly
understood on both sides of the line
that the St. John’s boys had done it—
was reason enough for Newhall to shut
off the flow of the Nennassing, to say
nothing of the cherishing of his own
immediate interests. The new dam had
been erected at tremendous expense to
the Newhall Company.

The matter was then under advise-
ment by the Canadian and American

- Waterways and Forestry Commission-
ers, and gave promise of being “under
advisement” indefinitely.

Several years previous to the estab-
lishment of Newhall as a village, Ezra
Newhall had grasped the possibilities
of the marsh-edged, unfrequented
Great Heron Lake, and had interested
capital enough to build a great dam at
its northern end, shutting off the flow
of its natural outlet and diverting the
waters to a “cut” at the southern end
of the lake—a cut that connected with
the so-called Great Heron River.

Ezra Newhall’s interests, his mills,

€A

and Milltown City, lay to the south,
eighty miles below on the Great Heron
River, down which he drove his lumber
each spring. To the north ran the Nen-
nassing, past St. John’s and the St.
John’s operations. The spring flow of
the Nennassing, controlled by Ezra
Newhall, virtually held the St. John’s
Company at his mercy. They had asked
to have a representative at the Great
Heron Dam that they might take ad-
vantage of a head of water either be-
fore Newhall began to drive or after
his drive was in. ;

Fearing to establish the leverage of a
precedent, Newhall refused them flatly.
They offered a fair toll. This he also
refused to accept. Then they appealed
to their home government, which in turn
appealed to the United States govern-
ment. The matter was to be arbitrated
—in the press. Unfortunately, the
chairman of the arbitration committee
held stock in the Newhall Company. His
patriotism was shocked at the dynamit-
ing of the dam. The new structure cut
down dividends. The matter was un-
der advisement. So far under, indeed,
that the massy technicalities of interna-
tional law threatened to bury it for-
ever.

Unaware that the quiet, lounging fig-
ure he had seen in the store the night
before was Newhall himself, Selden,
arriving at the dam, looked round casu-
ally, noted with a keen eye the solidity
of the structure, and finally stepped up
to the lean figure of the old lumberman.

“I'm looking for Mr. Newhall. They
told me at the store that I'd find him
down here somewhere.”

“Old Ezra Newhall?” queried the
lumberman.

“Not necessarily,” replied Selden. “I
believe I said M». Newhall.”

“He was down here this mornin’.
What you want to see him for? Mebby
I could hunt him up for you.”

“Thanks. T’ll hunt him up myself.”

“Huh! Some of you Canucks be
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mighty short spoken and independent
sometimes,” said Newhall, eying Selden
sharply.

“Canucks ?” said Selden in unaffected
astonishment. -

“Never mind that. I see you're a
Yankee. Now what do you want? I'm
Ezra Newhall myself.”

“Well,” said Selden easily, “you’ve
proven that I'm not a Canadian. Now
if you’ll prove that you are Mr. New-
hall I'll tell you what I want.”

The older man’s eyes twinkled.
“You don’t know nothin’ about lum-
berin’—saw that the first peek at you.
You sized up that dam as if you knew
buildin’ pretty good. Gov'ment inspec-
tor, mebby ?”

Selden srhiled.
gineer.”

“Not so turribly civil,” chuckled
Newhall. “what do you want to see me
for?”

“Nothing, till I know to whom I’'m
talking.”

Newhall grinned, stroked his chin,
and studied Selden for a few seconds.
Then he shouted to one of the men on
the dam: “How much water, Tom?”

“Fourteen-six now, Mr. Newhall.”

“All right. Get No. 3 down. We
need the -water.” :

“Yes, sir.” And the riverman re-
turned to the gate.

Selden decided to be as brusque as
his questioner. “I want work,” he said
simply.

“Nothing you can do round here,”
said Newhall.

“All right,” said Selden cheerfully.
“T’Il wait till something turns up.”

“Get fired from the new railroad?”
asked Newhall.

“No, I quit,” said Selden quietly.
But he flushed nevertheless, not realiz-
ing that Newhall’s apparent rudeness
was in reality his method of trying out
a man.

“You don’t say why you quit,” con-
tinued Newhall.

“No, I'm a civil en-

“I don’t intend to,” replied Selden,
smiling. “But I’ll say this much, I
didn’t have to, and I was asked to stay.”

“No need to get sassy,” said the old
man, eying Selden shrewdly.

“I'm glad you’ve come to that con-
clusion. I think it was about time.
Now if I had been your senior I should
have told you that some time ago.”

Ezra Newhall chuckled. He drew a

jackknife from his overall pocket and

clumsily pared the corner of a broken
thumb nail. When he looked up again
Selden was standing, back toward him,
watching the men on the dam. New-
hall grinned appreciatively. “You
come up with Jed Mateel yesterday, I
understand ?”

Selden turned about. “Yes.”

“Suppose Jed told you about the
Canucks blowin’ up the dam last year?”

“It was in all the papers,” replied
Selden.

“Jed’s a great talker when he gets to
goln,.” -

Selden was silent.

“Reckon Jed told you I offered him
the job of tendin’ the gates nights?”

“Did you?” queried Selden.

“Didn’t say so,” snapped Newhall.
“Said ‘I reckoned Jed told you I offered
it to him.””

Out on the dam the gate tender
seemed to be having trouble with the
mechanism of Gate No. 3. A spurt of
water showed beneath it. The spurt
widened and spread to a bubbling pool.
Newhall, instantly alert, shouted to the
tender and ran along the footboard of
the dam. Together he and the two gate
tenders shouldered at the lever, but the
gate would not drop back into place.

Selden, seizing a gunny sack, began
filling it with gravel from the river
bank. He tied the mouth of the sack
with a strip torn from his handkerchief
and began filling another sack.

“Give us a hand!” shouted Newhall.

Selden shook his head, and beckoned
to them. “If you want to stop that
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leak,” he said, gesturing toward the
dam, “just get these sacks and dump
them on the upper side of the gate. It’s
clogged with a sunken snag in the
guides probably. The water will force
the bags through and carry off the snag
or bank up the sacks against the leak.
Either way will answer.”

“All right,” said Newhall.
give us a hand!”

Selden did not offer to help. “I fur-
nished the idea and you’ll have to fur-
nish the transportation,”- he said casu-
ally, seating himself on the edge of the
bank. “It will work out all right.”

“Dummed cool,” muttered Newhall,
tugging at one of the sacks.

Finally they lugged the sacked gravel
to the dam and dropped it on the upper
side of the gate. Selden watched the
level below the dam with half-closed
eyes. Suddenly a geyser of water
spurted up, and he caught the glint of
one of the sacks as it shot beneath the
gate. “Now!” he shouted, jumping to
his feet. “Open her up wide and then
drop her down!”.

The turmoil of waters ceased as the
gate slid slowly in place.

Newhall, drawing a bandanna from
his pocket, mopped his face. Shuffling
along the footboard, he fronted Selden.
“Can you shoot?” he asked suddenly.

‘(Yes"?

“Heard about Tommy Crogan?”

(‘Yes"’

“Well, I got a job for a night watch-

man that don’t drink and ain’t easy to
scare and can shoot—if he has to. It’s
fifty a month and board at the
camp——"
. “Say seventy-five,” interrupted Sel-
den.  “I’ll need the extra twenty-five
dollars to establish and maintain my
plant.”

“Your plant?”

“Yes. Do I get the job?”

Newhall nodded.

“All right,” said Selden. “Then I
shall install a small electric-lighting sys-

“Here,

tem and string some reflectors and
bulbs from one end of the dam to the
other. There’s enough waste water to
run a dynamo. Then I can see what’s
going on nights.”

“You're the man for the place,” said
Newhall. “Come along up to the store-
and order what fixin’s you want.
Reckon it’ll take two weeks to get ’em
here. Hines at the store’ll give you a
rifle and cartridges.”

“All right, Mr. Newhall. And I want
you to build a little shack at-the eastern
end of the dam. T’ll bunk there. It
will be cool at night under those birches,
and it is the highest spot on the bank.
In the meantime I'll post a notice in the
store to the effect that high-voltage
wires will be installed about the dam.
That news will reach Canada soon
enough. There are mighty few men
willing to risk running into a live wire
—and men that would tackle ’most any-
thing else for excitement, at that.”

CHAPTER VIIIL.

Early one July morning, shortly after
Selden had turned in to sleep, after
his night’s vigil, a messenger arrived
at Newhall—a breed riverman who
brought word from below that the drive
was in and safely behind the booms
at Milltown.

Ezra Newhall immediately routed out
the clerk, and together they consulted
the time book. Finally Newhall left
the store and proceeded toward the lit-
tle shack where Selden slept. On his
way there the old man, seeking within
himself for an excuse to let Selden go,
finally brought himself to face the fact
that he had no good reason to dis-
charge the young man other than a kind
of intuition that Selden was too clever,
too able, to be satisfied with his pres-
ent accupation for long. “He knows
as much about the whole system and
the water-rights question as a lawyer,
a’ready,” soliloquized Newhall. “Now
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if he was to leave here mad, mebby—
but, no. He said somethin’ the other
day about gettin’ a vacation for a spell
when fall come. Don’t know what he’s
plannin’, but summer’s dull and the pay
roll is long enough as it is. He can’t
get far on what money’s comin’ to him
now. Besides, I can get a night watch-
- man for half the money now that the
drive’s in.”

As Newhall stepped carefully along
the running board he noted with a grim,
satisfied smile the system of wires and
reflector lights that Selden had installed.
“He’s a good one!” Newhall admitted
to himself. “But he knows too much.”

Selden, awakened, sat up in his bunk.
“Glad you came down,” he said sleep-
ily. “I wanted to ask you 2

“For that vacation?”’ queried New-
hall.

“No, about something else.”

“Well, if you don’t mind bein’ dis-
turbed I'd like to have you explain the
workin’ of this here lightin’ plant to me.
I been a mite curious about it right
along.” .

“Why, certainly!” said the young
man, slipping into his trousers. And he
explained in detail the simple switch-
board, the circuit, and the running of
the dynamo. “It’s in first-rate shape.
A boy could run it now,” concluded
Selden.

“Uhuh. Well, what I was going to
say was this: I reckon we don’t need
you any longer. The drive’s in.”

“All right,” said Selden coolly. “I

expected you’d see I was worth more
to you than this. I expected a pro-
motion, but not so soon.”
. “I'm thinkin’ of puttin’ in a cheaper
man,” stated Newhall, flourishing his
bandanna and blowing his nose vigor-
ously.

Selden smiled, despite an inclination
to do otherwise—and to the point. “If
I can’t serve you in a higher capacity,
I suppose that settles it, Mr. Newhall.”

“I'm sorry——" Newhall began.

“Hold on! Don’t get sorry for any-
thing!” And at Selden’s brusque ex-
clamation Newhall blinked and coughed.
“You’ve found me capable and steady.
Tacitly you promised me a position for
some time to come. To be frank,
you’re the kind of liar that never goes
on record—the worst kind, Mr. New- .
hall. T’ve also sized you up a bit, and
T'll tell you just why you’re letting
me go. It is because you're afraid of
me—of what I know. Do you get
that?” :

“See here!” began Newhall.

“If the St. John’s boys had wanted to
they could have picked me off with a
rifle a dozen times and then put the
dam out of commission. I knew that.
This is too near the border to be a
healthy job. They didn’t choose to try
for it. That’s why I'm here.”

“Of course—of course,” said New-
hall, stuffing the bandanna in his hip
pocket. “But I don’t calc’late there’s
any one goin’ to come close enough
at night while them lights are goin’.”

“They wouldn’t have to,” said Selden
briskly. “One man could go up the lake
a few hundred yards and drop a float
in the rift where the draw begins. He
could pay out a few yards of fuse, and,
ten to nothing, blow the gates clear over
the Nennassing Mountains, and twenty
watchmen couldn’t stop him.”

“Them Canucks ain’t got brains
enough to think of that,” said New-
hall, with a surface assurance that he
did not feel. “But they must be some
way of guardin’ against that, too.”

“There is,” said Selden indifferently.

“What is it?”

Selden laughed. “I couldn’t quite
bring myself to give you that informa-
tion—now. But I’ll illustrate for you.
For some reason or other the prime
mover in the last escapade of the St.
John’s boys has a reason to feel friendly
toward me. I was told so by a person
whom I cannot doubt. However, I was
also told that if I should give up my
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place here, or should happen to be
away for a night or two, things might
happen. Of course, I took some of that
with a grain of salt, but in the main I
believe it’s true.”

“You can’t swing no bluff like that on
me, young feller.”

“Very well, Mr. Newhall. But I did
think you were a better judge of men.
You have trusted me in letting me care
for your property. Now you don’t
trust me when I tell you something that
I’m positive is so.” -

“Where do you calc’late to go from
here?” asked the lumberman.

“Pertinent, that, now that you’re no
longer my respected employer. Well,
I’'m going downriver to St. John’s. I'm
going to stay up North in the brush.
I like this country. It’s big, and there
are some big doings on the horizon.”

“I suppose, after studyin’ the situa-
tion, you figure to do some mighty tall
engineerin’, and like as not give the St.
John's people a head of water 'most any
time they want it by changin’ the chan-
nel of the Nennassing and leavin’ New-
hall high and dry and Great Heron
Lake a frog pond, or somethin’ like
that?”

“That wouldn’t be impossible,”
plied Selden.

“See here, Selden, I ain’t goin’ to
stand no insinuations or threats from
nobody. If you got any idea of tryin’
to get even with me 2

“Even—mush! I'm not that kind,
and you know it. Just one thing more
before I draw my pay and go; I'll wager
my reputation against that horsehair
watch chain of yours that within forty-
eight hours you’ll wish you had kept
me at any price.”

Ie-

CHAPTER IX.

About ten o’clock that morning, Sel-
den, garbed in a new outfit of flannel
shirt, khaki trousers, and moccasins,
stood looking at the tumbling tide of

Nelson’s Falls. He had come down the
river trail, headed for Mateel’s camp.
He shlfted the pack sack from his shoul-
ders, and, sitting on a log, filled his
pipe and smoked.

“Hope that forty-eight-hour scare I
gave Newhall does not materialize,” he
muttered, grinning. “He’d almost be
able to make out a case against me as
an accomplice if anything did happen.
I wonder just how much influence Joe
Mateel has with the St. John’s boys
and if Sunny is really holding them off
until I'm out of their way. Doesn’t
seem probable, but one can’t tell up
here. She surely wouldn’t have writ-
ten that letter about it, if she hadn’t
had a reason for doing so. She’s not
the kind to scare up situations.”

Selden had but a few dollars left of
his July wage, and he decided to walk
to Mateels’ and hire the old man to
paddle him downriver to St. John’s.
Of course he had his home bank ac-
count to fall back on, but he wisely re-
alized that folk who begin falling back
on reserve funds seldom stop until
they reach the bottom. He had a cer-
tain pride in making good at his new
venture of free lance, and he was one
who criticized himself fairly. -

The noon sun and the low boom of
the rapids lulled him to daydreams. He
awoke suddenly as a shadow fell across
the shingle at his feet. Beside him
stood a squat, swarthy-hued breed.

“Hello!” exclaimed Selden,. standing
up. “Where did you drop from?”

“Bo’ jou’! Bo’ jou’!” grunted the
breed. “Ah mek to go to dat Mo’sieu
Mateel hees place.”

“Good! Will you take a passenger ¥’

The other’s keen black eyes swept
him from head to foot. “You wan’
make traverse to Mo’sieu’” Mateel hees
cabane ?”’

Selden nodded, wondering where he
had seen that keen-eyed, wide-cheeked
face before. Perhaps among _the
Newhall habitants—he was not sure.
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“Ah’'m goin’ run dees rivaire down
to Mateel hees camp. Mabbe you laik
to come weet moi in de canoe ?”

“Don’t mind if I do,” replied Selden.

“Den Ah'get dat canoe.” And the
breed paced up the shore several yards
and drew a canoe from the bushes.
Selden, somewhat astonished at this,
pondered. “Wonder how he came to
make such a good connection with my
plan? That canoe is wet. He must
have run down behind me and then
run the boat ashore and come down
here on foot to find out who I was.
Seems queer.”

As Selden embarked he noticed that
the bow of the craft had been badly
smashed, and recently, as the newness
of the repair showed. “Had a bad
smash-up,” he said, kneeling and taking
up the bow paddle.

“Oui. But Ah feex heem all right.
* Heem jus’ strong laik de firs’ taime.”

Again Selden pondered. “Now it’s
natural to say where and how an acci-
dent occurred first and explain the de-
tails afterward. This chap is cautious.
Wonder what he’s up to?”

Whatever that might be, Selden soon
ceased to speculate about, becoming
completely absorbed in the excitement
of running the rapids. When they
neared the big rock in midstream, from
behind which he and -Mateel had wit-
nessed the perilous passage of one
canoe and the instant wreck of another,
the breed rose to his feet and scanned
the roaring current. From above there
was no way -of judging which channel
was the practicable one until almost
upon the rock, but Selden felt the canoe
sagging toward the left quite a distance
above the hazard. They ran the pitch
quickly and easily, but the engineer’s
scalp grew tight nevertheless as the big
rock flashed past.

A few minutes of dropping from
level to level, dodging, sliding, check-
ing, and even swinging clear round and
drifting through an opening stern first

—but always with the assurance of
mastery—and they were out upon the
lazy current of the river, gliding
smoothly along beneath the strokes of
two vigorous paddles.

Selden was hardly prepared to see
the rapids just above Jed Mateel’s camp
so soon. He had not realized that
down-stream travel often shortens a
journey by half. As they passed the
last .pitch he looked ahead for the
smoke of the camp on the hillside.

“Guess that’s Mateel’s,” he said,
glancing back at the breed.

“Oui. Dat ees Mateel hees place.”

“What in thunder are you buckling
on that gun for?” asked Selden as the-
breed laid his. paddle across his knees
and strapped on a holster.

“Ah’'m jus’ deputy shereef dees
taime. Don’ you make for to mak’
signe. Eef you do, den Ah shoot——"

“Oh, you go to blazes!” said Selden.
“You wouldn’t dare pull a gun on me
even if you wanted to.”

“Ah swear you een for to help arres’
dat Joe Mateel ” began the breed.

“Well, you’ll have to swear a little
louder then, Mr. Man. You tricked
me into this, and now you want me
to act as a fancy piece of armor plate

for you. Afraid to do your own
work ?”
“Non. Ah no ’fraid of hany mans.”
“That so? Well, I suppose here’s

where I get out and let you sneak up
behind me to the cabin—is that it?”

{(Oui.”

“Suppose the Mateels let fly and get
me—what about that?”

“Dey don’ do dat. Dey know you.”

“Well, ‘you have the drop.” I be-
lieve that’s the proper thing to say at
this place in the chapter.” And Selden
stepped from the canoe, with the breed
following, and the latter held the Colt
with its muzzle centered in the small
of Selden’s back.

As they approached the slope toward
the cabin, Selden made a plan. He knew
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that the Mateels would probably be on
the alert, espeaally if Joe Mateel was
harbored in the place. The breed had
tricked him into an uncomfortable po-
sition. He would endeavor to return
the courtesy. And, despite the thought
that possibly Joe Mateel was guilty of
the shooting of *Crogan, Selden’s sym-
pathies were all with Mateel. If Joe
escaped, that was a side issue just then.

Within a few paces of the cabin the
deputy told him to halt. At that mo-
ment he heard Sunny singing, in quaint
colloquial verse, a line from “Aucassin
and Nicolette.” That decided him. He
slipped his hand up to his shirt collar
and unbuttoned the two top buttons.
“It’s hot !’ he exclaimed, as if explain-
ing the action. The breed, standing be-
hind him, could not see the polished
brown of the shoulder holster beneath
Selden’s shirt, nor the glint of the
square-stocked little automatic pistol.
Just then Sunny, on some errand or
other, came to the door. ‘“Oh, Ward!”
she exclaimed, and then hesitated as she
saw the breed.

“How are you, Sunny? It’s mighty
hot, isn’t it? May we have a drink of

water ?”
“Sure!” And, smiling, she brought
the dipper. As she came close to Sel-

den, he leaned forward slightly and
glanced down at his left shoulder. She
stood with the dipper in her hand, puz-
zled. But as she saw the butt of the
little automatic, her quick mind awoke
to the situation. Selden took the dip-
per and raised it to his lips. He tilted
his head, and, as he did so, he felt a
slight tug at his shirt front. Then he
threw the dipper of water over his
shoulder and squarely in the breed’s
face.

Sunny, her smile gone and her gray
eyes blazing, stood with the muzzle of
the automatic pressed against the dep-
uty’s ribs.

“Here, give me your gun while you
take a drink,” said Selden. “I ought to

have called your bluff down at the river:
But it’s nine to one you had better do
as Miss Mateel says, now. If she emp-
ties that gun into your system, you’ll
simply fall to pieces.’

The deputy handed his revolver to
Sunny. “You, Gregoire!” she said re-
proachfully. “You, Gregoire!”

“I didn’t know you were acquainted ;
with the party of the second part,” said
Selden, wiping his forehead. “Well,
I'm glad that’s over. I was expecting
something to happen.”

“Ward!” whispered the girl. “Ward!
Joe’s asleep in the back room. Go in
and tell him about this—but, oh, don’t
let him come out here. Send him away
—qulck' Tell him there’s some one
coming up from the river e

Selden stepped into the cool shade of
the cabin. “Here’s where I take an-
other little chance Waking a hunted
man isn’t apt to be healthy—to the
wakeist.”

But Jed Mateel, coming from the
woods, solved the prgblem. He brushed
past the breed without even nodding,
entered the cabin, and, shouldering Sel-
den aside, shook his son to wakefulness.
Selderi returned to Sunny. Presently
he heard a whistle, long and shrill, and
then two sharp answering notes.

“He can go now,” said Sunny, lower-
ing the pistol.

“Hold on!” exclaimed Selden. “Don’t
let him have that gun of his yet!”

“The best rifle but one in these woods
is kiverin’ him right now,” said the girl.
“Joe is gone—and he won’t dast to fol-
low.”

Bareheaded, she stood facing the
dark-visaged breed. The sun glowed
lustrously on her rippling black hair.
Her gray eyes were blurred with tears.
“Go, Gregoire!” she said, and her voice
trembled. “I know you was only doin’
your duty as you seen it. So was I1.”

Noting Selden’s quizzical expression,
she smiled wistfully. “Gregoire la
Croix, it was. He asked me to marry
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him once. It was at a dance. He had
been drinkin’ liquor. Joe and him was
friends afore that. Joe, my brother,
like to ’most killed Gregoire that night.
Gregoire is really half Indian—and he’d
like to get even with Joe and me.”

CHAPTER X.

There were six canoes in all. For
three days the twelve St. John’s boys
had poled up the shallow, turbulent,

rock-strewn channel of the Nennassing,

-camping at night on the high, wooded
banks until they were within a few
hours’ journey of Newhall Settlement.
On the fourth day they remained in
camp, philosophically awaiting night-
fall. Their canoes, drawn up the steep,
raw mud banks of the half-empty
stream, lay overturned here and there
in the seclusion of some dwarfed ce-
dars. Several of the men slept, stretched
beneath their canoes.

Pierre DuLac, the huge, ruddy-haired,
iron-limbed leader of the expedition, re-
clined with half-closed eyes beneath the
shade of a bush. He smoked-indolently,
turning his head from time to time to
glance toward the depths of the forest.

Near him squatted Jules la Rue, a
little, bow-legged Frenchman, grizzled
and keen-eyed. From the edge of
Jules’ high-topped moccasin peeped the
bone handle of a skinning knife. As
Jules shifted his position, the polished
handle of the knife shone in the sun.

Big Pierre smiled somewhat scorn-
fully. He was unarmed, save with her-
culean muscles and the careless bravery
of youth. Old Jules la Rue spat in the
ashes of the fire and grunted. Each
understood the other’s silent comment.
Each appreciated the other’s special
prowess.

Opposite the two sat a long-limbed,
black-haired half-breed, carefully shap-
ing a setting pole with a crooked knife.
He was Caesaire Garneau, nicknamed
“The Lou’-Garou.” He smiled as he

witnessed the silent interchange of com-
ment between his companions, and his
smile was crooked and scornful. He
was unarmed save for a superhuman
skill with paddle and setting pole. His
forte was speed of retreat in perilous
waters by day or night. He was rivaled
as a canoeman only by “Wild Joe Ma-
teel,” Jed Mateel’s outlawed son.

Nine of the twelve St. John’s boys
slept while three kept watch. Pierre
Dulac with huge indolence, Jules la
Rue with open alertness, and the Lou’-
Garou with the slit-eyed craftiness of
the wolf. Nominally they were the
three leaders of the expedition. Not-a
man of them carried rifle or six-gun,
and not a man of them but.-would have
faced either without a shadow of fear.
They were picked men. Alec McLean,
the Scotch superintendent of the St.
John’s Company, had “retained their
services” through the summer months,
paying thema considerable wage in ad-
vance. One by one he had summoned
them and tersely explained that they
wotld not be needed around camp, but
if they contemplated a fishing trip,
South, for instance, the wangan would
outfit them with canoes, blankets, and
provisions. There would be no need
for rifles, he explained, nor, in fact,
for rods and lines. The water was so
low that the trout were about gone
from the Nennassing, he told them.

At this, Pierre Dulac had smiled; so
had Jules la Rue and Casaire Gar-
neau. The others had listened and ac-
quiesced stoically.

McLean had a further conference
with the three who had smiled. Not
a word was spoken about Newhall, yet
three days after the conference, six
canoes lay side by side in the dead water
level of the Nennassing River, opposite
St. John’s, and in them sat twelve as
rugged and fearless rivermen as the
North country ever mothered. The
canoes were all headed upstream. That
had been three days ago.
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“Ah t'ink mabbe day poliss he get
Joe Mateel mabbe dees taime,” said
Jules, nodding to Big Pierre.

“Ah don’ t'ink dat dey fin’ heem,”
growled the huge, ruddy-haired French-
man.

The Lou’-Garou glanced at them, but
said nothing.

“W’en we mak’ traverse fraum dees
place?” queried Jules presentiy.

Pierre pointed to the western horizon.
Jules nodded. Each knew that the other
wished to formulate some plan of at-
tack on Newhall. None of them would
“offer a direct suggestion.

Presently Garneau, “the Wol{,” rose,
and, going to his canoe, returned with
a package which he opened slowly. Be-
fore each of his companions he laid a
small coil of black, wiry fuse and sev-
eral sticks of dynamite. They said
nothing. Again he went to the canoe,
and returned with a wicker-covered
jug. “Petrol,” he whispered, and hid
the jug in the bushes.

His companions nodded, and glanced
at each other.

Then Jules, old, bent, grizzled, jerked
his thumb toward the sleeping men.
“Ah t’ink, den, dat you go firs’ to dat
post offeece, and den dey come een laik
dey don’ know dat hany mans of St.
John’s ees dere. Firs’ one, den one, den
one, laik dat, hein?”

Big Pierre nodded gravely. “Ah mak’
de beeg fight laik hell. Den you mak’
traverse to dat dam—an’ mak’ flam-
beau?”

Jules and the Lou-Garou grinned.
“Oui,” they replied softly.

“Den Ah mak’ to sleep,” said Big
Pierre. And, arising, he strode briskly
to his canoe.

“Ah t'ink Ah go for sleep,” echoed
Jules, and he, too, found his blankets
and stretched himself in the shade.

But the Lou’-Garou still sat, his eyes
narrowed, slowly shaping the setting
pole. His head was turned sideways,
and he seemed to be pondering. Sud-

denly he straightened up, brushed the
shavings from his clothes, and crept
beneath his canoe. He had planned the
retreat that had been puzzling him all
that long afternoon. Whatever the out-
come of the reprisal might be, with him
lay the responsibility of a quick and
successful return to Canadian territory
—with his men. He would lead, and
the others would follow. That was
tacitly understood. No one had spoken
of it, yet he would not sleep until he
was reasonably certain of a feasible
plan. He would wait until the gates
had been blown from the dam. Wait:
until the river had risen to somewhere
near its normal height, and then run to
Canada on the liberated waters, and
none knew the natural channel of the
stream better than he.

The afternoon sun drifted impercep-
tibly toward the western treetops. The
curled white shavings from the setting
pole cast long, writhing shadows on the
grass as the afternoon breeze moved
them. Two or three of the men awoke
and stretched. One arose, and, taking
a tin cup, started for a spring a few rods
distant. He returned to camp hur-
riedly and without drinking. He awoke
the Lou’.

“Ah jus’ see dat Gregoire la Croix!”
he whispered.

“W’ere you see heem?’ queried the
Wolf.

The other pointed toward the forest.

“And den you. come back to dees
rendezvous?” questioned the Wolf,
with blunt sarcasm.

The riverman nodded.

“You wan beeg fool, Ah t'ink. But
Ah feex heem, jus’ same.”

He touched Jules, who awoke, grum-
bling. They whispered together, and
then quietly awoke the rest of the men.
Not long afterward, the bushes parted,
and La Croix, breathing heavily, came
to the center of the group and greeted
most of the men by name. They replied
pleasantly, but La Croix noticed that
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they glanced frequently from him to
Jules and Big Pierre. Feeling that he
‘was unwelcome, La Croix determined
to play boldly, and to that end he
squatted near Jules, and, taking out his
pipe, asked for tobacco.

“Why you don’ come back to St. John
dat las’ taime ?”  And Jules nodded
toward Newhall. La Croix knew well
enough that he referred to the dyna-
miting of the dam.

“Ah mak’ to run fraum dat place—
an’ hide,” he replied, grinning.

Suddenly Jules’ arm shot out, and La
Croix found himself flat on his back.
Jules pushed back the deputy’s coat, ex-
posing the little silver badge of his
office.

Not a word was spoken. The tense
silence struck chill to the half-breed’s
heart. He knew his men, or most of
them. He realized, now, that they knew
in a way that he had turned traitor in

-becoming an employee of the law, and
an employee of American law. He was
in the service of the police. That was
bad énough. He had stumbled upon
their camp, and knew their plan. That

he had done so unintentionally they.

would not believe. But they did not
know of his latest treachery, the at-
tempt to arrest Joe Mateel.

He glared round at his erstwhile
comrades, who drew back quietly, leav-
ing him in the hands of the Wolf and
one other.

“¥ou mak’ to arres’ Joe Mateel, Ah
t'ink,” asserted Big Pierre, and La
Croix knew then that while Pierre was
not sure of this, he suspected treachery
in that quarter. He drew himself up,
and, glancing at Big Pierre, replied
boldly: “Joe Mateel he mah fren’. Ah
don’ mak’ to com’ een dees camp.”

“You don’ mak’ to go hout,” laughed
Pierre. ;

“That’s right,” said a quiet voice,/and
the men, ringed about La Croix, started.
Then Joe Mateel stepped from the
shadow of the cedars and strode toward

the group. He leaned his rifle in the
crotch of a tree. La Croix’s face went
gray.

“Trailed him all the way down here,”
said Mateel, pushing back his hat and
squatting easily. “He thought I was
ahead of him. Might know me better
than that. Tried to get me up home.
Sunny just poked a Gat in his ribs, and
he changed his mind. He’s got a gun
on him somewhere, but you needn’t
worry. He can’t shoot quick enough to
find it out the same day.”

Mateel spoke rapidly and with the
ease of one secure in his own ability.
Several of the men stared at him, open-
mouthed. They had anticipated his ap-
pearance—should he ever appear to
them again—as a hunted man. Joe
Mateel hardly noticed them.

“Well,” he said, casting a level glance
at La Croix, “I know what the boys are
here for. I'm sorry I can’t be with
them on this thing. They know why I
can’t take the risk. But you——" He
turned toward the group. “Hadn’t we
better settle this, before it makes trou-
ble?”

Several of the men nodded. Big
Pierre glanced toward the setting sun.
Caesaire Garneau, the lean Wolf,
frowned thoughtfully. “Oui,” he said
presently, “Ah t'ink dat eet ees bon
dat he fall hout de canoe an’ get drown’
dees nuit.”

The deputy, face to face with Mateel,
seemed to lose his known and ordinary
courage. “You don’ keel moi laik dat?”
he said, addressing Joe Mateel.

“No, nor shoot you in the dark,” re-
plied Mateel. “I don’t care what the
boys do with you. But if you do slip
through them, I'll finish the job, as sure
as you shot Tommy Crogan.”

To La Croix’s vehement denial of
Joe Mateel’s charge, the latter paid lit-
tle attention, but turned away and
talked with the Lou’-Garou.

La Croix, with hands bound behind
him, stood watching the play of the sun-
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set across the treetops. As twilight
gathered, he shivered a little, although
the air was warm. Down below he
could hear the pur of the black waters.
A star grew keen-edged in the west.
Around him the group of Frenchmen—
his old comrades—conversed in whis-
pers. He wished that they would build
a fire that he might see their faces, but
he knew they would not.
heard Jules tell Mateel suggestively that
after the gates were once opened full
on the Newhall dam, should a man

stumble and fall from the - running -

board, he would not come out of the
undertow alive. Again La Croix shiv-
ered. Presently a figure stood before
him in the dusk. It was Joe Mateel.
His hat was off, and his forehead
seemed strangely white beneath his tum-
bled black hair.- Tommy Crogan had
been shot in the forehead at dusk.

“I expect you’re going to get put out
in the shuffle,” said Mateel. “I’'m elected
to help you off.” The boys think I ought
to, as’ things stand between you and
me. You've got one chance—for I hate
to put a man out that hasn't got a
chance to fight back. If you accept this
chance, it means that you take your
canoe and light out for the line, and
keep on going until you get lost north
of the big hills. You know that country
and the Injuns up there. For my own
sake I hadn’t ought to give you that
chance, but the boys don’t like my idea
of handing you over to the law.” Ma-
teel advanced a pace, and, round about,
La Croix heard the rustle of moccasins
in the grass as the group drew nearer.

“Who shot Tommy Crogan the night
the dam was blown up?” Mateel’s voice
.was low and tense.

Several 6f the group muttered in as-
tonishment. “Why ask such a question ?”’
they reasoned. “Every one knew that
Mateel shot the watchman.” La Croix
was sullenly silent.

“Come, hurry up!” said Mateel.

He over-

“We've got other business. It’s your
chance.”

“Den you let me go—now—eef Ah
say ?” asked La Croix.

“Yes,” said Mateel.
breathed the Frenchmen.

“Ah shoot heem,” muttered La Croix.

“Louder, Gregoire!” said Mateel,
with strange gentleness. “I want all the
boys to hear it.” :

“Ah shoot Tommee Crogan,” re-
peated La Croix, “aftaire he shoot fife
taimes by me.”

“Yes, and you emptied the magazine
of my rifle to do it,” said Mateel. “Do
you suppose I'd needed more than one
shot? That ought to been evidence
enough that I wasn’t a-handlin’ the
rifle. Then you threw the gun away in
the bushes and dug out. When they
found the gun,. it was up, to me, eh?
Thought you had Joe Mateel for trim-
ming you that time you were drunk and
tried to insult Sunny, eh? I'd like to go
at you with my hands—now—but you’re
whipped. You heard what they said.
If this river scrap wasn’t a fight for our
grub and our right to live, I'd hand you
over to the sheriff now. But our busi-
ness is bigger—worth more—than you,
dead or alive. Get out of my sight—
and don’t ever get between daylight and
my rifle again!”

And “Oui,”

CHAPTER XI.

Dusk was gathering round the cabins
of Newhall Settlement when Big Pierre
DuLac shouldered his way through a
group of idlers and entered the store.
Ezra Newhall glanced up from the bun-
dle of receipts he was checking. . The
Frenchman smiled, leaning against the
counter. ‘“Tobac’,” he said, flinging a
coin on the counter.

The clerk gave him a cut of chewing
tobacco, and was about to change the
coin. Then he stepped to Newhall and
whispered.

“Canady money, eh?” said Newhall.
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Then, to Pierre: “Canady money don’t
go here any more, my friend.”

The big Frenchman smiled inno-
cently. “Oui?” he said pleasantly. “Ah
don’ t'ink Ah’m your fren’, but dat
monee, she good monee.”

“But it don’t go here!” exclaimed
Newhall. “We don’t take it.”

“Dat ees bon! T’ank—Merci—for
dat tobac’,” and the Frenchman pock-
eted the plug of tobacco and lounged
across the store.

Two or three habitants, seemingly at-
tracted by the argument, drifted in
through the doorway. The clerk,
shrewdly enough, knew that they were
St. John’s men, but Newhall, intent on
the unpaid-for tobacco, failed to grasp
any significance in the appearance of
the downriver boys.

“Hah!” exclaimed Big Pierre, strid-
ing toward one of the habitants. “Ah
hask mah fren’ eef Canada monee she
no good.”

Newhall started as Jules la Rue, si-
lent, sinister, quick-eyed, entered the
store. Unlike Big Pierre, he had not
shouldered his way in, but had cleared
a path with his glance.

“You got good monee?” asked Pierre,
gesturing toward Newhall. “He say
dat mah monee no good—Canada monee
no good. Ah wan’ tobac'—"

“Who say dat?” snarled Jules, sweep-
ing a glance round the store. He no-
ticed two or three of his friends had
followed him in quietly.

“Ah t'ink Le Canadaw ees de bon
plac’ "’ began Pierre, but he was in-
terrupted by the appearance of the
Lou’-Garou, tall, lean, long-haired. The
Wolf stepped inside and affected a slow
surprise at seeing the other Frenchmen.
They exchanged a perfunctory greeting,
and Pierre explained to him, as to a
stranger, his pretended predicament.

“Hah!” grunted the Lou’-Garou,
drawing a plug of tobacco from his
pocket. “Dees ees le bon tobac’ hof St.

9

John, mah fren’.

Ezra Newhall stepped to the recently
installed local telephone, connecting
Newhall Settlement with Milltown.
Pierre and Jules exchanged glances.
Pierre nodded. ' He had counted the
Frenchmen present. His niné followers
—not including Garneau and La Rue—
were there. Presently La Rue and the
Wolf strode toward the door. The
Newhall men, many of whom had
drifted in, separated to let them pass.
The place was tense with expectancy.

When they were gone, some one whis-
pered: “The St. John’s boys!” And
a red-haired lumberman of Newhall
swore roundly. All eyes were focused
on Big Pierre, who leaned easily against
the counter, a little nearer to the hang-
ing oil lamp than he had been originally.
So he stood for perhaps a minute. He
saw one of his companions lift a heavy
boot from one of the racks above his
head. “Here! What you doin’ with

‘that boot?” said the clerk. His answer
‘came instantly. The boot was hurled

at the light above the post-office pigeon-
holes. With a crash the lamp fell to
the floor.

“Hoop!” cried Big Pierre. ““Ah wan’
room for to mak’ de beeg fight!” and,
clearing a circle with his huge arms, he
sprang forward, jumped in the air, and
turned with a kick. The hanging lamp
dropped with a crash and spatter of
glass. :

“Dees way!” called Pierre, and his
nine companions, some of whom had
mingled, unnoticed, with the last of the
crowd, plunged through the smoking
darkness toward him. They drew to-
gether at the upper end of the store,
and, seizing the long bench in front of
the counter, ripped it from the floor and
massed behind it. Using it as a batter-
ing-ram, they rushed toward the door-
way. It was closed and locked. Grunt-
ing, kicking, and the thudding of blows
punctuated the darkness. Some one
yelled for a light. The Frenchmen
laughed.
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“Heyeh! Hoop!’ shouted Pierre,
and, gathering headway, the dauntless
nine swept down the aisle between the
counters, carrying a stray chair, boxes,
and a sweating, cursing tangle of hu-
manity before them. The door was
locked. That was of little moment.
Door, rickety frame, and half the front
of the store fell with a crash into the
street, and on top of it came a plunging
chaos of arms and legs. 'Ezra New-
hall’s rifle was as useless as a nursing
bottle would have been.

Out in the twilight, the Frenchmen
were distinguishable by their individual
bulk and their long voyageur’s sashes.
The Newhall boys rallied and drove the
little band of St. John’s toward the
woods.

Swinging the broken bench above him
like a flail, Big Pierre felled man after
man as he retreated with his comrades.
Close to the edge of the forest he called
to his fellows. Suddenly he flung the
splintered bench top at his pursuers,
and, gaining pause, cried mockingly:
“You cry laik gran’ bebe for mak’ light.
Mabbe you haf’ light now, hein?”

Several of the Newhall men turned
as he pointed toward the river. Along
the dam ran a path of bluish flame, and
the roof of the mill was swathed in a
tide of running fire. Pierre and his
companions leaped to the woods, scat-
tering like quail. They would assemble
again at the canoes.

A quarter of a mile below the-dam,
the six canoes lay hidden in the brush.
Presently a figure crept through the
dusk and crouched near them. Then
came another and another.

“La Rue?” whispered the first figure.

“Oui, Pierre. ’Ow you mak’ heem?”

“Bon!” growled the big Frenchman,
winding his handkerchief round a torn
wrist. “Were ees da Lou’-Garou?”

“Ah don’ know. Ah see heem aftaire
he make flambeau hon de dam. Den
he go.”

More Frenchmen drifted in and
squatted beside the canoes.

“Ve go fin’ heem?”

“Ve wvait,” said La Rue, peering
through the shadows.

From their concealment, they could
see the twinkling lights-of the dam, each
intense in its cuplike reflector. The
petrol that the Wolf had used had
burned out. The timbers of the dam
were too heavy to take fire immediately.

“Den Ah t'ink dat Lou’ he go for
to mak’——" and the big Frenchman
threw both hands upward expressively.
La Rue nodded. =

Even as they watched there came a
faint, blunt report, and one of the lights
was blotted out. Again came the far
sound of a rifle shot, and another light
was gone. Still again the rifle sounded,
and another light popped out, leaving a
blank in the chain of illumination. La
Rue, saturnine, silent, smiled grimly.
Pierre laughed like a boy. “Joe Ma-
teel,” he said, and La Rue grunted an
affirmative.

Upriver the enraged crew charged
down on the burning mill to find no one
there. They turned toward the dam.
As they stood, stunned and dismayed,
the rifle cracked from across river, and
another electric light was blotted out.

Ezra Newhall, rushing out on the
footboard of the structure, examined
the gates. They were intact. Beneath
him a bullet whizzed and thumped into
a timber, and the air was filled with par-
ticles of flying glass as still another light
went out. The Newhall men began to
realize that the St. John’s boys had
much the better of it. Some of the lum-
bermen turned and tried ineffectually to
“sand” the blazing mill, but the flames
were too strong for them. The light of
the conflagration spread across the river
and illumined the dam, magnifying each
hewn timber and glistening on spike
and bolt.

“What’s he shooting them lights out
fer?” queried a lumberman.
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“’Spect he’s waitin’ till the fire in the
mill dies out,” replied a voice. “Then
the dam’ll be dark, and a man could step
out and monkey with the gates, mebby.”

“Why didn’t they do that first?” ques-
tioned the man.

“The Frenchers likes to show off.
That’s where they gits their fun out of
this,” replied the other. :

Jimmy Caine, the new watchman,
asked Newhall’s permission to shoot any
man that attempted to step out on the
dam from the other shore.

“No,” said Newhall. “Might be one
of our boys. You wait.”

“Wait for what?” queried Jimmy
Caine.

Newhall did not answer. The shad-
owy figure, seemingly creeping along
the edge of the far shore, absorbed his
attention. -The light from the burning
mill waned and flickered. The lights
on the dam had all been extinguished.
The wires had been cut by a bullet from
the rifle across the river in the brush.

Newhall continued to gaze at the
shadow that crept toward the footboard.
Was it a shadow?

Presently in the darkness a small spot
. of red- fire glowed like the end of a
- lighted cigar. Above the spot of fire
was the Lou’-Garou, coolly igniting the
fuses that led to the sunken dynamite
beneath the three gates. Again the spot
of fire glowed. This time nearer to the
crowd on the river bank.

“Here! Gimme that rifle!” cried
Newhall, looking round for the watch-
man.

Caine handed the gun to him. He
drew it up, when his arm was grasped,
and a voice, gasping with fatigue of
hard travel, said chokingly :

“No! No—more—of this.
shoot, Newhall!

Don’t
I tried to get—here—
sooner—and stop—it. But don’t—be a
fool and—murder—some one.” And
Ward Selden, white and reeling, strug-
gled with Newhall for possession of the
gun.

Coolly the Lou’-Garou stepped to the
far shore, trotted down the river trail,
and hallooed to his companions across
the river. “Ah feex heem,” was his
only reply to a dozcn questions.

Several of the Frenchmen .turned
their canoes over and were about to
launch them after the Lou’ had joined
the group, but he stopped them. From
upriver came the dull, trembling thump
of dynamite exploded under water.
With a roar and a rush, the liberated
waters of Great Heron Lake spread to
the wide reaches of the dry river bed.
The Wolf had perfected his retreat.
The Newhall rivermen, should they at-
tempt to follow the St. John’s crew,
could not launch a canoe immediately
below the dam in the tidelike turbulence
of the suddenly liberated waters. By
the time the river had spread to some-
where near its normal level, the French-
men would be well on their way down-
stream, running the quick, easy current
of the old channel. Daylight would find
them well across the Canadian line.

That the Frenchmen had not more
completely destroyed the Great Heron
Dam was somewhat of a puzzle to New-
hall. They had but dropped three light
charges against the gates. The main
structure was still intact.

“There’s somebody with brains be-
hind this raid,” he said, addressing a
crowd of his men that night. “Them
Frenchers, left alone, would have
blowed up the whole thing.” :

Selden, stepping forward, was about

‘to speak, when Newhall, realizing his

presence more thoroughly since the
scuffle for the gun, and remembering
the young man’s remark about “keeping
him at any price,” leveled a lean fore-
finger at the other’s face. “I jest said
some one with brains was behind this
raid—and I guess you're it!”

The crowd, expectant and eager for
fresh excitement, surged round Selden.
Angered at their attitude, he struck out,
fighting his way toward Newhall
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“What do you think I am? What do
you think I came back for? Would I
do that if I’d been in it?” he cried.

Two lumbermen crushed his arms to
his sides.

“We're pretty nigh sure what you
are now,” said Newhall venomously.
“And we're goin’ to put you where you
can rest up a few years—and think it
over.”

CHAPTER XIL

According to his agreement with Sel-
den, Joe Mateel had waited for him at
the little temporary camp above New-
hall, where, the evening before, the
young engineer had left the old man,
promising to return no-later than noon
next day. From that camp they were
to have dropped down the Nennassing
to St. John’s.

Jed Mateel had refused to go to New-
hall, maintaining that he could not ap-
pear ther€ so recently after his son had
left home under the urgency of the dep-
uty’s visit. So Selden had set out alone,
walking—or, more properly, running—
across the delta from the Great Heron
to the Nennassing at Newhall, arriving
at an unfortunate hour and much later
than he had anticipated.

Mateel waited until noon the follow-
ing day. Then, with ponderous delib-
eration, he launched his canoe and re-
turned ‘to his cabin. Sunny met him at
the riverside. “Thought you was goin’
to St. John’s?” she said.

. Mateel stepped heavily from the boat.

“He didn’t come back,” he replied. “I
ain’t been near to Newhall sence Joe’s
been—sence Joe's—gone away.”

“Didn’t come Dback! exclaimed
Sunny.
Mateel nodded wearily. “Seems ev-

erything is goin’ wrong. I didn’t figure
young Selden ’u’d get mixed up in it;
how come it?”

“Mebby he got hurt,” said Sunny.
“Mebby he got hurt in the raid 22

“What raid you talkin’ about? asked
her father quickly.

“Why, the St. John’s boys %

“So you knowed it—and tole him,
eh?”

Sunny nodded. “Yes. But you
knowed it—and didn’t tell me, likewise,
dad.”

“That’s diffrunt. I wondered how he
come to know it. He tole me somethin’
that made me suspicion they was that
in his mind, goin’ down to Newhall. I
didn’t say nothin’. I reckon Joe he tole
you.”

Sunny was silent. She gazed at her
father’s gigantic form, slightly bowed
now, and something in his attitude ap-
pealed to the mother in her nature.
“You're tired, dad. You ain’t lookin’
like you was gettin’ your good sleep
nowadays. You jest come up to the
house and set down and smoke, and
mebby then I can talk to you.” And
she gathered up the paddle and pole
and swung the empty pack sack to her
shoulder. Smiling back at him, she
started up the little trail to the cabin
porch.

“No use arguin’ with a gal—’spesh-
ully your own,” soliloquized the old
man, following her. “Now if a woman
can’t make her way with you sayin’
things to please you, then she’ll be doin’
things to please you, the nex’ whip-
stitch. That jest make you feel like a
ongrateful cuss—after that—ef she
don’t talk too much.”

Sunny brought the big armchair to
the porch, and then his “home” pipe and
tobacco. Contrary to her usual custom,
she remained standing opposite him, her
back against one of the hewn posts and
her supple arms stretched above her
head with her fingers clasped together
in the dark masses of her hair. Her
head, slightly tilted back, brought her
clear-cut profile against the background
of the weathered brown timbers of the
porch. She gazed at her father through
half-closed lids.




32 THE POPULAR MAGAZINE

Presently she dropped one hand -to
her breast and drew out a letter—the
letter from her brother Joe that Selden
had found and left upon the kitchen
table with the little book.

“Dad,” she began, ignoring his start
of surprise, “I been studyin’ this letter
of Joe’s. I'm thinkin’ likely you read it
all right, but that you ain’t understand-
a0’ it all right.” Her brows drew down
in a little frown above her clear gray
eyes. “Now he says: ‘I’'m comin’ up-
river to get away from a couple of fel-
lows what has been doggin’ me for a
week, for the shootin’ of Tommy Cro-
gan.’

“Now,” she continued, drawing a
deep breath, “Joe says they’re after him
for the shootin’ of Tommy Crogan, but
that don’t say he did shoot him. They
expect he shot Tommy.”

“Well?” said Mateel, shifting his leg
across his knee. “Well?”

“But he didn’t!” asserted Sunny,
smiling bravely in the face of her fa-
ther’s stubborn and melancholy disbe-
lief. -
“How do you know he
Sunny ?”

‘“’Cause he said he didn't. And Joe
never lied to a man or a woman yet—
and he wouldn’t—even about shootin’ a
man.”

“He never said so to me,” said Ma-
teel slowly. “He jest come and said
.they was after him. He was runnin’
away from the law. Why was he sca’d
of the law?”

“I dunno about law, dad,” said
Sunny, dropping to one knee and reach-
ing her arm round her father’s shoul-
der. “But don’t you understand? You
acted like you thought Joe did it the
‘minute he come home, and ever sence.
You didn’t ask him out flat. And Joe
is jest as proud and stubborn inside as
you and me, dad. He wouldn’t ’a’ said
he didn’t do it, ’cause it cut him deep,
your suspicionin’ him that way. He
knowed I couldg’t believe it, and he tole

didn’t,

me right away that it was Gregoire la
Croix, usin’ his gun. Joe ain’t no mur-
derer; dad.”

“La Croix!” he exclaimed. “And
that skunk come up here tryin’ to arrest
my boy !’ :

Mateel’s great, gray head sank slowly
and his beard rippled over his chest in
a white wave. He looked like some
primeval god sitting in judgment—
doubting, pondering, weighing the ways
of men and beasts. Presently he lifted
his head, and his far-away gaze van-
ished as he straightened his shoulders.
“Too quick to jedge my own kind,” he
said. ‘“How—be, suthin’ inside of me
kept a-fightin’ agin’ the idea of Joe doin’
such. Sunny, I reckon yowre right.
Thank the Lord for it, Sunny! Your
ma was like that—always stickin’ up
for folks instid of suspicionin’ ’em.
Thank the Lord for it, Sunny! Now
mebby I reckon I can spot out that new
trap line and commence makin’ forms
for the winter trappin’.”

Sunny rose from her knee and
stretched herself luxuriously. Mateel
watched her with affectionate eyes.
“Dad,” she said presently, turning full
upon him, “dad—ain’t you always
a-trustin’ me, no matter what I do?”

“Course I be!” he assured her
warmly. “And I allus will.”

“’Cause your trustin’ of me’ll keep
me trustin’ myself and Joe. And I only
got you—and Aunt Lib.”

“Yes,” drawled her father whimsi-
cally. “And I ain’t sayin’ you got¢ young
Selden, but I reckon you could have
him ’most any time you wanted to jest
look at him twict. Why, his eyes is
jest a-poppin’ after every stép you take.
Course he ain’t said nothin’, and he
don’t need to. But his looks is as noisy
as a ole hen on a hot summer day.”

Sunny, balancing on her toes,
dropped to her heels suddenly. “You
think he likes me, dad?”

“Likes you? Huh!”

Despite her natural buoyancy, she felt
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subdued. Suddenly an inexplicable
shame burned in her face and tingled
in her ears. She flung her arms round
her father and hid her face on his
shoulder. “Dad!” she said softly, look-
ing up at him sideways. “Dad!”

“The grindstone’s broke,” said Ma-
teel, smiling.

“Grindstone ?”

“Uhuh! Thought mebby you had a
ax to -grind.” >

The girl thrust both hands against his
chest, but with one great arm he held
“Don’t mind my
jokin’ you,” he said tenderly, and un-
accountable tears gathered in Sunny’s
eyes. “I was that glad to know Joe
tole you that he-didn’t do it. You was
goin’ to tell me that you liked young
Selden. I knowed it. Now I saved
you from blushin’ to do it. If he does
come around some day askin’ you to
marry him—and you jest can’t help
sayin’ ‘yes,” nohow—don’t forget to tell
him first that the Mateels is mighty
plain folks and poor and honest—bein’
too poor to be anything else, I guess.
Tell him we has always lived in the
woods. He’'ll understand jest exactly
what you mean by that.”

“But he knows all that a’ready, dad.”

“Yes. But he’s a leetle young—yet
—to know that sech cantelopin’ around
like that Aucassin and Nicotine business
ain’t anything like married life up here
in the woods.” ;

And Sunny realized that while her
father, who had laboriously read, word
by word, that “Ancient Song” from Sel-
den’s little gift book, had made no com-
ment at the time, he had not been as
indifferent to the spirit of the tale as
he had seemed.

CHAPTER XIIIL

Selden took his arrest as a joke until
the evening of the second day of his
confinement in the little log storeroom
back of the general store. He paced

. €1

round his gloomy quarters, regretting,
as much as anything, the fading of the
afternoon light from the chinks between
the logs. “Couldn’t get away if I
wanted to,” he said. “That old fool
Newhall treats me like a desperate char-
acter. Hello! I didn’t notice this keg
had been opened. Huh! ° Spikes.
They’re constructive. I need a saw, or
anfaxst

He smiled as he filled his pipe and
lighted it. “Evidently he is willing to
trust me with matches,” Selden solilo-
quized. “Said I might smoke if 1 were
careful. Well, he’s got some sense left
to realize that dynamite and fire are not
my individual tools.”

His pipe glowed in the dusk. He
wondered how soon the clerk would ar-
rive with his supper. He was hungry.
Besides, he wanted a word with the
clerk. From the store in front came
the sound of some.one entering, walk-
ing about, talking, and finally departing.
Selden listened intently for a while, then
lapsed to his former stolidity. - Again
some one entered the store. He could
hear the pad of moccasins and the creak
of the wide boards. He heard talking
and presently a laugh, clear, low, and
musical. He started and was all at-
tention.

“l could swear that was Sunny’s
laugh,” he told himself. “But what if
it were? I'm here and she is there.
Probably she has been told that I'm on
my way to St. John’s.”

For a while he sat musing. He
thought he heard a scratching on the
timbers of the wall. “Three,” he
counted. Then “®Three” again. “Think
T’ll move over to that side and listen.”

With his ear to the wall, he counted
the sounds once more. He replied in
kind. “Oh, hang it, get down to the
Morse code!” he said, laughing.

From a crack near his head a bit of
paper fluttered, and in the fading light
he picked it up and read: “Shingles.
Sunny.”
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“Illuminating,” he reflected. “And
consoling. ‘Shingles.” They’re outside.
‘Sunny,” she’s outside. Perhaps her
dad’s around somewhere, too. ‘Shin-
gles?”

He glanced above his head. A few
feet above was the beginning of the
roof. Standing on the keg, he was able
to reach it with his hands. Without
hesitation, he pressed strongly upward.
Several of the long, cedar shakes with
which the place was shingled gave way.
He reached through and tore several
more from the round, unhewn rafters.
Then he pulled himself up and dropped
clumsily to the ground outside. Getting
to his feet, he glanced round in the dusk.
He saw a faint star. He could hear
voices out in front of the store. Down
toward the river a dog barked. On his
left, and flattened against the timbers,
was a dimly outlined frgure.

As he . started back, Sunny stepped
toward him. Her hand was on his arm.
“S-s-s-h, Ward! Not that way! Come
round this side.”

He felt her tremble, and he spoke
quickly: “Sunny, I can get away now.
Don’t you get mixed up in this. I’ll
manage. Why, you're shaking with
fright now.”

“With what?” she asked quickly.

“Why, nervousness " he began.

“Nervous nothin’! I was a-tryin’ not
to laugh out loud at the way you come
down jest like a frog. And you grunted,
too.”

“Well, I know that I cut my hand on
some broken glass. That’s funny also.”

“Oh, now, Ward, you’re jest a boy,
-after all, ain’t you? But we got to
hurry.” ‘

She stepped quickly away toward the
edge of the distant woods, Selden fol-
lowing silently. When they were safely
within the shelter of the trees, she
stopped suddenly. “Oh, Ward, you got
any tobacco?”

“Yes, plenty of it. Why?”.

“’Cause I forgot that. I got every-
thing else Joe tole me——"

“Joe told you?”

“Yes. I was inthe store afore I come
round back. I come with Aunt Lib
Putter. Reckoned you’d hear me laugh
and kind of expect me. I laughed on
purpose.”

“Well, you’re an expert, then. It
sounded natural enough to me.”

“I jest didn’t have to try much,
knowin’ how I was goin’ to get you out
and fool ole Newhall.”

“But, Sunny, people will talk about
this. You're taking risks. Great Scott,
Sunny, I'm: grateful! I would do any-
thing for you, but it doesn’t seem right
to_',,

They had come to the edge of the
river. In the darkness he could not see
her face, but he judged her expression
from her voice. :

“Dad is makin’ stretchin’ boards for
the winter trappin’. I tole him I was
comin’ up to see Aunt Lib—so I took
my canoe and come. Me and Aunt Lib
come over to Newhall to buy some
things. They’s nothin’ against that, is
they ?”

“But you, down here, and helping
me to get away s

“Oh! Well, Joe is about two rod
from here. He took my canoe when he
come downriver. You needn’t to
worry.” :

Sunny whistled. The call of the little
white throat answered her.

“That’s my brother,” she explained.
“He’s goin’ to St. John’s, too. He ain’t
safe this side of the line—but he didn’t
do that shootin’. It was Gregoire la
Croix, the man you come to our house
with.”

As she spoke, a figure appeared in the

dusk. “Joe!” she calléd softly.
“All right, Sunny. Hello! You’re
Selden. Sunny told me. Shake! I

owe you one for puttin’ it on the breed
La Croix. You beat him at his own
game. Pretty good for a city man.
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Goin’ to St. John’s, so Sunny says.

So'm I. Got to go quick. We’ll travel

together, eh?” :

“Glad for the chance,” said Selden
heartily. “We’re in the same boat this
time.”

“Yes,” said Sunny, “and it's my
canoe, too. Now, Joe, don’t you go
takin’ all the chances you know how
jest because you are lucky. If you
break my canoe 2

“I’ll use her just as if she were a soft-
boiled egg, Sunny. Goin’ to be a moon
pretty quick. Good-by. We're goin’ to
slide. Good-by, Sunny.”

“Good-by, Joe. But ain’t you got
nothin’ you want me to say to dad?”

“No. But you might say I got away
safe.”

“Good-by, Sunny,” said Selden, ex--

tending his hand. “I’ll write and let you
know how I mdke out. I’ll tell your
brother how your father stood between
him and the two men who were after
him on the river. They shot twice, and
your dad didn’t flinch a hair. I think
probably Joe doesn’t know that.”
“Will you?” she asked eagerly. “Now
that’ll pay me for the lecturin’ Aunt Lib
Putter’ll give me when I get back.”

Joe Mateel had launched the canoe,-

and stood, sétting pole in hand, waiting
for Selden. As the latter turned toward
the boat, a third figure sprang through
the stunted cedars. Selden dodged, but
he was too late. The man was upon
him. Without a second’s hesitation the
young engineer struck out and up, heav-
ing his shoulder into the blow. With-
out a sound, the man crumpled up and
wilted to the rocks.

“Good one!” exclaimed Mateel, who
had leaped to help Selden. “Say! You
can travel with me right along.”

Selden turned quickly to Sunny.
“Run!” he said. “Before he comes out
of it!”

“But maybe he’s hurt.”

“Quite probable. I didn’t hit for fun.
I don’t know who he is, but——"

Joe Mateel, chafing at the delay,
whirled on his sister. “Sunny, you
git!”

And, strangely enough, Sunny, per-
haps subconsciously influenced by the
habit of earlier childhood, obeyed with
alacrity.

“Who was it?” asked Selden, a few
minutes later, as Joe Mateel, doubled up
in the stern of the canoe, laughed till
the boat trembled.

“Who was 1it?” - echoed Mateel.
“Didn’t you know? You hit him as if
you did. It was old Ezra Newhall.”

CHAPTER XIV

As Selden’s eyes grew more accus-
tomed to the darkness; he became alive
to the ruggedness of the stream they
were traveling. One moment, and a
bulk of rock seemed to speed toward
them, sweep to one side, and pass with
a sibilant rush. . The canoe, in reality
traveling rapidly downriver, seemed to
be standing still. Not until they ran
afoul of a floating log did Selden realize
that his companion was not alone run-
ning the river, but was putting forth
every effort to make speed. The log
slid under the bow of the canoe. Selden
held his breath as Mateel, stooping to
the pole, shot the craft over the wal-
lowing, slime-covered log. Selden let
go the breath he had caught and caught
another quickly.

Mateel laughed. “She’d ’a’ dumped

.us if we hadn’t hit her fast, before I

punched her up with the pole. Can you
swim?”

“Yes. I'm not afraid of getting
drowned. What gets me is the strange-
ness of everything. A while back I was
looking at the water and imagining it
was fathoms deep. Then right there I
saw the tops of the river grasses and
felt the canoe touch bottom several
times. Gave me a queer sensation of as-
tonishment.”

“You ain’t used to it, that’s all,”



36 THE POPULAR MAGAZINE

grunted Mateel. “Some of the best riv-
ermen we got ain’t worth the trouble of
drowndin’ when it comes to workin’ a
bateau or a canoe in the dark. Why,
Sunny can give some of ’em pointers.
Reckon it comes kind of natural, like
shootin’ and trappin’ and such.”

“Yet you spoke of my not being used
to it.”

“Well, that’s part of the game. Now
I know this river like my own clothes.
Don’t seem nothin’ to me. It’s been my
work since I was fifteen. You can’t
make a feller a good canoeman just by
practicin’. A good man on the drive, or
in the canbe, or trappin’ or huntin’ or
even fishin’ is born that way, same as a
good hoss trader. Workin’ at it helps,
but it has to be in a feller’s blood.”

“I imagined so, in your case, that day
you ran Nelson’s Falls and took the
right-hand channel past the Grind-

" stone.”

Mateel laughed boyishly. “La Croix
and the sheriff got dumped. Knew they
would. Knew they would follow me,
for neither of ’em had run just that
piece of the river before. Used to carry
around. If they hadn’t got dumped, the
old man would ’a’ slipped his pole under
their canoe and upsot ’em afore he’d let
’em catch me.”

“He did a bigger thing than that,”
said Selden quietly. “He stood up and
let them blaze away at him after you
flashed past. He didn’t flinch. One
bullet hit the rock and dusted me, and
another struck alongside the canoe. You
were right in line, and I guess they
didn’t see us at first.”

“So La Croix was pottin’ at me, eh?
Didn’t hear it. Reckon I was too busy,

-and the rips are noisy right there.”

Mateel became silent. The click of
the setting pole came regularly as they
sped on down the darkened river. An
edge of the moon rounded over the trees
of the eastern shore, silhouetting a tiny,
pyramid-shaped spruce top in its center,
black on burning silver.

* bank, hid it in the brush.

Presently the canoe swerved, and Sel-
den saw that they were crossing the
river. They were dropping in a swift
diagonal toward the left-hand shore.

“The boys always camps on the right-
hand side ‘goin’ down, and on the right-
hand side comin’ upriver. If they do
follow us, they’ll be lookin’ for our
camp on the right side. I aim to let
’em get past us and then we'll turn in
and get some sleep.”

“And pass them later in the night,
when they have gone into camp below ?”

“That’s it.”

“Do you think they will send any one
after us, from Newhall? I doubt it.”

“Well, you needn’t to, after that jolt
you give old Ezra. He'll try and get
you now harder than ever.”

They landed, and Selden carried the
pole and paddles up the slope and re-
turned for the packs. - Mateel shoul-
dered the canoe, and, carrying it up the
“T'll get a
fire goin’ back here from the edge, and
we’ll fry some of Ezra’s bacon. 'Tain’t
the first time I cooked his bacon,
neither. You can fetch up some water.
We got some hard-tack, so coffee and
bacon and sailor bun’ll go pretty good.”

“But, Manteel, won’t they see the fire
and smell the bacon and coffee? Why,
I’'m so hungry I could smell an empty
coffeepot a mile to-night.”

“Well, if they do smell it, course, we
can’t stop ’em, or invite ’em to grub
with us. You see, by the time they get
a whiff of our cookin’, it will be too late
to call. They’ll be right on top of the
worst part of Sawyer’s Rips and can’t
turn back to supper.” .

“That is what the noise is about be-
low ?”

“Yes. And you didn’t know it, but
we come pretty nigh runnin’ them rips
ourselves. I got a leetle too far down
before I commenced to cross over. I
was thinkin’ of what you said about the
old man—my dad.”

Slowly the full moon rounded above
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‘the woodside and cast a bluish-white
radiance on pine and spruce, on fir and
cedar and hemlock. A black bear, lum-
bering through the birch grove near the
river, paused and sniffed suspiciously,
_suddenly rising to an upright position
with nose elevated and nostrils like ‘a
pig’s. The moonlight glistened on his
black pelt, wet from crossing the stream.
Presently the bear dropped to the mossy
ground and rolled luxuriously, to again
rise up and sniff the fragrance of frying
bacon. Above him, on an arching limb,
an awakened red squirrel peered down
timidly, his tail quivering. Had it been
daytime, he would have censured the
bear roundly. Finally the black shape
‘swung away and shuffled out of sight,
grunting. With the smell of the bacon
came an odor that spelled caution. The
bear was old and had bought his wisdom
with many scars.

Opposite Selden, Joe Mateel squatted
by the tiny fire, munching hard-tack and
bacon. Selden, who had just finished
drinking his coffee and was about to
pour himself another cup, was surprised
when Mateel grabbed the pot from his
hand and emptied it on the fire. A puff
of steam arose, and the fire went out
with a sounding hiss.

Selden half rose to his feet, but Ma-
teel pushed him back. “Newhall boys!”
he whispered.

Then Selden, crouching behind a ce-
dar, peered out, and saw a canoe whirl-
ing down the swift current. 'Following
it came a second and a third. * None of
the men were poling, but running “on
the paddle,” noiselessly.

As the last canoe came opposite to
where they were concealed, the man in
the stern, an Indian in Newhall’s serv-
ice, glanced toward the bank on which
they were camped. Selden saw him
shift his paddle and bear heavily on it
to cross to the left-hand side.

“The only one in the b’ilin’ of ’em
that knows anything,” whispered Ma-

teel. “Sure enough he’s smelled some-
thin’.”

‘The moon, drifting higher, silvered
the black water as the Indian’s paddle
spread a fan of ripples at each stroke.
Slowly the canoe crept toward the con-
cealed watchers, although it was drift-
ing swiftly downstream in the sweeping
current. The Indian spoke to his com-
panion. Suddenly the canoe came about
cleverly, facing upstream.

“Got to stop that,” said Mateel. “He’s
goin’ to call on us.”

“Are we going to run for it?”’ queried
Selden, tense with excitement.

“Run nothin’! They’re goin’ to run.
We’re goin’ to finish our supper—in a
minute.”

Reaching behind him, Mateel pulled
his rifle from its case.

“Say! Mateel! Not that ¥

“You set still, mister. It's a good
light—and I ain’t goin’ to hurt nothin’.”

Slowly the riverman lowered the muz-
zle of the carbine. Selden held his
breath. What was his companion about”
to do? Surely not——"

“Whang!” snarled the thirty-thirty,
and the shaft of the Indian’s paddle flew
into myriad splinters below his hand.
Mateel rose to his feet, and, parting the
branches, stood in plain view of the
canoemen.

“Now, Charley,” he called to the In-
dian, “run Sawyer’s on the paddle.
That’ll keep you from thinkin’ too much
of anything but your job. When you
ketch up with the rest of the boys, tell
’em Joe Mateel’s upriver, eatin’ supper,
and will be down to see ’em prett
quick.” , :

CHAPTER XV.

As the helmless canoe swung round
in the swift current, the bowman passed
his paddle back to the Indian. In an in-
stant they were lost in the darkness of
the shadowy western shore.

Joe . Mateel, displaying the utmost
composure, kindled another fire and
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made fresh coffee that they might finish
their interrupted meal. His concentra-
tion on the task of the moment amused
Selden, who laughed.

Mateel, grinning, glanced up from the
little fire.

“Kind of enjoy it myself,” he ad-
mitted. “Howbe, they sure will lay for
us now. I was just figurin’ how to slip
’em up. They won’t come back up for
us right away. They’re all busy about
now keepin’ out of the water.”

For a minute the riverman ceased
coaxing the fire with his hat. “Got any
relations?” he asked presently.

“How’s that?”

“Got any folks expectin’ you home,
or that you're takin’ care of—a—a
mother, or a sister or brother or some-
thin’?”

“No. No one.”

“All right. That’s settled. Now you
ain’t thinkin’ of gettin’ married, be you?
They’s no girl a-waitin’ for you some-
where ?”

Selden smiled. The other’s frankness
had not the least tinge of curiosity.

“All right. Reckon you're as free as
I am. Now you think mebby that the
boys down below is sca’ed off. Well,
they ain’t. They’ll get us if they can,
and they won’t do it with gloves on,
neither. Now we might as well be
drownded as back in Newhall, just now,
eh?”

“Almost as well. Why?”

“What’s your front name, anyway ?”
queried Mateel.

“Ward.”

“All right, Ward. I just want to say
there’s no laugh comin’ runnin’ Saw-
yer’s at any time. But at night and on
the wrong side of the channel, as I'm
figurin’ to do it, it’s takin’ four chances
to nothin’ that you get dumped. I did

run the left side once. I was in a hurry;

but it was daytime then. There’s some
moon, but it won’t last long. The New-
hall boys, specially Injun Charley, ’ll
be watchin’ and waitin’ for thee, as the

song says. They’ll camp at the foot of
the rips, now they know we’re up here.
Now it’s this way: We can leave the
canoe and make it by trail to St. John’s,
or we can take a chance on the left side
of the rips and save four days’ walkin’,
if we get through.” Mateel paused and
lifted the bubbling coffeepot from the
fire.

Selden, smoking and watching him,
pondered. Presently he took his pipe
from between his teeth. “I've got a
lame leg,” was all that he said.

Mateel laughed. “That’s the how!”
he exclaimed. “I never did like to walk
when they was enough water handy to
float a canoe.”

Hastily gathering up their few uten-
sils, they embarked. As a precaution,
Mateel lashed his rifle’and the bow pad-
dle to the thwarts. Then he had Selden
sit amidships on the bottom of the
canoe. Stripping off his moccasins, the
riverman tied them by the thongs to his
belt. “Scared?” he asked, as they
plunged toward the ominous roar of the
rock-strewn and dusky river bed.

“Yes,” replied Selden frankly. “\Vhyv
shouldn’t I be?”

“Well, you got a right to be,” called
Mateel, bracing himself as they crashed
into the first lift of the rapids.

The canoe soared, hung fot an in-
stant, and shot down into a moonlit tur-
moil of waters. Rock after rock glanced
past. Once they struck, and Mateel
threw all his weight on the setting pole
to ease the little boat over the sunken
bowlder. Twice they plunged, bow
down, through the backlash of crowding
waves that washed inboard.

Selden gritted his teeth and wished
for something to do—longed for some
physical action as a relief to the nervous
tension. He realized keenly how his
companion had earned the nickname of
“Wild.”

For one tense moment he questioned
Mateel’s sanity as the canoe swung
round and drifted dizzily stern first to-
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ward a.-barrier of dim, wave-washed
rocks, glittering and black in the moon-
light. Then he appreciated the other’s
skill, for, as they dropped between the
bite of rock and rock, Selden felt the
canoe checked; and, as they slowly
worked upstream again, he saw that
.Mateel had purposely dropped through
stern first that he might immediately
work to the right and out of the pocket
of rocks by poling a few yards up-
stream. Had they run between the rocks
bow first, they would have had neither
time nor room to turn and escape the
second and ithmediately impassable bar-
rier of rocks below them.

As they “straightened out” again and
ran on downstream, Selden caught the
faint gleam of fire—a red- spot that
glowed and diminished on the opposite
shore. He gestured toward it, and Ma-
teel, shipping his paddle, with which he
had replaced the pole, crouched in the
stern of the canoe, watching the east-
ern bank.

Slowly they swung round in the eddy
below the rapids. Anxiously Sélden
turned his head to catch the glimmer of
the red spot as they again pointed down-
stream. In front of them lay a narrow
streak of moonlit water, illumined
through a lane in the trees of the far
shore. Once across that bar of light,
and Selden knew they would be prac-
tically safe from immediate pursuit.
The gleam of red was the camp fire of
the Newhall boys, who little expected
Joe Mateel to keep his word and come
down upon them before daylight.

Again the canoe swung round, and
the clear-cut edge of a strip of rocky
and untimbered river bank struck
sharply against the moon. Even as he
looked, three distant figures strode
along the moonlit crest. Selden turned
his head and glanced at Mateel, who
nodded.

“They’re goin’ back up the river trail
to jump us while we’re asleep. They’ll
find a cold camp. Old Ezra must ’a’

made ’em a good figure for them boys
to risk disturbin’ my sleep like that.”

“Strange, the other three on shore
didn’t see us cross that streak of moon-
light,” said Selden, as they rounded the
bend below the rapids and paddled
quickly downstream.

“That’s because they was all took up
watchin’ their friends cross that place
on the other bank. They expected to
see ‘em cross it—and they weren’t ex-
pectin’ us.”

“If they had seen us?” said Selden
tentatively.

“Well, it’s all dead water—stiller than
a graveyard in the woods—from here to
St. John’s. ’Bout nine miles, I reckon.
If we couldn’t ’a’ dodged ’em along
shore somehow, we’d ’a’ had to take to
the brush. Six of ’em might Gf got us.
If they’d stuck to the canoes—well,
mebby I'd ’a’ winged one or two of ’em
chancin’ that would scare ’em all off.
I don’t like to do that. Them boys is
poor, just like me, and bein’ laid up
costs money. Then, mebby they’d ’a’
winged us. Can’t tell just how mad
they was. Anyway, they’d ’a’ been some
het up afore they got us. Yes, some!”

CHAPTER XVI.

Clement Uriah Putter, or “Uncle
Clem,” as his Newhall friends called
him, differed from them essentially in-*
that he had a goatee and a pension. This
latter distinction, meager as it was, en-
abled him to spend most of his time
puttering, as Joe Mateel facetiously re-
marked, round home. Uncle Clem
trapped a little, hunted a little, and
worked a little less. His chubby and
resolute wife, Aunt Lib, spent her time
in cheerful industry about the home, in
the garden patch, and, when winter
came, in the placid contentment of knit-
ting innumerable socks and mittens for
which the lumbermen paid her well.
When her goodman was at home, she
vigilantly checked his occasional lapses
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into the highly colored and picturesque
vernacular of.the camps. When he was
absent, she worried about him until he
returned. When their immediate little
world swung smoothly, they united in
a congenial criticism of Newhall Settle-
ment, ‘“horse, foot, and “dragoons.”
When the settlement had been theoreti-
cally readjusted and Uncle Clem had
lighted his third pipe for the evening,
Aunt Lib never failed to introduce
Sunny Mateel’s name.

Sunny was the unvarying piéce de
résistance of their scant and primitive
menu of gossip. They loved her as if
she had been their own. She was their
niece by adoption. Her beauty, her ig-
norance, her natural cleverness, her
frankness, native wit, and her. future
were discussed until the discussion
wound and intertwined itself into such
a speculative tangle and took on such a
romantic effulgence that Sunny became
the veritable child of their imagination.
Together they bore for her a multitude
of hopes and fears, as conscientiously
as though she had been their own
daughter. :

Quaint and lovable as they were,
these folk of a generation past barely
escaped being caricatures to the New-
hall settlers. Aunt Lib’s immaculate
household and her- unquestionable ve-
racity won for her the respect of her
distant Newhall neighbors, despite their
‘“up-to-date” vulgarities. Uncle Clem’s
linguistic ability, especially under stress
of circumstance, placed him among the
foremost of his associates.

“Clem Putter!”

“Yes'm.”

“Take your feet off’n the sewing ma-
chine!”

“Yes'm.” And Uncle Clem’s chair
clumped to the floor of the little room
just off the kitchen.

Aunt Lib bustled about the stove get-
ting supper. The October evening was
crisp and starlit. The ham and eggs had
a delicious, almost an inspiring, fra-

grance. Uncle Clem was affected. His
head was turned toward the kitchen.
He sat with one hand grasping his
goatee, quite as if he had pulled his
head round with it to.watch Aunt Lib.

“Why, Clement Putter! If you ain’t
got a hole in them socks a’ready!”

((&fes!m.!!

“They was clean washed and darned
when you put them on this blessed
mornin’.”

“Yes'm:”

“And you got a hole in the heel
a’ready.”

“Yes'm.”

“Well, how did you get that hole in
!em ?’7

“Ye—um—eh—walkin up so peart to
get home to you’'m.”

Aunt Lib smiled happily as she turned
the slice of ham. She was pleased, but
Clement was not to know it. “Home to
your supper, more likely !’

“Yes'm.”

Aunt Lib was not pleased. “Say
no’'m onct, Clem, if you ain’t forgot
how.”

I‘Yes’m.,7'

“There you be with your feet on that
sewin’ machine again. They're big
enough without you stickin’ ’em up so
suspiciouslike.” '

“Yes’'m. Thought mebby if I stuck
the holy one under the needle and
worked the treadle dingus with my
other foot, mebby I could sew up that
hole afore you seen it.”

“My! But you’re gettin’ smart, Clem-
ent. You ain’t talked so much before
your supper sence the hard cider give
out las’ spring. You got suthin’ on
your mind. Been to Newhall to-day ?”

Uncle Clem shook his head. Then he
again seized his goatee as if to steady
this method of negation to a noncom-
mittal poise. '

“Find that ax you lost last winter in
the sugar camp?”

Again he shook his head.

“You seen Sunny to-day "
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‘lYeS!m-”

“Uhuh! Then that’s it! Well, sup-
per’s ready, Clement. You put on your
shoepacks and draw up. No use askin’
you any news while you're eatin’.
Reckon I can wait till you're filled up.”

“¥esim.”

Aunt Lib sighed. She poured a cup
of tea for her goodman and one for
herself. He reciprocated by passing to
her a portion of ham and two eggs.
Aunt Lib sighed again as she poured a
careful spoonful of ham gravy on a half
biscuit. ‘“Sunny ain’t ailin’, be she?”

“Who? Her? Sunny? No-o0-0, not
“just ailin’.”

He fixed Aunt Lib with a vacant
stare, chewing meanwhile quite vigor-
ously.

“Well, Clement, you needn’t to try
and hyperize me. You only did that
onct, I guess, when you ast me to marry
you—and got me to say yes. You—you
think Sunny’s thinkin’ too much about
that young Selden up to St. John’s. Is
that it?”

Clement Putter studied his wife’s
good-natured face, or appeared to do so,
for a long minute. His expression con-
veyed the suggestion of a delicate hesi-
tancy between taking another mouthful
of ham and making an intelligible reply.
Aunt Lib stirred her tea with undue
vigor.

“Yes’'m.” And Uncle Clem forthwith
became the possessor of another mouth-
ful of ham and egg. Meanwhile he dis-
played a singular dexterity with a hot
baked potato, the skin of which he jug-
gled to a final emptiness without a sin-
gle verbal accompaniment.

Aunt Lib was mildly amazed. “Clem,
be you feelin’ well ?” she asked.

“Yesim.”

“I calc’'late you'd say ‘Yes'm’ if you
was a-dyin’.”

“Yes’'m. But I ain’t.

“No, it don’t look like it. Was
Sunny feelin’ downsomelike, or peart-
somelike, as usual ?”

“Yes’m",

“Clement I” -

“P-p-peartsomelike, as usual, Libby,
I guess.”

“But you said she was thinkin’ too
much about that young Selden. How
do you know that?”

“Uhuh! She was.”

“Did she say anything leadin’ you to
suspicion she was thinkin’ of him?”

“Yes’m, uhuh!”

“Clem, you sound jest like a cow talk-
in’ confident to a spring calf!”

Uncle Clem took refuge, so to speak,
in manipulating a second plateful of
baked potato and ham and egg. Aunt
Lib gazed dreamily into the saucer of
her teacup. The tea-leaf fortune in it
was puzzling and not at all satisfac-
tory. “Well,” she said, with a sigh, “if
she does marry him 4

“Or he was to marry her
rupted Uncle Clem.

“Why, like as not, they'd just move
away to the city ” she continued.

“And forget all about her Aunt Libby
and her Uncle Clem,” he concluded,
drawing back his chair and surveying
the empty platter and potato dish sadly.
He still seemed disinclined to retail his
visit-with Sunny. He knew that Sunny’s
pie—baked to-day and warmed over
Sunday—was intact in the cupboard.
He wanted some of that pie. He men-
tioned it gently, suggestively.

“Now I like to forgot that pie!” ex-
claimed Aunt Lib, with brazen disre-
gard of the Saturday-night custom of
no pie till Sunday. Uncle Clem wisely.
forbore to remark on the unusualness
of this. A second piece, even, seemed
ineffective as a stimulus to further con-

” inter-

" versation.

Aunt Lib began to fear that she had
made an unnecessary and wasteful sac-
rifice to her curiosity. With some as-
perity she remarked: “If all that pie
and ham and eggs and potatoes don’t
put you to sleep afore I turn my back
to wash the dishes, you might jest go
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on and finish about Sunny. Can’t you
see I'm itchin’ to the soles of my feet
to know? You’re that stubborn!”

Uncle Clem chuckled, rose, and, feel-
ing along the window sill, found his
pipe, which he filled and lighted. Then
he gazed at the ceiling. Aunt Lib
washed the dishes with the quiet stealth
of an officiating undertaker.

“Waal,” he began, tilting back his
chair, “she’s too good lookin’ for him
or any feller around here. She ought
to marry some of them royal families
and be a princess. She could look the
part, all right.”

“Huh!” snorted Aunt Lib.. “How
many families now ought she to marry?
You been readin’ one of them Sunday
papers from the city lately, down to
Newhall ?”

‘(Yes’m.’,

“Thought so. Royal families! And
you fit for your country onct! Huh!”

“Now, see here, Libby!” said Uncle
Clem, catching hold of his goatee as if
to steady himself through the rising
storm, “I was jest imaginin’ that.
Course she’s got more sense than that,
even if she had the chance.”

“Folks do say young Selden is right
in the office down to St. John’s, workin’
up some big scheme,” said Aunt Lib.
“He was always a mannerly actin’
young fellow. Sunny might do worse.”
And Aunt Lib laid a polished plate
gently upon the stack.

Uncle Clem cleared his throat. Aunt
Lib, back toward him, suspended op-
erations at the sink ; that is, to the extent
of only dabbing gently at the sink cor-
ners with her dishcloth.

“I seen Sunny to-day, down by the

p'int toward Newhall. I was comin’
along the river trail, and she was stand-
in’ lookin’ across the river—lookin’ to-
ward the north. Her canoe was layif’
half up the bank. It was right nippy
cold, too, but she didn’t seem to pay no
attention. She jest was leanin’ on her
paddle, lookin’ straight ahead. I come

" lessly.

up pretty clost behind her, and I says
‘Woof !’ kind of loud. She didn’t jump,
not Sunny. But she turned around and
looked at me a minute with them gray
eyes jest kind of mistylike, from lookin’
across the river so long, I guess 2

“Yes!” exclaimed Aunt Lib breath-
Her plump hands were on her
hips, and her elbows were high.

“And what you think she says? ”
asked Uncle Clem, grinning.

“Goodness to gracious, Clem Putter!
How do you think I know ?”

“She says: ‘Hello, Uncle Ward! 1
dunno. My name used to be Uncle
Clem onct.”

Aunt Lib rattled the dishes busily.
Her goodman, satisfied that his recital
had been quite dramatic enough for the
occasion, relapsed, and puffed his pipe.
The cat’s after-supper pur resounded
in the silence like mimic thunder.

Aunt Lib dried her hands, rolled
down her sleeves, and set the kettle on
the back of the stove. “I wonder what
we can give ’em?” she said, half to her-
self.

Uncle Clem coughed. “You seem
moughty certain that Sunny’s a-goin’ to
marry that there young Selden, Libby.”

“Just as certain as I was five years
before you asked me, Clem. Reckon
you forgot that. It’s nigh onto forty
years now.” :

“Reckon I hain’t. You was the pret-
tiest gal in the village—and I was a’most
sca’d to death, *bout then.”

“Scared of me?”

“N-n-o-o; of myself, Libby. But
about givin’ ’em somethin’ if that gal do
go and get married. Why, h’'m! Good
advice don’t cost nothin’—good advice
based on forty years of married expe-
rience and specially valuable afore folks
gits married—if they take it. Now, I
could tell Sunny

“Clem, if you say one word to that
child—either for or agin’ gettin’ mar-
ried, or bein’ in love with her young
man, I'll ”  And Aunt Lib rose to
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her physically and morally effective
highest. “I'll cut off that goatee of
yourn with the sheep shears some night
when you’re asleep. Then who’ll ever
believe you when you say you fit at
Bull Run or Appymattox?”

CHAPTER XVII.

The northern “line” of Jed Mateel’s
traps extended in a great loop toward
St. John’s, and was some eighty miles
long. The loop swung back on itself
not far from Mateel’s cabin. That his
operations encroached on Canadian ter-
ritory he may or may not have known.
In the fastness of the frozen wilderness,
‘landmarks become obliterated. The un-
inthabited, bhleak solitudes of snow and
ice and silence discourage official inves-
tigation. The occasional free trapper
of the North country, much like his old-
time brother, the privateer, bears no too
fine distinctions in his calling.

Stray Canadian trappers, chancing
upon Mateel’s line, left his traps undis-
turbed. Those great, broad racquette
tracks were known and respected. The
father of “Wild Joe Mateel” had the
reputation of keeping his word to the
letter—and in the unwritten code of the
wilderness that letter was perilously
strict in regard to the pilfering of furs.

It chanced that Mateel, making the
round of his line one November morn-
ing, came upon Ward Selden and one
of the St. John’s men. Selden carried a
transit, and his companion a light spot-
ting ax and a chain. Mateel, some few
rods behind them on the Great Heron
River trail, slackened his pace instinc-
tively, curious for a moment to see what
they were about. Then, quickly be-
thinking himself, he hallooed, and Sel-
den swung round, hesitated, and waved
a welcoming hand.

“You’re sure lookin’ fat as a seal
was the woodsman’s greeting. “Sup-
pose we kin save time by not askin’ each
other what he’s a-doin’ on the wrong

',’

side of the line, hey?” And Mateel
chuckled.

Selden smiled. “Yes. I’'m glad to see
you. Was coming over, but I’ve been
pretty busy. I wrote a letter to Sunny.
I thought perhaps she might have read
it to you.”

“If she got it she didn’t say nothin’
to me—and I reckon she would. But
either you or me is on the wrong side
of this here international boundary, I
take it.”

“Yes. You are a few rods over the
line. You see, the Great Heron dips
into Canadian territory for several miles
before it swings back to the United
States again. It runs almost parallel
to the Nennassing, here, for a few miles.
I wonder why they didn’t use the Great
Heron as the boundary all the way
through ?”

“That’s a long story, havin’ to do with
the Injuns. T’ll tell you about it some
day, mebby. How you makin’ it with
the St. John’s folks?”

“Oh, well enough. I'm rather on pro-
bation, in a way. They don’t know
much about me, but I'm working out
something that will help me to their
notice.”

“Uhuh!” And Mateel glanced at Sel-
den’s companion, who stood a few paces
down the trail.

“How is Sunny?”

“Right well, I reckon. Been worryin’
a leetle about Joe, mebby. But I cal-
c’late Joe’s takin’ care of hisself ?”

“He’s back in Camp 42—a long way
from the main camp and visitors,” re-
plied Selden. “We’ve become ac-
quainted, and we’re as thick as thieves-
now.”

“Uhuh! Joe has his likes and choos-
in’s. If he do like a man, he’ll stick
to him for keeps.”

“I believe it. Would you take a note
to Sunny from me?”

“Reckon I could tote it. Go ahead
and do your writin’. I’ll set by and
smoke a spell.”
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“You know, Sunny didn’t reply to my
last note. Perhaps she didn’t think it
was worth while, or perhaps she didn’t
get it. This will explain, for I promised
I’d write to her and tell her how I suc-
ceeded at St. John’s.”

“Reckon she didn’t get that letter.
Think mebby she would answer it if
she did.” And Mateel took the hastily
written note and stuffed it in his pocket.
“All right, son. A while back you was
sayin’ you expected to make good on
some plan for the St. John’s folks. If
you do want to make good, right here’s
about the best place to do it.” And
Mateel swept a huge arm around in a
large, illustrative gesture. “I’ve thunk
about it a hundred times—how the
Great Heron cuts into Canady here, and
what might be did on Canady ground,
lookin’ to—well, gettin’ a head of water
for a spring drive on the Nennassing,
for instance. I see you're gettin’ ready
to peek at it through that leetle spy-
glass of yourn. Well, you take a long
look. It is wuth money if it’s handled
right.”

Selden’s heightened color told that
Mateel’s generalities about the Great
Heron and the Nennassing were more
or less pertinent. “I appreciate that,
Mateel. T’ll tell Joe I saw you. He'll
be glad to hear from you.”

Jed Mateel shifted his traps from
one shoulder to the other as he prepared
to resume his journey. “Yes, and if
gou don’t mind, you could tell Joe I
was mistook. And tell him I under-
stand now.” And, without further
speech or adieu, the big woodsman
turned and crossed the rocky bed of the
stream, leaping from bowlder to bowl-
der with the ease and agility of a boy.
Again striki}g into his line, he swung
through the dim woodland, a magnifi-
cent figure, white-bearded, straight-
shouldered, well poised. That indefin-
able something suggesting efficiency ra-
diated from him as he strode along, at

one with the keen vigor of that bright
November morning.

CHAPTER XVIIIL

Sunny, who had returned from a visit
to Aunt Lib Putter’s, was just making
biscuit when her father came in. To
her astonishment, he flung his pack in
one corner and his cap in another, and,
seizing her beneath the arms, lifted her
ceilingward as though she had been a
child.

“Why, dad!” Her expostulation was
smothered with a hearty kiss. Then,
holding her from him at arm’s length,
he studied her face. ‘“Lookin’ a leetle,
just a leetle shadow of a guess slimmer
than you was last summer. But, my
stockin’s! You're the best-lookin’ gal-
in =

“Dad, you quit that! You been doin’
suthin’ you dassen’t to tell me of, and
you’re jest carryin’ on to cover it up.”

Mateel laughed as he brushed the
print of her flour-covered hands from
his mackinaw. “Yes, I been up to
suthin’ pretty bad to-day. I mowed
down twenty-two miles between here
and where I done it—so as to tell you.”

“I know!” exclaimed Sunny, laugh-
ing. “You seen Joe.”

“Nope!”

“Big Pierre!”

‘lNope !!’

“Caesaire Garneau?”

“Nope! Now, why don’t you quit
foolin’ and geét down to business? You
know who I seen.”

“I got to tend to them biscuits. If
you didn’t see Joe, the rest don’t count.”

“Don’t, eh? Then I reckon you don’t
want to see that letter I got in the left-
hand pocket of my coat. It was give
to me by a young feller with kind of
light hair and 2

“Letter? Oh, well, it don’t amount to
nothin’, I guess.” :

Mateel, rolling up his sleeves and
turning back the collar of his flannel
shirt, sought the washbasin. Sunny
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busied herself about the stove, appar-
ently absorbed in the task of baking the
biscuit. She did, however, glance oc-
casionally at her father’s mackinaw
which hung near the door.

As she set the table, the thought of
Selden, and the part she had played in
his escape from Newhall, recurred to
her insistently. He had not written as

he had promised, but had waited all this

while, and she had waited until the joy
of expectancy had become a mute in-
difference. It was not altogether a dis-
appointment in not receiving the letter.
Rather, he had failed to keep a prom-
ise, made hastily and lightly, perhaps,
but a promise. That, .o her, seemed
ungrateful, almost unforgivable.

When they had finished supper and
Jed Mateel was dozing in his big chair
by the fire, Sunny came to him and sat
on his knee.

“You been doin’ suthin’ you're
ashamed of, and you’re a-carryin’ on
jest to cover it up,” quoted the old man.
Sunny shook her head. “Where did
you see Ward?” she asked, after a
pause.

“Ward? Ward who?” asked her fa-
ther, feigning ignorance.

“If you're jest set on teasin’ me, dad,
why, I don’t know what Ward. Bet
you can’t guess where I was to-day.”

“Aunt Lib’s. Pshaw! That’s easy.”

“Why ?”

“Saw the blue clay on your moc-
casins where you crossed the edge of
the branch down near the bog.”

“Well, I did go to Aunt Lib’s.
might tell me about Joe.”

“Well, Ward says Joe is at his old

You

place—Camp 42—and they’re ac-
quainted some. Guess the Newhall
trouble has blowed over a leetle. I tole

Ward to tell Joe that—well, I was
mistook, and that things was all right
now.”

Impetuously Sunny threw her arms
round her father’s neck and kissed him.
Her loyalty to her brother Joe was as

unspoiled as it had been when she wore
short dresses and ran barefooted after
him through the woods. “I'm glad of
that, dad. Joe'll be glad, too. I wish
I could see him.”

“Yes. I reckon he’d be glad to see
both of us. Mebby if you had ’a’ sot
down and answered Ward Selden’s first
letter he might ’a’ sent a invitation for
us to visit the St. John’s camp, hey?”

“His first letter?”

“Yep. Said he writ you one afore
he give me the one for you.”

“So he did give you one for me?”’

“Yes. Guess he wouldn’t resk sendin
it like he did the last. Some letters gets
lost in that Newhall post office. I'm
mighty sure of that.” :

Sunny was silent. One of the heavy
braids of her black hair lay across her
arm and shoulder. She knotted and un-
knotted the doeskin thong with which it
was fastened. So Ward had written,
and the letter was lost. And he had
written again. She had thought un-
kindly of him. Although a sensible,
healthy young animal, her emotions
were touched as she recalled her mental -
arraignment of him. The slow tears
came to her eyes, and she turned her
head away. Despite the robustness of
her nature and her occupations, to do
injury to any one, even in thought, was
to her natural honesty of heart a sin
indeed. Hastily she brushed her hand
across her eyes, and turned a smiling
face to her father. Perhaps her tears
had been tears of happiness, after all.
Wisely she refrained from an analysis
of her emotions. Rather, she rumpled
her father’s hair, brushed it softly with
her palms again, and pleaded with her
sweet gray eyes. : =

“It’s in the left pocket of my mack-
inaw,” he told her.

She slipped from his knee and ran to
get the letter.

“Ward thinks he’s found the kind of
work he wants,” she said presently,
“Sends his regards to Aunt Lib and
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Uncle Clem and Ezra Newhall. Yes,
him, too. Says he was hopin’ to come
over and visit us, but wasn’t invited yet.
He jest said that to be mean. He
knowed he was welcome.”

“Mebby he jest says that to kind of
see how we would take it if he did come
over. Course he is welcome.”

Sunny folded the letter and sat gaz-
ing pensively at the cabin wall. “Wish
I had more schoolin’,” she said pres-
ently. ;

Her {father groaned

n’!” he eJaculated Then:
you had, Sunny.”

“What’s a-comin’, dad?
the stomach ache?”

“No. Spring’s a-comin’ after Christ-
mas. But don’t you worry about eddi-
cation. If I ain’t wrong about Ward,
he ain’t a-goin’ to worry about it. I
reckon you and me and Dan’l Webster
on the clock shelf, thar, <an answer that
letter suitable, mebby.”

Sunny shrugged her shoulders.

“Course,” continued her father, “I
only was jokin’ 'bout me helpin’ on that
letter.”

Something in his tone caused the girl
to turn her head. She found him gazing
at her wistfully. She rose and came to
his chair. “Dad,” she said softly, “I
wouldn’t .say anything in a letter to
Ward that I wouldn’t jest as leave you’d
see it.”

“Well, Sunny, girl, I wouldn’t jest
say that. But you and me do get along
first rate, considerin’. I’'m about as
handy as a bear at dealin’ cards when
I come to try to understand wimmen-
folks. Since your ma’s been gone, Aunt
Lib and me tried to bring you up best
we could, with Uncle Clem offerin’
heaps of advice durin’ the proceedin’s.
Nacherally I done the most of the raisin’
of you, for Aunt Lib had her hands full.
keepin’ Clem right side up. But you’re
like your, ma was. We couldn’t sp’ile
that with all our fussin’.”

Sunny was unusually quiet, and her

“It’s a-com-
“I wisht

You gettin’

father, never prone to moralize at
length, chuckled. “Uncle Clem, he al-
lows he’s responsible for your good
bringin’ up. Says to me onct—howbe
he had been skirmishin’ a leetle with the
hard cider—that he was descended from
the Puritans, which accounted for his
sense of discipline. I tole him I reck-
oned he was, and, like lots of them old
original campaigners from England in
the early days, he had kept on descend-
in’ ever since. He got some het up
about it.”

Sunny laughed. “But Uncle Clem
means all right, dad.”

“Yes, that’s what friends allus say
about their weak-minded friends, ‘they
mean all right.” So does a hornet when
it’s attentin’ to its own business. But
hornets don’t allus do that.”

“I know Uncle Clem is a little lazy,
and swears 5

“Lazy!

A leetle lazy! Why, Clem

has to cut a switch and lick hisself to

get hisself started uphill. Clem——"

“Now, dad, you’re making that up.
I’'m going to bed.”

“So be I. I'm some tired. Hard
work, bringin’ mail clear from Canady.”

He was just drifting into a restful
sleep when Sunny called from her
room: “You awake, dad?”

“Uhuh.”

“Was Ward lookin’ good, dad?”

“Fat enough to kill.”

“Happylike P”

“Whatlike ?”

“Happylike ?”

“Oh, jest middlin’.”

A long pause. Then a sudden ques-
tion that partially penetrated Jed Ma-
teel’s drowsy brain. “Is he lame yet?”

“No. I rubbed in some of that eel
oil afore I went to bed.”

“I mean, is Ward lame yet?”

“No, I reckon not. But your dad’ll
be if you wake him up sudden like that
again.”

“Why, I thought you were awake all
the time I was,” Sunny assured him
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as she tucked Selden’s letter beneath
her pillow.

CHAPTER XIX.

Midway between Clement™ Putter’s
homestead and Jed Mateel’s cabin, and
somewhat to the south of the trail be-
tween them, were several acres of
burned-over land, sparsely dotted with
clumps of small firs and occasional
seedling pines. On a low hill stood
three mammoth pines, the sole survivors
of big timber in that bush-grown and
tangled acreage of rank grasses and
charred twigs. Just beyond the pines,
on the southern slope of the hill, an
old, disused log hut squatted, serving
as an infrequent shelter to an occasional
wilderness prowler—a famished lynx
caught in a sudden downpour, an in-
quisitive porcupine, or that lithe,
stealthy black cat of the woods, the
marten. The little red fox, however,
gave the place all its solitude. Less
wild, but inflnitely more cunning, he
never entered a place with but one ave-
nue of retreat.

Toward the abandoned cabin, unseen
until approached closely, Sunny led
Uncle Clem Putter. She halted and
pointed toward the south across the
light sheath of early snow. On the
‘clear, keen air of that crisp November
morning drifted a faint scarf of smoke,
hardly discernible, in its dun evasive-
ness, against the steel gray of the at-
mosphere.

“I can smell it,” said Uncle Clem.
“But I can’t see it. My eyes ain’t as
young as yourn.”

“I smelled it from the trail this morn-
ing, and came over here to see what
it was. There’s some one in that old
cabin. So I came down to see you,
and get you to go there with me. Now,
Uncle Clem, I'm going over to find
out.”

“All right, honey. Come along.”
And Uncle Clem started toward the
three pines.

“No!” exclaimed Sunny. “Like as
not it’s some breed trapper that don’t
know he’s in dad’s territory. You stay
here behind these bushes and just wait.”

“Hold on, Sunny! Whoever he be,
he’s not there now. See them tracks,
fresh, goin’ toward the river? Canady
moccasins, ’count of the heeltab, eh?”

But Sunny grasped Putter’s arm and
dragged him down behind the low firs.
“S-s-s-h!” she warned. “He’s comin’
back.”

“Well, what be we scared of ?” asked
Uncle Clem. ‘“What we hidin’ for?”

“I don’t know,” whispered Sunny.
“But I just feel there’s something queer
goin’ on. Let’s wait and see.”

“Well, if you feel there’s somethin’
goin’ on, there’s sure to be. Sure as
the almanac. Aunt Lib gits them spells
and she’s allus right. One thing that’s
goin’ on is that I'm gettin’ the rheuma-
tiz kneelin’ in this snow.”

Sunny,. peering through the thick
screen of bushes, moved a cautioning
hand in° Uncle Clem’s direction as
he knelt behind. Two men passed
noiselessly. The man in the lead,
a starved-looking, gaunt, broad-faced
breed, ragged and wild, glanced nerv-
ously from side to side as he strode
toward the cabin. Following him, and
muffled in heavy mackinaw, came the
lean, dominant figure of Ezra Newhall.

Not until they had disappeared round
the edge of the distant hill did Sunny
relax and glance toward Uncle Clem.
He nodded.

“It’s him; La Croix, ’most starved to
death, by his looks, and Ezra Newhall
a. follerin’ like a boy goin’ to steal
grapes. Guess you have fond out some-
thin’ what needs lookin’ into and
watchin’ out for. Now what you goin’
to do?”

“The meanest thing I ever done yet,”
replied Sunny, rising. “I’m goin’ over
behind the cabin and listen.”

“Hold on, Sunny!”

“Uncle Clem, you wait here. I can
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run faster than you or La Croix or
Ezra Newhall.”

“But, Sunn 3l

“They don’t dast to lay a finger on
me, Uncle Clem, even if they did catch
me listenin’. I'm goin’.”

“O-0-h! A-a-h! Weugh!” groaned
Uncle Clem, rising stiffly. “A-a-all
right, Sunny—seein’ you’re halfway
there by now. Wonder what devilment
Newhall’s a-brewin’ now? Weugh!
That thar knee j’int’s a-crickin’ like a
old wooden hinge. Nothin’ ever 'sca’ed
her, I reckon. But by Hick’ry Jackson!
Them fellers’ll see her tracks the minute
they comes out of that shack. She
wants to get back afore they get started.
Reckon I’ll jest mosey over kind of
nacherallike and see what’s goin’ on.” .

Clement Putter had no particular
reason to fear either of the men in the
cabin, yet he mistrusted their actions
in connection with this isolated rendez-
vous. Despite his talkativeness and his
general peculiarities, he was at heart
quietly, almost stubbornly, courageous.
He would have faced an invading army
single-handed to protect Sunny. He
pushed through the low firs, to see her
hurrying toward him. “Huh!” he
grunted, halting with one hand shaped
above his eyes. As she neared him he
saw that her face was pale and that
she was breathing heavily. “Why,
Sunny i

“Hurry!” she gasped. “I don’t want
them to know we’ve been here. Come!”

“But they kin read our tracks like a
book in this snow,” said Uncle Clem as
they sped down the trail toward her
father’s cabin, the girl ahead, running
lightly. Uncle Clem followed at a limp-
ing trot. “Dratted if I'll run another
step!” he panted, subsiding to a walk.
“I ain’t done nothin’ to be sca’ed about.”

Sunny stopped and faced him. “Why
—I'm not—scared,” she panted. “I
wanted to get away before they came
out. We can walk now, I reckon.”.

“Guess we'll have to, if there’s goin’

to be any ‘we’ to it. My, but you're
leadin’ your uncle the sprightenest kind
of a barn dance this mornin’. What
was they doin’ in that cabin?”

“Uncle Clem, Ezra Newhall ought to
be hung!”

“Oh, I allus knowed that,” said Put-
ter, grinning. “You jest found that
out?”’

“No. But let’s keep walkin’, and I'll
tell you. You know dad heard that
Joe saved Gregoire la Croix from bein’
—bein’—put out of the way by the St.
John’s boys. Gregoire was to go up
North and stay there. Seems he liked
to starved to death, hidin’ away—
afeared to go into Canady account of
the Hudson Bay Company bein’ after
him for debt, and afeared to stay here
’cause he shot Tommy Crogan. He said
he did it. Joe made him.”

“Huh! You don’t say!”

“Yes. And he promised not to come
back. But he did. He just told Ezra
Newhall that he found out Ward Selden
was plannin’ to make a cut in the Great
Heron River and take the flow into
Canada for the St. John’s Company
next spring ; for the drive. Ezra New-
hall said he suspected as much for a
long time. Well, they talked about Ward
and Joe and dad and the St. John’s Com-
pany. Ezra Newhall seemed in a big
hurry to get away from him. But he
promised Gregoire he would fix it up
for him to go to the Klondike and
would give him money for the ticket
and clothes if he would see that Ward
Selden was put out of the way down
at St. John’s. He told Gregoire that
they was to be no shootin™or no knifin’,
but Ward Selden was just to disappear.
Gregoire la Croix asked Newhall to
get him some clothes and some whisky
and some grub. Gregoire is goin’ to
start for St. John’s to-night after meet-
in’ Ezra Newhall at the burned mill to
get his things.”

“So that’s what honest Ezra’s up to,
eh? Well, we’ll get your dad and put
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a stopper on that mighty righteous
quick!”

“Yes, and we got to let Ward know,
and Joe, that La Croix is back here
again.”

“’Tain’t necessary. We kin stop him
right here.”

“How ?” asked Sunny.

Uncle Clem pondered.
mought ketch him at Newhall

“Gregoire can get provisions at New-
hall and be on the trail down the Great
Heron and pretty near the line before
we can get dad and catch up to him.
’Course if Gregoire don’t see them
tracks he might stay around and start
to-morrow mornin’——"

“That’s right,” said Putter. “We bet-
ter git your dad right away quick "’

“We’ve just got to let Ward
know ” began Sunny as they neared
Mateel’s cabin.

“And Joe,” interrupted Uncle Clem.

“And Joe,” she said, her face flooding
with color as Uncle Clem smiled grimly.

“Well, we

”

CHAPTER XX.

Gregoire la Croix’s taint of Indian
blood came to the surface as, upon
Newhall’s departure, the breed saw the
tracks made by Sunny Mateel’s moc-
casins. He followed the light imprints
on the thin snow from the cabin to the
firs. Dropping to his knees, he studied
Putter’s tracks carefully. “No vair
beeg mans,” he muttered. “No Mateel.
But dat Sunnee—"

He glanced up the trail toward Ma-
teel’s cabin, hesitated, and finally, with
a curse, he hurried to his own shelter
to reappear shortly with a tattered pack
sack on his shoulders. Swiftly he fol-
lowed Newhall's tracks toward the set-
tlement, overtaking him at the edge of
the forest. “Thought I said eight
o’clock to-night at the mill ?”questioned
Newhall.

“Oui. Dat w’at Ah t'ink. But Ah
don’ laik to stay close to dat Mateel
hees cabane. Al go now.”

L &7,

“Well—wait over by the mill. Tl
bring you the grub and a coat myself.
It'll be dark in half an hour.”

“Oui, dat ees bon. Ah wan’ leet
w’isky an’ some racquette. Mabbe she
snow beeg in leet taime.”

“Snowshoes? Well, I guess that’s
so. But you don’t get whisky. You'll
freeze to death on whisky.”

“Non! Ah——"

“See here, La Croix! I’'m running
this. TI'll tell you what you get and
what you don’t get!” And Newhall
turned and plodded toward the bleak
desolation of the settlement.

La Croix skirted the clearing, slipped
stealthily along the river edge, and hid
beside the burned mill. Presently
through the gloom of the winter after-
noon Newhall loomed, bearing a bundle,
and across his shoulders a pair of short,
broad “packers” snowshoes. He hastily
dumped the bundle at La Croix’s feet
and unslung the racquettes. “I charged
’em to ye,” he said hurriedly. “ ‘Gre-
goire la Croix, deputy sheriff of Lo-
max County.” Dated the bill back to
where you was deputy. That’s how
it reads on the books, in case you don’t
do what you say. If you're aimin’ to
beat me out of ’em——"

La Croix laughed bitterly. He
dropped to his knees and began stuffing
the things in his pack sack. “Ah t'ink
mabbe you get hall de pay for dees
t'ing w’en Ah feex dat Selden, hein?”

“See here, La Croix, no shootin’ or
knifin’ or like a that. You stand in well
enough with them St. Francis Injuns
to get ’em to kidnap Selden till past
June. They’s none slicker at doin’ a
job like that than them boys. When
Selden’s put away I'll send the money
to your missis at Au Sable—fifty dol-
lars apiece for the two that help you.
You get the four hundred I promised
—but if you try any monkey work,
why ?” And Newhall’s pause was
eloquently suggestive.

“Dat hall right. But eef you don’
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send dat monee—den Ah com’ veet mah
frens an’ Ah keel you. Ah shoot you
veet mah carabine fraum dat dam some
taime. Dat hall.”

“You get a move on!” commanded
Newhall, with a bravado not entirely
genuine. “I’ll take chances on you.”

When La Croix rose from his knees,
Newhall was gone. The breed slipped
into the stiff new mackinaw, lashed the
snowshoes to his pack, and swung it to
his shoulders, but instead of taking the
river trail toward St. John’s, he re-
traced his steps toward the deserted
cabin on the hill.

Within a quarter of a mile of it he
circled through the forest toward the
south, keeping well within the shelter
of the rigid trees. Finally he deposited
his pack and snowshoes beneath a low
cedar, and crept cautiously toward the
edge of the clearing round the cabin.
In the heavy dusk of the winter night
he was able to creep within a few paces
of the place without being discovered
.should there be any one within.

Listening, he heard a smothered
cough and an exclamation. Again came
the sound of the cough, and a voice
rumbled :

“Clem, mought jest as well go out-
side and bark as to do that. If the
breed’s anywhere near he’s heard it.
Reckon he’s lit out fur good. Guess
me and Sunny’ll go along down to your
camp for to-night, so as to git a good
start in the mornin’.” And Jed Mateel,
followed by Clement Putter and Sunny,
stepped from the cabin, and, crossing
the clearing, hurried down the river
trail toward Uncle Clem’s place.

La Croix, grinning, rose and ran back
for his pack and snowshoes. He came
boldly out into the clearing, entered the
cabin, and built a fire, over which he
cooked some meat and boiled a pail of
strong tea. With the first light of the
new moon he left the place, and, cross-
ing to the river trail, started on a trot
toward Mateel’s camp. Once he paused

to take off his coat, roll it up, and hide
it beside the trail. Then he trotted on,
breathing easily, all the primitive In-
dian awake in his warming pulses.
Down the long, cold trail he sped, a
flitting shadow in the thin light of the
crescent moon. An hour, and he was
at the clearing round Mateel’s cabin.

With hand and shoulder he tried the
back door of the house. It was bolted
on the inside. He seized a length of
unsplit firewood and battered the door
in. Lighting a lamp, he searched from
room to room. In Sunny’s bedroom he
found what he wanted, a carbine, hang-
ing in its leather case, and beside it a
belt half filled with cartridges. Seizing
the rifle and belt, he set the lamp on
the kitchen table. He saw that the place
had been made neat against a prolonged
absence.

“Dat Mateel he mak’ traverse to St.
John, Ah t'ink. Ah t'ink dey go by
dat h’ole trap ligne, by gar! Nex’ taime
eet ees Gregoire la Croix dat tell dat
Sunnee, ‘han’s up "'—an’ den =

Drawing the cartridges from the belt,
he stuffed them in his pocket and flung
the belt in a corner. He looked about
him, debating with himself whether or
not he should set fire to the place.
Finally he blew out the light, and, shiv-
ering a little, started down the trail on
a trot, the cartridges clicking in his
pocket.

CHAPTER XXI.

Next morning early Jed Mateel and
Sunny faced a heavy snowstorm as they
left Uncle Clem’s cabin and crossed the
frozen river to enter the chill, silent
fastness of the winter woods.

The old woodsman’s true instinct for
“weather” had anticipated the early
snow, and two pair of snowshoes hung
across the pack on his shoulders.

Sunny, in short skirt and knee-length
blanket coat, gay stockings, and high-
topped moccasins, trod lightly behind
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her father, her bright face framed by
the scarlet of her Canadian toque. To
follow his pace was no ordinary task,
and she regretted that the snow, while
deep enough to make heavy walking,
was not quite deep enough to call for
the use of the racquettes. On snow-
shoes she could have easily equalized
the difference in stride and speed.

Withal, Sunny was happy in that her
father had consented to her accompany-
ing him to the St. John’s camp. He
determined to warn Selden and Joe of
La Croix’s reappearance. Moreover,
he wished to see his son, and the jour-
ney would not take him much farther
than his usual round of the <¢raps.
Sunny reasoned with herself that while
she would be glad to see Selden, there
would not be much to say. She had
explained in her last letter to him the
nonreceipt of his first note, and she had
written with her usual frankness of her
mistaken loss of confidence in him, and
had apologized for it.

While she was not aware of it, the
fact of her apology had touched Selden
more than anything she had ever done.
He appreciated the fineness of character
that had prompted her to this, and he
knew the genuineness of her apology.

No, there was not much to say logi-
cally, but Sunny unconsciously longed
for the swift gleam of admiration in
Selden’s eyes whenever she met his
glance. No one, she thought, had ever
looked at her quite as he had, giving
homage to her beauty without offense.
True, she had known admiration of a
sort before, in the Newhall store, for
instance, where the lumbermen had
stared at her with covert suggestiveness.
And Gregoire la Croix. She shivered
with disgust.

Why she should care for Selden, be-
yond the natural desire of youth to
laugh and talk with youth, she could
not understand. Her thoughts went far
beyond her power to express them in
speech. She felt and knew that he

cared for her. He had told her that
he had no relatives, no kin, but had
been a foundling. He had known lit-
tle of affection and much of hard work.
He had spoken to her frankly and
unaffectedly of his hopes and plans.
And because he had spoken without
self-consciousness, or a more serious
intent than to be friendly with her, he
had builded better than he knew. Un-
versed in subtleties, yet the girl’s un-
spoiled instinct told her that his heart
was clean. The hunger of youth for
youth’s eager confidences, youth’s buoy-
ant bonhomie, possessed her. Would
he understand or misunderstand her
visit? The keen pride of her nature
chased the rich blood to her cheeks at
the thought. She pushed back her toque
and unbuttoned the throat of her mack-
inaw. Her father’s huge form, striding
regularly before her, seemed unreal.
Awake, she dreamed along the trail,
plodding past snow-laden cedars whose
weighted branches swept the snow be-
neath; past gaunt and rigid beech and
birch and maple; past the dusky green
of spruce and fir, till down the trail
she caught a glimpse of the little half-
way cabin of the “ligne.”

Her father stopped and gestured to-
ward the camp. “We mought’s well eat
a bite and rest a bit, Sunny. We can’t
more’'n make the Canady line and the
second camp afore night. You tired?”

She shook her head and laughed, her
face glowing with health and youth.
Her fine gray eyes, her straight black
brows, and rich, dusky hair—starred
here and there with a stray snowflake
—and the sweet curve of her lips, half
smiling as she gazed far away to some
illusive dream future, held her father’s
eyes as with an.enchantment. He
sighed as he turned and plodded on
down the trail. Sunny, swinging her
toque by its tassel, came more slowly.

Shortly after they had crossed the
Great Heron River that aftefnoon, both
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on snowshoes, as the depth of snow had
increased steadily, Mateel halted sud-
denly and swung round, peering
through the slanting flakes.

“What is it, dad?”

- “Don’ know. Can’t git it out of my
bones that somethin’ is followin’ us. I
don’ know.”

“Lucivee, mebby.”

“Mebby,” grumbled Mateel, striding
on again.

Through the -gathering twilight of the
afternoon came the shrill bark of a fox,
intensifying the succeeding silence.
Mateel shifted his rifle from one hand
to the other, and plodded on. Sunny
noticed that he carried his head bent
and a trifle sideways, as though scan-
ning the forest at the side of the trail.
She was again thinking of Selden’s let-
* ter when she saw, in a haze, her father’s
rifle jump to his shoulder. The spit-
ting whang of the thirty-thirty ripped
through the woods, and its echo met
the report of another rifle, fired from
the dusk to the right. She plainly
heard the thud of the bullet as it struck
her father. Then followed the click
of the lever as he threw in another
shell and fired again. “Missed!” he
exclaimed. His arms wavered. Slowly
the rifle sank in his hands, and he stag-
gered to a tree and leaned against it.
“I’m hit, Sunny. Who did it, I dunno,
unless e

“Dad! Oh—dad!” she cried.

“Don’ know, less’n La Croix am-
bushed us.”

She picked up the rifle, glancing
through the dusky stillness of the winter
evening. “Is it hurtin’ you?” she asked
breathlessly, coming to his side.

Mateel shook his head and coughed.
A streak of red seamed his white beard.

“You got to get to the shack, dad—
quick! You got to.”

“I'm a-goin’ to, Sunny. I ain’t dead
yit, my gal. I'm a-goin’ to live to git
the fella that shot me.”

~ blankets.

CHAPTER XXIIL

With a groan Jed Mateel sank to the
browse bed in the shack. Sunny, scrap-
ing away the snow that had drifted in
the open doorway, closed it, and, has-
tily unstrapping the packs, found the
On the little platform of
earth in the. center of the shack she
built a fire, and by its light slipped the
coat and undercoat from her father’s
shoulders,

“It’s gone clean through, I reckon,”
he said, twisting his shoulder uneasily.

“Not through your coat at the back,
dad. Can’t you sit up a little so I can

see?”

Mateel turned himself on his elbow,
and rose slowly to his feet. With his
knife Sunny slit away the soggy patch
of shirt on his shoulder, and with it
came a little, vicious twenty-five-thirty-
five copper-nosed bullet.

“Went clean through,” said Sunny,
hastily washing the wound with water
made from melted snow. “It ain’t
bleedin’ much, dad. If it had been a
soft-nose bullet, it would ’a’ killed you.”

“Let’s see,” said Mateel as she helped
him on with his jacket and mackinaw.
“Huh! A twenty-five-thirty-five, same
as you had for that leetle gun of yourn
for shootin’ wild geese. Well, I ain’t
afraid of a leetle pill like that if I ain’t
bleedin’ inside.”

“You jest lay down now, dad.” I
got to get wood for the fire, and for
all night. To-morrow I’'m goin’ on to
St. John’s camp for help. I’ll get Joe.”

“They’s plenty wood split and piled
on the south side of the shack. I cut
it las’ fall. And you ain’t goin’ to
resk goin’ in for help. I’ll be all right
in the mornin’.”

“But it ain’t far to the camp,” she
insisted. “It’s jest acrost the Heron
and northeast about six miles, ain’t it?”

“Yes. But if it’s La Croix——" he
began. 3

“Why, he’s gone now, or else he'd
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stayed and finished his job—and you.
He dassen’t come around here ag’in.”

Sunny sensibly refrained from argu-
ment or comment, but with calm fore-
thought cooked and ate her supper and
prepared to sleep. Her father shifted
his weight on the browse. “Sunny, git
me a drink,” he murmured.

She brought him water, and he drank
greedily. Shesput her hand on his fore-
head and felt the pulse of oncoming
fever.

“It’s quit snowin’,” said her father
presently, staring at a square of starlit
sky through the smoke hole in the roof.

“Yes. You go to sleep, dad. I'll
sing ‘Barbara,” if you will.”

“Well, now! You ain’t sung ‘Bar-
bara’ sence Ward Selden come to our
place.”

Sunny rose and brought in wood.

She piled quite a quantity of it near -

the bunk. Then she came and sat, with
legs crossed Indianwise, beside her
father. Softly she smoothed back the
long, silvered hair from his forehead.
His eyes closed. Carefully she reached
to his wrist and felt his pulse. He
smiled.. “I'm tryin’ to sleep,”Sunny, but
I got a burnin’ hole in my chest. I'm
tryin’ to sleep, Sunny.”

With her hand slowly stroking his
hair and her gray eyes fixed on the
square of starlit sky framed by the
smoke hole in the roof, she sang, in
the quaint minors of the early days,
her mother’s song of “Barbara.”

Mateel smiled, opened his eyes, closed
them wearily, and drew a deep breath.
Sunny, heedless of anything save the
immediate charm of the old-fashioned
melody, sang on, of Barbara, the win-
ter’s night, the sleigh ride through the
storm, the lover’s question, all, to the
end.’ Then taking up the-plaint again,
half crooning it, she sang more slowly
and softly. Her hand ceased its slow
movement to and fro, and rested on her
father’s forehead. She drew it away,
damp with tiny beads of sweat.

Quietly she crept to the other side of
the fire, replenished it, and snuggled
in her blankets. Round about the iso-
lated cabin the trees creaked softly or
cracked shrilly as the frost rent their
tense fibers. The low hush of the wind
in the hemlocks came with the regular,
easy sweep of the surf on a calm sum-
mer day.

Sunny, weary from the journey and.
the shock of the unwonted attack on
her father, drew the blankets about her
head.

“I feel jest like cryin’,” she said to
herself. “And I could, if I jest let go.
Reckon I better pray and save my
feelin’s to take me to St. John’s with.”
She began the olden-time child’s prayer
that kindly Aunt Lib had taught her: .
“Now I lay me——" It had hereto-
fore sufficed, but it seemed inadequate
now. Her manifold emotions de-
manded larger expression. She could
not frame in words the bitter fullness
of her heart.

)

CHAPTER XXIII.

In the dawn of the gray and chill
winter morning, Sunny arose and re-
kindled the fire, which she had replen-
ished at intervals during the night.
She spoke to her father, who did not
answer. Alarmed, she knelt at his side
and spoke to him again. In the flicker
of the flames she saw that he breathed
and was seemingly in a heavy sleep.
Perplexed, she hesitated an instant.
Perhaps it were better he slept undis-
turbed. She returned to the fire, made
tea, and ate some camp bread and
bacr~  She melted more snow, and
prdced the little pail of water beside
her father. Then, taking her snow-
shoes, she slipped out, closed the door,
and began her journey to the distant
St. John’s camps.

She knew that she would cross the
Nennassing, as well as the Great Heron,
before she reached the camps. The
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blaze of the trap line was a guide ho
longer as it swung round with the Great
Heron River and ran back toward their
home.

The early winter morning, sharp in
its still cold, nipped stealthily at her
cheeks and fingers despite the heavy
wool toque and beaver mittens. Once
or twice she stopped to rub her nose
and cheeks with the powdery, dry snow.
Finally the keen exercise heightened
her pulses to a pitch that warmed her
through and through. The sun, rolling
slowly over the giant pines, threw
forked and diversified rays through
their cloudy purple tops. The snow,

shot over with paths of sunlight, glit-.

tered blindingly in contrast to the soft
half light of the interior woodland.

An hour of toil, and she had reached
the Nennassing. Beyond its northern
shore, and some three miles northeast,
lay the St. John’s camps. Sunny esti-
mated that her progress was about three
miles an hour. She crossed the frozen
river, and, taking a diagonal from the
sun, plodded through the silent forest,
pausing from time to time to “line”
her course by some prominent land-
mark. She did not realize that the
small extent of uncut timber in her
immediate territory was surrounded by
a. network of lumber roads extending
from the main camp to the outer camps,
but La Croix, who had followed her
from near the shack, knew this, and
quickened his pace. Like a.wolf he
had slunk about the shack in the early
morning, not daring to enter, as he
dreaded meeting Jed Mateel. Yet the
breed was positive that he had wounded
the other—perhaps had killed him.

. When Sunny left her father that
morning, La Croix reasoned that she
had gone for help. Undecided, he had
waited until she was well on her way.
Then he followed her, thinking to over-
take her easily, but she had had a long
start and he had spent a restless night.
Not until she had crossed the river did

he come within sight of her. She had
stooped to tighten a thong, and he im-
agined that she saw him, for she arose
and quickened her pace. He lengthened
his stride. The girl must not reach the
camps. If she did, Selden and Joe
Mateel would be warned.

Climbing a rise of snow-covered rock,
Sunny turned breathlessly to scan the
trail up which she had come. Within
forty yards was the half-breed, plung-
ing along her trail, his lips curled back
from his teeth and his gaunt face
beaded with sweat. Her first instinct
was to run, but she knew he could
overtake her in a short race. She drew
all the courage of her health and
strength to her aid, and, glancing up
in natural surprise, called: “Bo’ jou’,
Gregoire! You're out early this morn-
ing!”

The half-breed, taken aback by her
natural acceptance of his presence,
slackened his pace, and stood gazing up
at her, his eyes narrowed to mere slits
of light. “Oui—Ah’m jus’ hout on mah
ligne.” '

“Yes. Going to the camp?”

“Oui,” he lied, glancing away.

“So am I. Dad got hurt yesterday
when we were coming down the trail.
Got shot by accident. It was nearly
dark. Probably some hunter for the
camps mistook him for a moose. He’s
big enough.”

The half-breed grinned, and Sunny
could have strangled him. Her pleas-
antry had been deliberate. She-wished
to appear as unconcerned about the
shooting as possible.

“Dad wasn’t hit bad,” she said lightly.
“And I'm glad you’re going to the
camps, Gregoire.” La Croix’s eyes
gleamed. “You know all the trails, and
I know I'm safe anywhere with" you.
You see, I don’t know this part of the

country.”
“Hola! Dat ees bon!” laughed La
Croix. “Ve mak’ to go to dat camp

now, hein?” Then he added, with oily
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assurance: “Mabbe you lof Gregoire
some taime, hein?”

He had stepped close to her. She
loathed him, and feared him, but
back of all that lay a picture of her
father, alone, stricken, perhaps mortally
wounded. Almost as her lips framed a
reply, she recognized as her own the
sheath of the carbine that he carried.
That explained the twenty-five-thirty-
five bullet. The rifle was hers. She
knew the wide, deer-hide lacing on the
cover. She was positive now as to
who shot her father. Here was the
supreme test. : :

“Mebby— I—did—like — you — onc
—Gregoire.”
the warring emotions in her heart trem-
bled on her lips as she spoke.- :

La Croix drew a step nearer. “Ma
belle!” he exclaimed hoarsely, stretch-
ing out his arms.

Sunny, watching the hand that held
the rifle, arew back a step, pretending
a pretty confusion. La Croix dropped
the rifle, and, pacing forward, took her
in his arms. She shuddered as he bent
over her and kissed her on the lips.
“Hah! Ma belle!” he whispered. “You
lof Gregoire mooch!”

With all the calmness and delibera-
tion she could summon, and with all
the quick strength of her splendid thigh
muscles she drew up her knee and
kicked the breed full in the abdomen.
With a groan he fell back, gasping for
breath. She leaped forward, grabbed
up the carbine, and, jerking it from its
case, cocked it, and leveled it at him.
On his hands and knees he wavered,

groaning.
“I ought to!” she exclaimed shrilly.
“Oh, God! I ought to!”

But there was no immediate need to
shoot.” The half-breed was sick.

Joe . Mateel, driving his four big
horses toward the main camp, glanced
from side to side of the road. He
wanted to whistle, but his lips were

Softly she said it, and’

stiff with the cold. He made a few
unsatisfactory -attempts at “Annie
Laurie.” “Dum dull—this totin’ and
teamin’, and some cold, too. Sittin’
still and freezin’ to death’s mighty on-
satisfactory, at three and a half per
day. Wish suthin’ ’d happen so I could
do suthin’ to warm up.”

Slowly and with forgelike delibera-
tion the great, snow-clogged feet of the
horses rose and fell silently, sinking
deep into the feathery snow of the road-
way. The steam went up from their
backs, and their nostrils were rimmed
with frost.

“Gettin’ kind of heavy right here,”
he remarked, jumping from the sleigh.

Over that particular grade, and about
to climb back on the load, he hesitated,
flung the lines from him, and, spring-
ing through the drifted roadside, ran
heavily through the shallow depths of
snow beneath the pines. “Hi—ee!” he
shouted as he saw La Croix fall back-
ward. “That’s the stuff, Sunny! Give
'im another. I’'m a-comin’.”

When Mateel was near enough to see
the leveled carbine in Sunny’s hands
he slackened his pace. Walking up lei-
surely, albeit breathing hard, he greeted
her casually: “Hello; sis!”

“Oh—]Joe!”
Striding to the breed, he kicked him
in the ribs. “Here, you! Get up and

",

explain—quick

Sunny, leaning against a tree, one
hand over breast and the other clutch-
ing the rifle, breathed heavily. With
head bowed she stood, striving against
the sobs that shook her.

“Funny you’re so scared of that breed
and he ain’t got a gun and you have.

Here, you’re all right now, sis. What
was the row, anyway?”’
The girl lifted her head. “He tried

to—to kiss me. He did kiss me. I
had to let him.”

“You had to let him?” growled
Mateel.

“To get my rifle. He had it.”
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“Oh! That’s it. How’d he get it?”

“Stole it from our house after me
and dad left for St. John’s.”

“What?” And the young woodsman
drew back his boot, but Sunny grasped
his arm before he could get to the pros-
trate figure. “Joe!” she commanded.
“Joe! Don’t you be a beast just be-
cause he is.” -

“He ought to be killed,” growled
Mateel.

“Mebby. But not by you or me, Joe.
It’s Gregoire la Croix. He shot dad
last night. Dad’s over in the line shack.
He’s alive, but I reckon he’s hurt pretty
bad, Joe.”

CHAPTER XXIV..

As Joe Mateel reached for Sunny’s
rifle, she stepped away. “No, Joe, not
you—the law——"

“What law? Where’s any law but
me—for him? Gi’me that gun!”’

Again the girl stepped aside, deliber-
ately drawing her brother away from
La Croix, who had risen to one knee
and was watching them. Slowly he
drew up the other knee, and rose to
his feet, glaring with the intensity of
desperation at Joe Mateel. Sunny
nodded slightly. The breed understood,
and, turning, shuffled away. Mateel,
intent on securing the rifle, forgot him
for the instant.

“Sunny !”

“No, Joe; not you. It won’t help
dad any to shoot La Croix. And you
can’t catch’ me without snowshoes.”
She backed away while La Croix stag-
gered down the trail, broke into a trot,
and was making good headway toward
retreat when Mateel spun round. Re-
alizing that he could not overtake the
other in the snow, he leaped again to-
ward Sunny. She evaded him easily.

La Croix, glancing back, broke into a
terrified lope, darting between the trees.
Mateel stood staring at his sister. “Are
you stuck on him?” he asked brutally.

“Now, - Joe, cool off and listen.

You'd ’a’ shot him. No matter what
he done—either shootin’ Tom Crogan
or dad, you couldn’t prove it if he was-
dead. He’s worth more alive. Would
the law people believe you and the
men from St. John’s, even if they swore
that Gregoire la Croix said he did the
shootin’? Folks knows they was all
mixed up in that, too. Would they
believe them? They would believe La

- Croix if he confessed he done it. Can’t

you understand? Now you wake up
and get a team and help get dad to

Sand 2D

camp for doctorin’.

Several hours later four steaming
horses drew up to the camp office.
McLean, the superintendent, stood
knee-deep in the snow, talking to Joe

Mateel. “Take your father over to my
camp, Joe. The doctor will be here
to-night. I telephoned. Mrs. McLean

is a first-rate nurse. My girl Marion
is with her and can help.” He nodded
to Sunny. “Just drive right up. Mrs.
McLean expects you. I’ll ring up town

" again and see if that doctor has started

yet.” Then the tall Scotch-Canadian
plunged through the drifts back to his
office.

Mateel spoke to the horses. In a
few minutes the wounded man was .
carefully housed in the superintendent’s
roomy log camp and Sunny was ex-
plaining the shooting as best she could.

Mrs. McLean, a rosy, sweet-voiced,
plump little woman, won Sunny’s affec-
tion immediately. Marion, the super-
intendent’s eighteen-year-old daughter,
the fresh young image of her rosy-
cheeked mother, was too near Sunny’s
age and too strikingly good looking in
her golden-haired, pink-and-white per-
fection to be accepted otherwise than
“on trust” by Sunny.

“Oh, no!” exclaimed Mrs. McLean
as Sunny displayed some diffidence
about accepting their generous hospital-
ity for herself. “You’re going to stay
right here and help us take care of
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“your father. We have plenty of room.
The camp is almost too big to be really
cozy. We have four bedrooms up-
stairs. We can’t think of letting you
go until your father has recovered.”
And Mrs. McLean smiled in a motherly
fashion as Joe Mateel, mumbling his
appreciation, backed out and closed the
door.

A few minutes later, as Sunny sat
gazing disconsolately into the wide, blaz-
ing fireplace, Mrs. McLean came to her
and, taking her mittens from her lap,
smoothed the glossy brown beaver fur.
“You won’t object,” I am sure, if I
adopt you right away and call you
Sunny?” . And the kindly face beamed
upon the dark, troubled one in open
admiration for Sunny’s fine gray eyes,
her brilliant coloring, and splendid, tu-
mudtuous black hair.

“I’'d like that,” the girl said simply,
glancing up and smiling.

Just then Jed Mateel called faintly.
Sunny sprang up and entered the room
where he lay.

“Isn’t she stunning, mother!” said
Marion McLean. “And, mamma, whom
did she mean by ‘Ward’? She asked
if *he were here—in camp—just now.
Did she mean our Ward?”

Mrs. McLean smiled. “Yes, Marion.
I think she meant our Mr. Selden. You
know, he visited the Mateels’ camp for
several days. He was recovering from
an accident. That was long before he
came here.”

“Oh! But she spoke of Mr. Selden
as ‘Ward.””

“So did you, dear,”
again, smiling.

As Marion went slowly upstairs to
arrange the guest room for Sunny, she
pondered. “I wonder if he calls her
‘Sunny’?” she asked herself. “She is
just a dear, and so beautiful—and
awfully proud.” And she turned back
the fresh white spread of the bed. “I
wonder if she will like me?”

From her own room Marion brought

said her mother

-time frankness and geniality.

a great, black bearskin rug—her choic- .
est winter possession—and spread it in
front of the bed. Again she went to
her room and returned with her arms
full of dainty linen, stockings, hand-
kerchiefs, a pair of fluffy woolen slip-
pers, and last, one of her own cozy,
fleece-lined woolen nightdresses, a soft
gray garment, beribboned, warm, and
serviceable.

Wistfully the girl surveyed her offer-
ings, hoping that the strange, beautiful
guest might not be offended, but rather,
find in them a token of friendship—of
affection.

“She will be just as cozy as I am
these cold winter nights,” reflected
Marion. “Won’t we have fun read-
ing? If she really knew how much I
shall miss my big bear, she would like
me a little, perhaps.”

CHAPTER XXV.

When Selden called at the McLeans’
camp, Sunny met him with all her old-
“Hello,
Ward!” she said, extending her hand.
“You’ve changed some. Have you
really found that goddess you was tellin’
me about? You lock some older and
more grown up, Ward.”

Selden smiled. “But how is your
father—eh—Miss Mateel?” And his
hesitation was noticed by both Mrs.
McLean and Marion, who had just en-
tered the room.

“The doctor says dad’s strong enough
to get well again,” she replied, smiling
as she saw unmistakable admiration
creep slowly into his eyes.

“I won’t ask to see him,” he said,
turning to greet Mrs. McLean and her
daughter, “but if there is anything I
can do 5

“If you can keep Joe from goin’ after
Gregoire la Croix, and shootin’ him,
you’ll be doin’ dad and me a favor.”

“Joe and I are great friends,” said
Selden. “I’ll speak to Joe.”
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“Don’t say too much, Ward. Joe is
stubborn.”

“Mr. McLean told me about the ac-
cident, and La Croix,” said Selden. “I
didn’t think La Croix would show up
again. I wonder what brought him over
/here. "I understand he followed you
and your father?” '

Sunny nodded. She was about to tell
Selden of the breed’s real mission as

- Ezra Newhall’s tool ; in fact, to tell him
all she knew and surmised. She wished
to unburden her heart freely, even to
speaking of her real solicitude for him
and her haste to warn him, but the
presence of Mrs. McLean checked her.
And Selden also, she thought, seemed
hesitant and unlike his real self.

Sunny’s quick wit discerned Marion
McLean as a factor in Selden’s diffi-
dence. A little jealousy tinged the hap-
piness she felt at seeing him again.
In reality, the presence of Marion and
her mother had made Selden diffident
—for Sunny’s sake. He thought too
much of her to risk cheapening her by
assuming, in the presence of others, the
old-time familiarity, much as he longed
to do so.

For months he had idealized the ab-
sent Sunny. Naturally he found the
pleasant companionship of Marion
doubly enhanced by the vision of the
other girl’s contrasted beauty. Marion’s
sympathy, comradeship, kindness, was,
through his imagination, as Sunny’s
own.

He glanced from one to the other.
How vivid the contrast! The slen-
der, golden-haired Marion, low-voiced,
sweet, eagerly sympathetic; and Sunny,
almost boyish in her camaraderie ; virile,
overflowing with the vitality of irre-
pressible youth and strength. Although
untamed, she had a natural grace of
poise and movement that was match-
less, inimitable.

“You must come as often as you can,
Mr. Selden,” said Mrs. McLean. “We
shall all be glad to see you.”

Selden thanked her, and shortly after-
ward departed.

Many evenings he came, bringing
with him as he entered the instant,
crisp edge of the winter weather. Once
he stayed to dinner, and was charmed
by Sunny’s ease of manner and her mas-
tery of some erstwhile neglected do-
mestic details. Evidently she was quick
to learn and appreciative of the privi-
lege. New vistas unfolded themselves
to him, and after dinner he dreamed,
lounging in one of the easy-chairs,
smoking and nodding an infrequent ac-
companiment to McLean’s after-dinner
dissertation on ‘“International Law.”

Sunny and Marion, heads close to-
gether, were immersed in ‘some scho-
lastic mystery, Marion answering the
murmured questions of her companion
as they turned the page.

Mrs. McLean, with her book open
on her knees, sat gazing into the leaping
flames of the huge fireplace. Pres-
ently she bade Selden good night, paus-
ing, as she passed Jed Mateel’s room,
to ask if he were comfortable. His
voice, in reply, roused Sunny from her
studies, and she rose and stepped to her
father’s room.

“Marion, you were up so late last
night 2

“Yes, mamma,” replied the girl, clos-
ing the book she and Sunny had been
reading. She bade Selden and her
father good night, and joined her
mother.

“What!” exclaimed McLean, glanc-
ing round. “We're shamefully de-
serted, Ward. Well, about that argu-
ment for a protective tariff: ?”  And
the shrewd Scotch-Canadian superin-
tendent of the St. John’s Lumber Com-

b

* pany, plunged again into a rather one-

sided discussion, contented to have so
good a listener.

At length Selden rose to go, and
McLean, yawning, stepped to the door
and glanced at the. thermometer.
“Uggh!” he shivered, as Selden slipped



SUNNY MATEEL 59

into his mackinaw.” “It’s about forty
below to-night.”

“Is- that all?” said Sunny, coming
from her father’s room. ‘“Oh, you're
going! Good night, Ward.”

“Good night, Sunny.”

McLean climbed the stairs slowly,
still ‘puzzling over a problem born of
his recent dissertation. For a second
Sunny stood at the half-open door with
Selden. Then, stepping outside, she
closed it behind her.

As he breathed the keen winter air,
Selden felt his heart leap and his palms
grow moist and hot.

In the dim starlight the girl stood,
bareheaded, silent, gazing at him. He
drew his mittens from his hands, and,
dropping to one knee, found her fingers
and kissed them. He could feel her
tremble at his touch. Rising, he held
out his arms. With a sigh she leaned
toward him. He bowed his head above
her upturned face, and her breath was
fragrant and warm against his cheek
in the cold of that bitter winter night.
“Sunny! Sunny!” he whispered. “My
own girl!”

She smiled up at him. Then gently
pushing him from her, she stepped back,

her hand against the door. ‘‘’Course
—I—am!” she whispered. “Or 1
wouldn’t let you kiss me.” And there

was an almost childish delight in her
voice as she laughed softly. “But you
was so long findin’ it out, Ward!”

He was about to reply when she in-
terrupted him. “Open the latch for me,
Ward. It's frosted and might stick to
my fingers.”

He drew on his mittens, and gently
pressed the big, wrought-iron latch. A
flare of light—redoubled darkness—
and Sunny was gone.

Halfway to his own camp, he paused
in his quick stride. “She’s just an
angel,” he muttered.. “She’s just an
angel—but a very practicable one,” he
added, marching on again.

CHAPTER XXVI.

- The storm that followed buried the
camps window deep and obliterated the
winter roads, smoothing all to a vast
white level beneath the cold brown and
green of the forest. Along the north
shore of the Nennassing the skidways
were piled high with logs.”

From the main camp McLean issued
orders to the numerous outlying camps,
warning them to take advantage of
every minute of daylight and make the
winter’s cut of timber the largest on
record. Rumor had it that the young
engineer, Selden, had outpointed the
Newhall Company in the game of water
rights. None knew exactly how, but
all realized that something definite was
afoot when the superintendent offered
a handsome premium to the camp mak-
ing the greatest showing that season.
The competition became hot, the men
striving, under the stimulus of inter-
camp rivalry, as though playing a big,
whole-hearted game, rather than work-
ing overtime for wages. Never in the
days of the St. John’s Company, and it
was the oldest established camp in the
Dominion, had there been such a cut
of timber. Gaunt, tough-sinewed, tire-
less, the crews labored from twilight
to twilight, ate ravenously, slumbered
deeper than dreams, and rose each
morning to go at it again like men
whose lives depended on the issue.

McLean, a wise leader, appeared at
each camp at judicious intervals, tar-
ried briefly, and was gone, leaving be-
hind him a terse word or two of praise
or blame.

While many of the older lumbermen
realized that the company was getting
value and ‘a half for each man, all felt
the grim spirit of battle that inspired
their chief, and lifted them above mere
personal plaint or faultfinding. The
boys of the “Maple Leaf and Beaver”
took national pride in their company
and its superintendent.
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Once, as Selden visited an outlying
camp, Cesaire Garneau the Lou’-
Garou, nudged a brother axman and
gestured toward the young engineer.
“He de wan w’at goin’ make hall de
log go on dat Nennassing—w’en we
mak’ to drive een de spreeng.”

His companion grunted. “He don’
look laik vair hole mans to do hall dat,”
he grumbled.

“Mabbe dat so,” said Cesaire, turn-
ing to his work. “But wan taime Ah
look een hees eye. Den Ah see w'at
ees beeg—here.” And Cesaire tapped
his forehead, and spat as he swung up
his ax.

Selden, while nominally timekeeper
and general assistant to McLean, in re-
ality represented an immediately greater
potency than the superintendent him-
self. McLean admitted that without a
proper head of water in the spring the
winter’s cut would be a total loss. In
Selden’s word lay the assurance that
the Nennassing would be bankful and
overflowing the coming spring.} Locked
in McLean’s office desk was a small
blue print outlining the courses of the
Great Heron and Nennassing Rivers
from Newhall to St. John’s. From a
loop of the Great Heron where it paral-
leled the Nennassing, and a few miles
from the camp, ran a line, dotted on
the blue print, marked “Cut.” The pro-
posed channel averaged a width of some
sixty yards and contemplated a course
through a natural depression in the land
between the two rivers.

At the southern end of the proposed
cut, where it touched the Great Heron
River, the ground, rose in a rocky bar-
rier, some ten feet above the high-
water mark of the stream.

Selden had already superintended the
honeycombing ef this obstruction with
drills—hiring a crew of experienced
drill hands from Montreal. At the com-
pletion of the work he had peérsonally
accompanied them back to their city as

an additional safeguard against prema-
ture local advertising.

With the coming of spring Selden
planned to unplug the drill holes, dry
them, and charge them with dynamite.
He figured that no less than half a ton
of the explosive would be necessary to
give immediate results. He, with Mc-
Lean, deliberated long on the advisa-
bility of hiring a crew to handle the
dynamite, wire it, and prepare the gi-
gantic “shot.” He finally agreed with
McLean that they would load and wire
the shot personally; losing time in the
operation, but precluding the risk of
discovery.

Another feature of the proposed coup
caused some hesitation. Selden as-
sured his chief that the turning of the
Great Heron to the Nennassing would
eventually inundate several square
miles of forest near the camps, and
would, in time, endanger them by flood.
He advised a compromise with Ezra
Newhall, after the working out of the
first trial.

McLean, despite his faith in Selden’s
ability, had seemed somewhat skeptical
as to the outcome of the plan. Selden
had promptly asked his chief if he had
ever seen 'Suncook Lake, in Maine, and
its thoroughfare to Caribou Lake, ad-
joining it. McLean said he had. Sel-
den produced a map showing ’Suncook
Lake in its original bed and a dotted
outline showing the inundated country
and the distortion of the old river
courses by artificial means. McLean
was convinced.

Selden, dreaming over his plan, and
not infrequently waking to the con-
sciousness of the memory of Sunny’s
recent “good night,” felt that he had
at last found the big work he had
sought. Moreover, the naiad of his
dreams, not ethereal, but of real, warm
flesh and blood, had allowed him to
touch her lips in the starlight, to then
vanish with a smile behind the great
iron-latched door of McLean’s camp.
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He blessed the presence of work and
worry that drove him from too much
thinking of his goddess.

And Sunny?

Long since she had learned that
Marion’s relinquishment of the black-
bear rug was a token of supreme affec-
tion. The two girls became warm
friends and had many evening confi-
dences before the great open fireplace.

Sunny, in her magnificent vitality,
fairly filled the camp with good cheer
and frequent laughter at her quaint col-
loquialisms and native wit. Shrewdly
she studied the others’ deportment and
speech, and quickly she realized that to
become as one of them, as Selden was,
could not be accomplished in weeks or
months, and she wisely gave over her
first impulse to be as they were at once.
That, she thought, would make her un-
natural and stiff, and would be noticed
by them all.

Without the words to express even
to herself her appreciation of the natu-
ral courtesies of speech and manner of
the others, she possessed an intuitive
knowledge that guided her aright. She
resolved to be herself, but to watch and
mark with vigilance. Moreover, as her
father progressed toward health, and
frequently sat up with them beside the
evening fire, her mind became pregnant
with a new idea, and she longed for the
old seclusion and freedom of their own
home, that she might discuss her plan
with her father.

The weeks—long weeks to the inva-
lid, but short enough to McLean and
Selden—rolled by in storm and cold.

Selden, calling in the evenings, was -

perplexed at Sunny’s new attitude to-
ward him. She was apparently as
rank and cheerful as ever, yet a baf-
fling aloofness, a something deeper than
her eyes expressed, lay hidden in her
heart from him. She was not displeased
with him—that he knew. She was al-
ways glad to see him. Yet since that
night, when she had slipped through the

doorway and stood, bareheaded in the
starlight, speechless and filled with a
longing his lips but half satisfied, she
had not seemed the same.

Sunny herself was conscious of the
difference and Selden’s knowledge of it.
Womanlike, because it reflected a
greater love for him and a greater sac-
rifice for his sake than he dreamed, she
buried her secret the deeper, and
crooned over it in her heart as a mother
lulls her babe.

That he would some day ask her to
be his wife, she knew, and the thought
sent the joyful blood pulsing to her
cheeks. What she would answer when
he asked—ah! Perhaps that would not
so please him, yet it was best. And her
lids would droop and her lips would
melt to a pensive smile that touched
Marion to a quick, tremulous sohc1tude
for her friend.

And so the time drew nearer when
the invalid giant, Jed Mateel, and his
daughter would leave the hospitable
shelter of the St. John’s camp and re-
turn to their old, free routine.

Several times Mateel had ventured
out with his son, returning in the even-
ings weary and ravenously hungry. He
laughed away all word of caution until
kindly Mrs. McLean forbore to worry,
but wondered at his hardihood. Finally
he announced that he was going back
to his traps, and further, that he had
arranged with his son to pay the Mc-
Leans for their trouble.

Mrs. McLean had protested indig-
nantly, reminding him that it was the
company doctor that had attended him,
and that Sunny’s presence as a com-
panion to her daughter made up a thou-
sand times for any slight inconvenience
that he seemed to think he had occa-
sioned them. She concluded by saying
that she would not accept one penny
from them.

Big Jed Mateel had laughed, and
blinked mysteriously. “Reckon you
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won’t,” he said, and henceforth became
silent on that subject.

One morning, a week after the Ma-
teels’ departure, McLean found a pack-
age in his office. It was addressed to
his wife. That evening he brought it
to the camp, and, curious as children,
theyp opened it together. From a great
wrapping of buff-colored, thick moose
hide rolled a magnificent pelt, dark,
soft-hued, and each individual hair was
tipped with silver. McLean whistled.
Mrs. McLean, running her fingers
through the deep, glossy fur, sighed her
amazement.

“Silver fox!” exclaimed the superin-
. tendent, with appreciation inherited
from a Hudson Bay Company ancestor.
“Silver fox, and, Mary, worth just
about five hundred dollars right here in
the woods.” .

Marion, peering over her mother’s
shoulder, gazed with incredulous eyes.
McLean, glancing up, smiled at his
daughter. “There is no name—no mes-
sage—but it came from Mateel. I know
that.”

“Five hundred dollars?  Why, that
would have been enough for Sun-
ny——" And the girl hesitated and
flushed, finger on lip.

“Sunny’s wedding expenses?”’ said
McLean, laughing.

His daughter shook her head. “Oh,
no! I didn’t mean that! But some-
thing else.”

CHAPTER XXVII.

With the melting of the snows in’

spring came the heavy night mists that
blanketed the swollen Nennassing as it
rolled, bankful, past the St. John’s
camps.

Grumbling and roaring in the dis-
tance, the mountain streams gathered
headway, and, burdened with forest lit-
ter and churning, whirling fragments of
rotten ice, swept down and out to the
wild currents of the Great Heron and
- the Nennassing until only the mightiest

of shore trees stood against the counter-
mining of the gnawing, yellow waters.

At the camps out came peaveys and
pike poles, and on went the calked
boots and so’westers. Like two armies
preparing for a mighty conflict, the
Newhall lumbermen and the St. John’s
boys, armed and accoutered, chafed to
be at the game.

Selden and McLean, toiling early and
late, with the assistance of the Lou’- .
Garou and Big Pierre, unplugged,
cleaned, and loaded the vents in the rock
rib along the Great Heron River, with
double charges of dynamite. Already
the Newhall logs were running in the
Great Heron, and the Nennassing’s
water mark fell daily, until McLean be-
came alarmed at what he deemed to be
Selden’s stubborn procrastination. But
Selden answered reasonably that to
open a channel then would of course
give them the Great Heron water, but
with it would come an undesirable con-
glomeration of Newhall's logs at the
mouth of the proposed intake. This
jam might act as a very effective wall
in cutting off the flow they wanted.
McLean chafed. Selden smiled, and
examined fuses

Late one night, lean, grizzled little
Jules la Rue roused McLean, and en-
tered the camp, dripping with rain, yet
as stolid as a pine.

“Well?” And McLean, yawning,
opened a cabinet and placed a bottle and
glasses on the table.

“Ah com’ fraum watch dat Newhall.
She hall tie up—jam, by gay een dat
helbow hof de Gr-r-eat Her-r-on.”

“Pickerel Falls?”

“Oui.” And Jules poured himself a
satisfying measure of whisky and swal-
lowed it hastily. ~

McLean slipped into his oilskins and
boots. “Get Selden out, Jules. You
know his camp. Tell him——""

“Dat Selden, he ovair by dat plac’.
He watch dat Nennassing hall night, Ah
t’ink.”
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“Good! Have another, Jules, and
then get Pierre and come down to the
cut. Call McCarthy as you go by and
tell him to get the boys together and
keep them ready—right on the job.
Understand—not a man to roll a log till
he hears from me.”

McLean hurried to his office and tel-
ephoned to the upriver camps one by
one. To each foreman he said: “You
can start ’em when you get the signal.
You'll hear it, .all right.”

Turning, he found Jules at his heels.
“All right, Jules. Now for the finishing
touch.”

Down to the river they strode, stum-
bling along the soggy trail.in the dark-
ness. Ahead, a light gleamed in a misty
halo of rain. Selden, pushing back
his so'wester, greeted them briefly.
“Where's Big Pierre?” he questioned.

“Coming,” said McLean.

“Well, we’'ll need a crew out on the
point after the first rush. We’ll have
to pick out the stray logs and keep the
inlet from getting plugged.”

“When we get an inlet,” said Mc-
Lean nervously, smiling.

Selden flushed, and was about to re-
ply. Instead he walked to the little
brown battery standing beneath a tree,
and seized the handle. “Grin, then!”
he said, his overstrung nerves finding
relief in the thrust of the handle.
“There’s your inlet!”

For a second nothing was heard but
the drip, drip of the rain and the win-
nowing rush of the river. Then Mc-
Lean staggered and fell on his face as
the ground heaved and trembled. A
blast of fire shot up from the distant
river edge.

Stunned by the roar and crash of the
explosion, Selden, swaying, dropped the
handle of the battery and stumbled to-
ward his chief. The lantern had been
blown out by the concussion, and Jules,
crouched on the ground, feeling for it.
“Come on!” called Selden thickly.

“We've got to get to high ground or
swim.”

With the first dull light of dawn a
roaring crew of the St.. John’s boys
swarmed to the “cut.” - McLean, stand-
ing on a rocky eminence, directed the
work of keeping the channel open. The
Great Heron, in full flood, swept down
on the angle of the sixty-foot opening
and dropped” with a roar to its new
channel, toppling trees down i its rush
and sweeping them out on the broad,
brown reaches of the rapidly rising
Nennassing.

Selden, squatting by the wangan,
drank hot coffee, and gazed dully at the
hurtling waters. Presently he looked
up to find McLean grinning at him.
“Well, Ward, I see our timber is be-
ginning to come down from above. You
made good, my boy.”

" Selden nodded. “Guess I got little
old Ezra’s goat that time.”

McLean grinned at Selden’s lapse
into slang. Presently his face grew
serious. Turning to the engineer, he.
asked abruptly: “What made you leave
the Hudson Bay branch and come up
here?”

“I was looking for more trouble,”
replied Selden, laughing.

“Yes,” began McLean hesitatingly.
“So my brother Donald rather implied
in his letter about you. He was your
chief there. Naturally I looked into
your last position before I took you
on here permanently.”

“Your brother? Donald McLean?
Well, Mac, you are a stony old clam.
You might have said so.”

“Came near enough to telling you
many times. So did Mrs. McLean,”
replied the superintendent.

“Well, he’ll know I've been busy, any-
way.” And Selden finished his coffee
and rose to his feet.

“Yes, and now I'm on the subject,
Ward, did you plan this cut and all that
it means merely to get even with New-
hall, or to help me out of a fix?”
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“I began to work it out as a piece
of poetical justice for Ezra to digest.
Then I became more or less interested
in this camp, and—well—in you. Of
course I knew it would place you with
the game in your hands.”

“So it was revenge first and loyalty
to me afterward, eh?”

“It was. I'm not particularly proud,
however, of injuring Newhall to help
you. I was interested in the work for
its own sake.”

“How is Newhall going to float his
logs ?” asked McLean.

“He can’t—unless you agree to let
him have the water. The more water
he tries to give the Great Heron, the
more water he will have to give you.
Heron Lake must be emptying itself
pretty fast through the southern outlet.
You would have to fill this cut to give
him water above. That would cost
real money. Why don’t you make him
an offer? Say you’ll fill the cut for
five thousand, cash. He can’t roll a log
till you say so.”

“So you advise a compromise with
him—even after he’s pretty nearly put
us out of-business?”

“Why—yes. I'd say, play fair.
Make him pay, but don’t freeze him
out.”

“He tied us up for two seasons and
tried to do it the third.”

“Sure! But, Mac, there’s no use rub-
bing it in. You’re boss now.”

McLean pondered his companion’s
words.. He was pleased with the young
man’s attitude toward the situation, and
toward an old enemy. Selden evidently
had the right spirit.

“Now you’re through here what are
you going to do?” asked McLean, ris-
ing.

“I’ve been too busy to think of that,”
replied Selden. “Now you speak of
it, I have heard that there’s a good
chance to develop power at Loring
Falls, up in Quebec. I might interest
capital in that scheme. It’s a big one.”

_there.

“Interest nothing,” interrupted Mc-
Lean brusquely. “You’re going to stay
right here on this job as assistant super-
intendent. I've found out that a firm
—any firm—has got to be right up to
date at every angle now’days to meet
every turn and twist of competition.
We need you. If old man Smeaton will
O. K. it, I'll give you two thousand a
year and found. Want it?”

“I’'m worth more, Mac—but that
will help some,” said Selden, gazing
across the river. “I like this country.”

Selden grinned as McLean eyed him
shrewdly. ‘“Those logs—Newhall’s logs
—coming in the cut, remind me that I've
a call to pay over that way pretty soon,”
said the engineer. ;

“Great Scott, man! Not while things
are like this!” said McLean.

“No. I'm here till the drive is
through and behind the booms. No,
Mac, but I do want a little vacation
in—well—say June—about a month to
fish and loaf.”

“Then you accept?”’

Selden extended his hand. “Yes.
Thank you, McLean. Oh, you needn’t
grin. I'm going over Newhall way all
right, but I've already written to Aunt
Lib Putter, asking her if I may board
They can use the money. Got
you that time, Mac!”

“Oh, no, ye didn’t!” said McLean
earnestly. “Ye're canny—to stay just
that far awa’ from the lassie.”

CHAPTER XXVIIL

Round Uncle Clem Putter’s cabin lay
the light-green meadow grass of early
spring. He spoke of it, and of the
passing of the winter weather as he
sat at breakfast that morning, gazing
out of the window.

Aunt Lib, with face flushed from fry-
ing a second generous batch of pan-
cakes, took her place at the table and
poured herself a cup of coffee. “You
didn’t ask the blessin’ yet, Clem.”
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Jovially facetious, under the influence
of the first batch of cakes and his cof-
fee, Uncle Clem replied that he had
asked the blessing while she was frying
the second batch, and that, if he hadn’t,
it would be too late to do any good,
anyway.

“Clement Putter!”

Uncle Clem meekly bowed his head
and mumbled, after which he uncov-
ered the cakes, and, with some of the
dexterity of a practiced spearman, he
secured four large, golden-brown spec-
imens. These he transferred intact to
his plate with a turn of his wrist—the
result of experience. “Go ahead, Libby
—Ilight into ’em. You kin now, with
a clear conscience. They got the sanc-
tion of men and of angels.”

“And of you, I suppose?” said Aunt
Lib, with a peculiar inflection.

“Uhuh, me. But ain’t I a man? I
reckon I ain’t a angel yet.”

“No. That’s certain. And some-
times I think you’re only a kind of a
overgrowed boy, Clem.”

“But say, you ain’t eatin’, Libby ?”

“lI know it, Clem. I been thinkin’
about Sunny. I'm some worried about
her. Seems like she’s driftin’ more
‘and more away from us. She’s just as
kind and obligin’ as ever, and good, but
she’s different. I'm feared——"

Uncle Clem interrupted her with a
gesture of his unemployed fork, and
wagged his head sagely. “You needn’t
to be,” he said finally. “Sun?y can take
care of herself.”

Aunt Lib sniffed disdainfully. “If
you wasn’t a man, Clem Putter, you
wouldn’t ’a’ said that.”

“What would I ’a’ said if I’d ’a’ been
a woman? That she couldn’t take care
of herself?”

“Like as not—if you’d ’a’ been the
kind of woman you would ’a’ made.
No, I'm worryin’ that Sunny will be
too honest and jest natural in her love-
makin’ with that young Selden. I'm
afeared after he’s seen her for a spell

L €.

When
And -
She

he’ll get kind of tired of her.
Sunny says ‘No’ she means it.
when she says ‘Yes’ she means it.
ain’t good at pretendin’.”

“Whe-e-u-u Jimminy Galluses! Now
I didn’t know it would hurt any of
the wimmenfolks to be honest onct in
a while. Specially when they’s bein’
courted. Some of ’em don’t have so
much chance afterward. Say, Libby,
did you jest pertend you liked me when
I came a-courtin’ you?”

“If I did pretend about what I
thought of you then, I ain’t doin’ it
now,” she replied. “Reckon I'd have
a hard time pretendin’ now.”

“Libby, when you talk like that you
jest kill my appetite. I can’t eat
nothin’.” And he assumed a hurt ex-

" pression that in no way deceived her.

“Thanks to goodness there’s suthin’
can kill your appetite afore it kills you.
How many cakes do you think you et?”

“I never was no hand at ’rithmetic,
Libby. I'm right sorry I done any-
thing to cross you this mornin’. I seed
you wa'n’t feelin’ jest like skippin’ the
rope, so I sot out to joke you into
feelin’ better——"

There were tears in Aunt Lib’s eyes
when she lifted her head from gazing
into her cup. “I know, Clem—but I
just can’t bear to lose Sunny. Since we
lost our baby, Clem, Sunny’s been most
everything to me—’cept you. But bein’
a man you don’t——"

“But we ain’t lost Sunny !” exclaimed
Uncle Clem, pushing back his chair and
rising. “Why, Libby, you needn’t to
take on so. I reckon Sunny’s about as
happy as she can be. Only t'other day
she says to me, she says: ‘Uncle Clem,
I bet you can’t guess who is a-comin’
to see you.”” :

“‘Why, yes, I can,” says I. ‘It’s the
President of the United States, of
course !’ ” ,

“ ‘Better than that ! she says, laughin’.

“‘Well,” says I, ‘I don’t cal’clate to
know any one:better than the president.’
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But she spoke up brisk. ‘T didn’t know
you did know the president at all. But
Ward Selden is comin’ from St. John’s,
He wrote me he was comin’ to visit you
and Aunt Lib.””

Aunt Lib dried hef eyes. Her back
stiffened. “Sunny said Ward Selden
was comin’ to see me and you, did she?”

“Yes'm.”

“And she pretended he wasn’t comin’
to see her at all?”

#Yesm.”

“Huh! Sunny’s doin’ better than I
thought for. And you jest sot
there &

“I was standin’ up, Libby.”

“Goodness, Clem—if you was! And
you jest stood there, then, and pre-
tended you didn’t know he was comin’
to see her. Never said anything about
that?”

“Yes'm. No'm.”

“Well, Clement, you just go out to
that woodpile you sawed last week
and split some wood for this here stove.
When you git tired of that, you can
set down and think about you and
Sunny bein’ so maple-sugary nice about
pretendin’ to each other. Then you'll
understand more about what I meant,
when you was hangin’ over the gate,
moonin’ around courtin’ me.”

Uncle Clem slipped on his cap, and
softly opened and closed the kitchen
door. He walked gently, as if not
wishing to disturb, well, a sleeping cy-
clone, for instance. He shook his head
several times, advanced a step toward
the woodpile, stooped and picked up
the ax, again shook his head. Finally,
placing a length of log upright with
great deliberation, he poised the ax and
dealt the wood a resounding whack.
It split crisply. Again he raised the
ax, hesitated, and lowered it.

“I reckon Sunny ought to told Aunt
Lib first,” he muttered. And he had
reckoned correctly.

Suddenly he felt in his pocket.
“Sweepin’ and dustin’ and moppin’

clean forgot it!” he exclaimed, drawing
a letter from his pocket and rushing
into the cabin. He took good Aunt Lib
by storm. “I was keepin’ it for a sur-
prise for you, Libby! Mrs. Clement
Uriah Putter, Newhall, and so forth.
It's yourn!” And Uncle Clem rubbed
his hands together expectantly.

Aunt Lib, deliberately adjusting her
“specs,” opened the letter with a hair-
pin and read it silently.

“You can finish splittin’ that wood,
Clem.”

“By hickey, this ain’t Rooshia!” he
exclaimed in a tone of hurt bravado.
“Ain’t you goin’ to read it?”

Aunt Lib tilted her head forward
and gazed over her spectacles at her
husband. *“Well,” she said slowly, “it
follows pretty close on what we was
jest talkin’ about. That young Ward
Selden wants to come here and board
the whole of June. Says he’ll pay any-
thing we ask within reason. A Says he’s
willin’ to sleep in his tent if we ain’t
got room in the house. Now I sup-
pose you know what he’s a-comin’ for?”

“Why, to get some of your good
cookin’!” said Uncle Clem, overjoyed at
the opportunity for launching a compli-
ment.

“Well, at plain cookin’—and some
says my cakes is Cookin’? Court-
in’, you mean!”

“Yes’'m.”

“And when you get that wood split,
you can get ready to go to Newhall
Reckon I'll answer this letter right
away.”

“What you goin’ to say, Libby?”

“If Sunny Mateel wants that young
man, and he wants her, I ain’t a-goin’
to stand in the way,” she said, with a
show of indifference that did not de-
ceive Uncle Clem. And she opened the
door invitingly.

Clement Uriah Putter seized the ax
with unusual vigor. “Sunny and him!
Sunny and him!” he exclaimed. “Good!
And Libby and me and me and Libby
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aidin’ and abettin’ the goin’s on! Most
as good as courtin’ all over ag’in!”

CHAPTER XXIX.

Jed Mateel gazed at his daughter
wonderingly. Of late he had noted a
subtle change in her erstwhile girlish
exuberance. She was quite as happy
as she had always been, but there was a
softening and rounding of speech and
action, a gentleness that puzzled him. It
pleased him to see that while she had
changed in many little ways, she had
not once asked him to do so, nor had
she evinced a consciousness of her own
change. She had trapped and worked
with him as usual that spring, and in
the evenings she had read and reread
her one book, the “Aucassin and Nico-
lette,” seemingly satisfied with its slen-
der limitations. That she had not asked
for other books, or that she had not
suggested further schooling, had at first
rather astonished ‘her father. But he
had great faith in her, knowing that she
would never suggest anything that they
could not afford. He puzzled daily over
the fact that she had some plan hidden
away from him. That he knew intui-
tively.

She sat opposite him, reading, and
he glanced at her wonderingly. Accus-
tomed as he was to her beauty, he could
not help covertly admiring her, utterly
unconscious as she then was that there
existed any one save the two lovers of
that old romance. 3

“Sunny !” he said gently, and she laid
her book aside, gazing with wide, gray
eyes out and beyond the distant trees
against the evening sky. “Yes, dad?”

“Be you happy?”’

“Course !”

“Sure certain?”’

“Yes. Why, dad?”

“It jest satisfies me to know that,”
he said hesitatingly. “I’'m gettin’ old,
and I expect I'm kind of crabbed and
sot in my ways. When I get to thinkin’

suthin’ is so, it’s moughty hard for me
to believe it ain’t so. I reckoned mebby
you was wantin’ suthin’.”

“You’re just trying to find out—ain’t
you, dad?”

Mateel smiled. “Like as not.”

Sunny nodded. Then pensively:
“Ward ain’t like us, is he, dad? He’s
more like Alec McLean and Marion
and her ma.”

“Uhuh !’

“He’s comin’ over to board to Aunt
Lib Putter’s this June.”

“So Uncle Clem’s been a-tellin’ me,
Told me eight times so far. I. only
seen him nine times sence we got back,
by count. Aunt Lib was with him onct,
so I reckon he dassent say much.”

Sunny laughed. “You didn’t tell me
you knew,” she said.

“Nuther did you!” promptly replied
her father.

“What you think Ward is comin’ to
stay so long for?”

“Well, to get fed up on Aunt Lib’s
cookin’—for one thing. And to git
away from the St. John’s camps, for
another. And lastly, I calc’late to ast
you to marry him—if I beant way off
the trail.” He glanced up at his daugh-
ter, expecting her to show some embar-

rassment. She-met his gaze frankly.
“Yes,” she said. “I think he is. I
know he is.”

“And what you goin’ to say to that?”
queried her father jokingly.

Sunny hesitated. Then she raised
her eyes to the sunset over the pines.
“I’m goin’ to say ‘No,” dad. And please
don’t to ask me about it any more.”

Uncle Clem, making a final round of
his traps, gathered them up one by one
and stalked along his line, the chains
jingling as he shifted the weight to his
other shoulder. He paused as he came
to the foot of a wooded hill, and, drop-
ping the traps, sat down to smoke and
rest. He was getting old, and rested
frequently.

“Got one up there,” he remarked to
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himself presently. “Got a No. 3 up
there, but it’'s a mighty long climb.
Nothin’ in it nohow.” He counted his
traps, and puffed indolently at his pipe.
“Reckon I’ll have to climb that hill,” he
said, counting on his fingers. ‘“Libby
knows how many traps I got, and she’ll
count ’em and miss it.”

Slowly he arose and climbed the hill.
He stopped on its wooded crest and
peered beneath his palm. “Can’t see
plain—but it looks like—looks like
He advanced toward the trap, walking
like a man in a dream.

“Great grasshoppers and gumboils!
If it ain’t another silver fox! Jed Ma-
teel ain’t the only one that’s braggin’
of havin’ ketched a silver fox this far
south. Gum! Reckon they must ’a’
been a pair of ’em strayed down from
up north. This here’ll make me and
Libby rich.” Then a new idea popped
into his head, and he subsided to speech-
lessness. Springing the jaws of the
trap, he drew the stiffened form out
gently and carried it down the hill.

When he had come to the clearing
round his cabin, he called to Aunt Lib.
She hastened to the doorway, startled
by his tone. -

“What you think now ?” he said, and
held up the fox. .

“What you got ?”

“A silver one—sech as Jed Mateel
ketched a year ago. Reckon it’s the
mate.”

Aunt Lib examined the fox with be-
coming reverence. “What you goin’ to
do with it?” she asked weakly, losing,
for the first time in her husband’s mar-
ried experience, her grip on the situa-
tion.

Clement Putter puffed out his chest,
and his little goatee was stiff with pride
and importance. “Do?” he echoed.
“Do? Why, they’s some folks round
here has called us stingy, so I hearn
tell. Makin’ up stories about me in the
store at Newhall. Well, I'm goin’ to
show ’em. You recollec’ worryin’ about

2"

givin’ Sunny suthin’ for a weddin’
present, eh? Well, here it isV

“But, Clem, it’s a whole lot of money.
Five hundred dollars, you say——"

“Now, Libby Putter, you see here!”
And for once Uncle Clem Putter rose
to the normal dignity of an outraged
husband. “Ef Sunny was our own, it
wouldn’t be too much by a jugful. I'm
goin’ to do this here thing up brown
for onct. We're gettin’ old. Yes, by
hickey, she gits this here pelt for her
weddin’ present!”

“But, Clem—they ain’t married yet.”

“She’s jest got to git married now !”
said Uncle Clem, beginning to work on
the pelt.

CHAPTER XXX

Out in the quiet reaches of the Nen-
nassing, a silvery something flashed in
the noon sunlight and disappeared.
Slowly the circling ripple spread in
faint and fainter diameters, finally
smoothing to nothingness in the shore
shadows.

June, with her quickening hand,

stirred the tender green of the marginal

river grasses to more robust height and
to more vigorous depth of color. The
sturdy cedars fringing the Nennassing’s
banks seemed to expand in the warmth,
each wide fan casting its utmost shade
upon the rocks beneath. Far pines,
blue-black on the ridges of the distant
hills, eased their erstwhile snow-laden

ranches in murmuring content. Win-
ter, in this land of bird song and sun-
shine, of limpid brook and dazzling,
noon-glazed lake, was as though it had
never been.

Little fawns, their dun hides dappled
with milky spots, lay hidden in the
forest thickets while the mother does
grazed nippingly on the fresh, sweet
grasses of the spring. Deeper in the
forest, the bucks, their antlers velvet-
sheathed and tender, strayed in indi-
vidual solitude, fearful, until their an-
tlers hardened, of each other and the
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dense thickets that hid the helpless
fawns.

" Young loons mocked the echoes of
the long, shadowy lagoons with weird
crescendo laughter. Every living thing,
from the tiniest blade of green to the
tallest pine; from the busy, scurrying
wood mouse to the great, hulking bull
moose, seemed to rejoice in the season’s
bounty of fertility and warmth. Even
the sinuous mink, for the time being,
forbore to hunt, and writhed in a feline
luxuriousness upon the hot sand of the
riverside.

Drowsily the gaunt, blue heron
blinked at the bullet-eyed frog that
squatted but a yard away in the float-
ing weeds.

From the woods came the faint,
fresh, breeze-wafted fragrance of bud
and balsam commingled, and Sunny,
walking idly down the narrow trail
along the river, paused and sniffed joy-
ously. “Seems just like—like life!” she
murmured, turning to gaze through the
vista of shadowy, sun-thatched trees.

Her neat white summer dress, belted
at the waist with a wide, dark-blue rib-
bon, made her appear younger than she
was. From the edge of her dress peeped
the daintiest and whitest of doeskin
moccasins. Shoes, she had told Aunt
Lib, she would not wear until com-
pelled to do so.

That she was slightly conscious of the
effective picture she made did not de-
tract from her grace of bearing.

Altogether happy as she sauntered
down the shady trail that June midday,
she sang the little song from “Aucassin
and Nicolette,” blushing delightfully as
she thought of the leafy bower that
Nicolette had wrought.

,‘Leaves of many a branch I wis,
"Therewith built a lodge of green,
Goodher was never seen,

If my love the lodge should spy,
He will rest a while thereby,

If he love me loyally.

Thus his faith she seemed to try.

“Thus his faith she seemed to try.”
And Sunny repeated the verse, sighing
a little. “But I've got to!” she assured
herself. “Ward will be disappointed,
and he’ll make motions with his arms
and walk up and down—"

At the edge of the clearing round the
three pines, she saw him, as she had
expected, coming toward her. As he
saw her, he waved his hat boyishly and
quickened his pace.

“Well, Sunny!” He breathed quickly,
and tiny beads of sweat stood out on
his bronzed face.

She took his extended hand. “You’re
looking bigger and stronger than ever,
Ward.”

“And you!” he said, gazing at her till
she flushed beneath his open admiration.
“Well, I just can’t tell you—but it does
my heart good to see you-again. Now
the day is perfect.”

Slowly they moved across the mead-
ow grass toward the three pines, Sunny
bareheaded and gazing at the ground as
she walked. Selden marched beside her
with his head up and shoulders squared,
unconsciously proud of her. He made
a manly, clean-cut, alert figure.

“How is your work, Ward?” she
asked him presently.

“Made a success of the cut,” he an-
swered. ‘“Then promised McLean I'd
stay with the company. Signed a five-
year contract at two thousand a year.
Guess they must like me for some rea-
son or other. I’'m here to stay.”

“You're going to stay in the woods
right along, Ward?”

“I believe I am, Sunny. I like it up
here. I'm here for five years at least.
Of course, I may run in to New York
or Boston once or twice a year, or per-
haps take a trip to Montreal. By the
way, Joe said he was coming home soon.
What do you think he’s up to now?”

“Gregoire la Croix?”

“That’s it. He has gone North after
him. Says he won’t come back till he
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gets him to confess before a magistrate,
or whatever the Canucks call ’em.”

“But you, Ward? Will Ezra New-
hall—-"

“No. He’s tamed. We understand
each other now. He came over to the
St. John’s camp some time ago. We
have settled with him. ‘Live and let
live’ is the way he put it, the old hypo-
crite!”

“And the ‘cut’?”

“Well,” laughed Selden, “that is
chock-full of blow-downs and cut tim-
ber and mud just now. Of course we
can use it again. I hope we won’t have
to. We had to show Newhall what we
could do, and he came to our plan, like
that kind always do when they’re
whipped, whining and on their knees.
But, Sunny ”  And he paused and
gazed at the smiling face lifted toward
his. *“Won’t you sit down here? We
can be in the shade, and chat.”

Selden spread his coat for her to sit
on. Again she lifted a smiling face to-
ward his. ‘“Now, Ward——"

“I want to talk about you,” he said
slowly.

“There isn’t much to say, then, is
there?” and she laughed softly and
studied him with affectionate eyes.

“Yes, quite a lot. I just want you
to know—although you do know it now
—that I only want to spend the rest of
my life trying to make you happy, and
telling you between times how happy
I'll be to have the privilege. Sunny!”

Sunny gazed across the meadow, and
Selden could not help seeing the dainty
white of her bodice rise and fall tu-
multuously above her breast, as she
breathed in the whole meaning of his
words.

“And, Sunny?”

“Yes?”

“Won't you look up—just a minute ?”

“I—TI dassen’t look, Ward. Then I'd
want to say what you want me to, and
I can’t.”

“Can,t.?”

“Not yet, Ward.”

Nevertheless she glanced at his trou-
bled face, and her heart grew tumultu-
ous. “I know you care so much, so
much, for you must care—like I do.
But you don’t understand,” she said

slowly. “But you will be glad when
you do understand.”

“Glad?”

“Yes. When dad and I were at Mr.

McLean’s camp, I saw how your kind
of folks lived and talked, and—and
done things. Then I could see how dif-
ferent dad and I was. It made me feel
kind of jealous of them folks at first.
Then I thought how foolish I was to
think that way—so I just laughed and
made a plan. I made it that night, when
you kissed me, Ward. I knowed you
cared really, then. And I cared so
much——"

“You do care—so much, then?”’

“Oh—just all! But—"

“Then what else can matter, Sunny ?”

“Everything that makes me different
from you, or Marion, or Mrs. McLean."
I'm goin’ to school—to Montreal—and
study, and then 2

“But, Sunny—to wait so long——’

“You can—and I must, Ward. If I
can wait, then you will know how much
I want you.”

He read the real depth of her love
in her untroubled eyes. .His pulses
quieted, and he bent toward her ten-
derly. “Sunny,” he murmured. “Sunny,
you're so far above me—my kind—that
I can hardly dare to love you.” And
she was amazed at the adoration in his
face. ‘““Oh, Sunny, girl!”” he whispered.

She touched his arm. “I waited
eighteen—almost ' nineteen—years for
you, Ward. I guess I been waitin’ for
you ever since I was born. Now you
must wait a little time for me. And,
Ward, if I didn’t know you were big
enough and strong enough to wait, I
wouldn’t ask you to. I don’t even
know when T’ll get money to go to
school.”

)
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“Why, Sunny! I've got enough and
to spare. I've saved since I first went
to work.”

She laughed in pure happiness and
understanding. “I know—I'm just the
same as your wife—in my heart—and
yours a’ready, Ward. You can’t ever
love me more after we are really mar-
ried than you do now,” she said, a bit
wistfully. “But, just the same, dad and
me can’t use your money, Ward.”

Her lips were tremulous, though she
tried to smile. She wished to be firm
in her position. Yet youth and the great
wave of desire that swept through her
warm, free nature, left her trembling
in an indecision that she secretly prayed
to overcome. She felt now that in Sel-
den’s hards lay her decision. One word
of longing, one gesture, would draw her
to him, despite all planning and all
courige.

Yet, womanlike, supreme was her
happiness when he stretched forth his
arms and took her flushed face between
his hands. “I’ll wait, Sunny,” he said
gently. And, smiling, he added; “But
not for this.”

Uncle Clem Putter, on his way to the
Mateels’ camp, stopped suddenly as he
crossed the meadow of the three pines.
He whistled, a low note of astonish-
ment mixed with humor. He grinned,
and turned from the trail toward the
two figures on the hillside. “Nothin’
like bein’ prompt and ready,” he said.
“The Putters allus was,” he added im-
aginatively. Then he called: “Hello-o!
Sunny !” i

“Goodness!” exclaimed Sunny. And
“Thunder!” growled Selden, adding
hastily: “You owe me three more,
Sunny, for the three days I’ve been here
without seeing you.” ;

“It’s jest me, folks!” chirped Uncle
Clem. “I was jest comin’ over to your
place to—to tell you suthin’,” he said
mysteriously. “Then I seed you a—

a-visitin’ over here, so I come right
along up.”

“Of course!” said Selden hospitably.

“It’s jest—well, jest a weddin’ pres-
ent, folks!” he blurted, polishing his
bald head'and glancing about nervously.
“Aunt Lib an’ me talked about it ’most
all night last night. She said mebby I'd
better fetch it over now, instid of
waitin’.”

Hastily Uncle Clem untied the string
that bound the queer-looking package
he carried. “Ketched it early this
spring,” he announced. “Silver fox.
Never seen one so far south, ’ceptin’ the
one Jed ketched last year. Silver fox,
Sunny. Weddin’ present from me and
Aunt Libby. Don’t say nothin’—not a
word! Never was so happy in my born
days. You ketched him in a b’ar trap,”
he added, pointing to Selden. “I ketched
this here in a No. 3. Both of ’em’s
yourn, I reckon. Don’t say nothin’—
not a word!”

“Well, Uncle Clem, we thank you

. for all we’re worth!” said Selden, shak-

ing hands with the old man.

“Well, you be worth five hundred
dollars more than you was when you
come here. But I reckon you was
feelin’ rich enough even then. Now I
got that lump kind of worked out of my
windpipe, I mought as well say that
we knowed Sunny wanted to get
schoolin’ afore she gits married. That’s
why we give you the present previous-
like” And Clement Uriah Putter,
known as the stingiest man in Lomax
County, stood blinking in the sun, his
old heart warm with the happiness that
giving always brings. He hobbled
stiffly down toward the trail.

“Uncle Clem!” called Sunny. “Oh,
I want to say thanks, too! You didn’t
give me a chance to. Where are you
going ?”

He turned and called, with shrill hu-
mor: “Where be I goin’? Well, mebby
I’'m goin’ straight home and kiss Aunt
Lib.”
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CHAPTER L.

R. SAM GOTTLOB, president
M and principal stockholder of
the Excelsior Motion Picture
Company, had become pos-
sessed of a spirit akin to that animating
a gambler, who, plunging to his ruin
and lacking the moral courage to cash
in and leave the game, calls for a new
deck in the wild hope that it may change
his luck. Mr. Gottlob had just made
up his mind to discharge his director.
This decision was the net product of
many sleepless nights, and had been
réached after the receipt in his morn-
“ing mail of a most undignified and un-
businesslike communication from Mr.
Thomas Heddon, director of the Excel-
sior Company’s Western studio at San
Fernando, California. Mr. Gottlob al-
ways spoke of the San Fernando plant
as the Western studio, thus implying
that the company possessed an Eastern
or Southern studio, which it did not.
The letter which caused Gottlob to bris-
tle and decide upon reprisal was the
final missile in a hail of arrows with
which outrageous fortune had been pelt-
ing him, and ran as follows:

San Fernanpo, Cal, January 16, 1914.

MR. Sam GottLoB, President Excelsior Mo-
tion Picture Company, 1600 Broadway,
New York City.

Dear Sir: Your letter of the tenth, in

. which you complain bitterly of the wretched

financial showing of the company, and in-
quire if I have any explanation for the same,
just received.

I have. The Excelsior Motion Picture Com-
pany is a sick corporation, and the seat of the
disease lies in the home office. Your infant
industry will not recover until you cease to
inflict me with a professional scenario writer.
You are paying your scenario writer fifty
dollars a week to write the three motion-
picture stories you demand shall be released
weekly—rain, shine, or cyclone—and I sup-
pose he does his best. If his scripts were any
better he would sell the stories for.fifty dol-
lars each to a cheap magazine,-and thus in-
crease his income one hundred dollars per
week, after which he would leave us to stag-
ger along as best we could without him.

Let us be frank. The stories your scenario
editor furnishes me are such old and valued
friends I hate to see them work so long past
the age for retirement. Take, for instance,
that one about the girl who leaves the New
England village to visit her. aunt at Cactus
Center, where she reforms the camp because
all the wild and woolly boys fall in love with
her and attend her Bible class. I have done
my best to inject a little pep into this relic of
a barbarous past, by having the heroine
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arrive in Cactus Center in the tonneau of a
six-cylinder automobile rather than on the
hurricane deck of an old Concord coach, as
the original author intended, but still the pic-
ture doesn’t seem to get over.

Only last Monday, when I announced that
we would produce the story of the moon-
shiner’s daughter who unwittingly falls in
love with the hated revenue officer who is out
gunning for her father, the leading man
broke down completely and wept like a child.
A month ago, when we released that one
about the boy who runs away from home
and returns, years later, with all kinds of
money, to find a “To Let” sign on the old
homestead, but not a sign of his broken-
hearted old mother, whom he finally dis-
covers scrubbing floors in the poorhouse, I
received a Black Hand letter. The punish-
ment for the next offense is death.

Some time ago you wired me to produce
low comedy and slapstick stuff. I did, and
we scored! I kept it up—and we bored! A
custard pie hurled soft-side first in an actor’s
face delights the little ones, I know, but I'm
not Santa Claus. Later you instructed me
to put over a sensational story about an
Oriental dancer. Miss Ward refused to play
the part, and I substituted a girl who went
on wearing just about enough clothes to pad
a crutch, and when the censors got through
with the film all we had left was the title and
the leaders An audience will stand for a
great deal, but it will draw the line at a post-
impressionistic film. %

In pity’s name, hark to this wail of one
crying in the wilderness. Get me a real
story, and give me time to film it properly.
Never mind what it costs if it’s real. Get
me some human-interest tale that will make
the people laugh and weep and laugh again.
When they discover that they cannot guess
the six-reel story in the first five hundred
feet, they will rise up and call you blessed.
If you will but give them something that is
possible and probable, an adventure of real
everyday people, they will forget they are at
a motion-picture show, and think they're
looking at life. Then you can take their
money away from them—but not until.

Of course, this kind of stuff comes high,
but it pays for itself in increased dividends.
Your company is losing money because you
are afraid to spend it. There is nothing
wrong. with the Excelsior Motion Picture
Company that a check will not cure. Just
make it large enough and give it to a regular
writer. If you do not see your way clear to
do this, please accept this as my resignation.
I’'m weary of your whimpering and inability
to realize that what made you a fortune five

years ago is taking it away from you to-day.
Very truly yours,
TH|J. TroMmAs Hebpon, Director.
P. S.—Miss Schwartz, whom you sent out
to play the lead in “The Barber’s Daughter,”
mutinied to-day, and I fired her. Boss, I beg
of you, lay off on the relatives.

“And here,” Sam Gottlob solilo-
quized, as he laid aside this remarkable
communication, “we have an actor giv-
ing to a business man free advice to
spend money, when what we are losing
yet makes me sick to the stomach.”

For a long time Gottlob had been
seeking the causes that underlay the
impending ruin of the Excelsior Motion
Picture Company. At first he had sus-
pected poor judgment on the part of
the script editor, but, notwithstanding
the fact that he changed script editors
several times, the resultant motion pic-
tures failed to move, so he decided to
try a shot in the dark and discharged
the director, employing instead angpther
who could write his own scenarios, di-
rect them, and play the lead. This plan
had the advantage of effecting a saving
of two salaries, and worked very well
until the company became involved in
suits with numerous authors for viola-
tion of copyright on their stories.

Three of these authors belonged to
the modern school of literature, which
included in its curriculum a course in
salesmanship and the art of disguising
genius under a short hair cut.

When Sam Gottlob’s ambidextrous
director. stole their stories for film pro-
duction, these fellows were secretly
overjoyed, but refrained from voicing
their joy until the films had become
passé and were appearing in the five-
cent houses; then they entered suit.
Gottlob was forced to come into court
and bring his books, whereupon the
jury found for the authors and awarded
them the profits on their respective pic-
tures, in addition to modest exemplary
damages. The resultant amputation of
the Excelsior bank roll, figuratively
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speaking, always caused Mr. Gottlob to
bleed every time he thought of it there-
after.

A return to the old staple goods, tried
and true, was the immediate result of
the disposal of this ambitious director
Nevertheless the ruinous business con-
tinued, and, after due deliberation, Mr.
Gottlob decided that the leak could not
possibly be in his scenarios. His stories
and pictures were every whit as good
as those of his competitors. So it oc-
curred to him that what really was
needed was a change in the personnel
of the leads. He knew there are people
who grow weary of gazing at the same
face across the breakfast table.

New faces appeared, in the leads,
therefore, but still the longed-for im-
provement in the pulling power of the
films did not materialize, so Sam Gott-
lob changed direcfors again. Also he
abandoned the open market for sce-
narios and decided to manufacture his
own, for which reason he installed a
new scenario editor, who, having failed
as a reporter, seemed to be the ideal
person to evolve vehicles for the silent
melodrama.

Again hope died abornin’. Sam Gott-
lob was desperate. He knew that some-
thing was wrong with his company, and
had been for a long time, but what to
do for¢it was beyond his ken. One fact
alone stuck out like the Hapsburg lip.
He had a sick corporation on his hands
and must keep on trying new medicine
until he cured it; and now, upon receipt
of Thomas Heddon's letter declaring
that the real seat of the disease lay in
the New York office, Mr. Gottlob’s
pride was hurt and he was mad clear
through.. He replied to Heddon’s let-
ter:

New Yorxk, January 21, 1914.
Mr. TaHOMAS HEepbon, Care Excelsior Mo-
tion Picture Company, San Fernando,
Cal.
DEear Sir: Yours of the sixteenth at hand.
I do not agree with you that the present is
the time to spend money in expensive scripts.

When a business man sees that he is losing
money his first move is to retrench. We are
paying you too large a salary; therefore your
resignation as director is accepted. Steps
will be taken to have you relieved by the
first of August. Very truly yours,

G|G. Sam GorTLoB, President.

It was the duty of his stenographer,
Miss Gubin, to transpose Mr. Gottlob’s
somewhat characteristic dictation into
good grammatical and commercial Eng-
lish. Quite frequently she rewrote his.
letters to suit her own ideas, employing
therein a vocabulary which had long
since convinced her employer that she
was a young person of profound erudi-
tion. Now, as he glanced over the let-
ter to Thomas Heddon, it occurred to
him that Miss Gubin had conveyed the
message to Heddon in just fifty per cent
less words than he had dictated. As he
signed the letter and handed it back
to her, he said:

“Miss Gubin, you got it a fine line of
language; yet so careful are you with
words a feller might think you were
paying intérest on your education yet,”
and he chuckled at his little joke. While
paying her a desefved compliment, he
had artfully conveyed to her the infor-
mation that he was not exactly a fool
himself.

She simpered her appreciation of his
finesse. He continued:

“If T have it an education like you
got it, Miss Gubin, one of two things
would happen. Either I would be Presi-
dent of the United States, or write my
own scenarios. When I come to this
country, I cannot read or write; what
education I have 1 get by the night
school.*

“You should read books,” Miss Gu-
bin replied sympathetically, sensing the
note of wistfulness in his blunt state-
ment. “What education I have was
received at night school also, but since
graduating I have acquired a large vo-
cabulary and learned to spell because
I read so much.”



REALISM 75

“So!” he said, and arched his brows.
“What kind of books ?”’

“Stories in the magazines, and books
from the public library.”

“That’s so,” he replied thoughtfully.
“I should take time from business and
pinochle and do some reading. It is
never too late to teach an old dog new
tricks, Miss Gubin.”

“I have a book here you should read,”
she answered sympathetically. “It’s
just out—‘The Battle for Bread,” by
Henry Emerson van Twiller. Suppose
you take it home and read it to-night.
I don’t have to return it to the library
until next Thursday, and I've just fin-
ished reading it. It’s a wonderful story,
Mr. Gottlob. It’s awfully funny in
places, and then again it’s so sad! I
“cried my eyes out over it, and so did
my sister.”

Laughter and tears! Sam Gottlob
reached for Thomas Heddon’s letter,
and read:

Get me some human-interest tale that will

make the audience laugh and weep and laugh.

again——

According to Miss Gubin, here was
such a tale, and if Miss Gubin was not
a judge of such matters, then who un-
der the canopy was? In that fateful
moment the little god Hunch whispered
to Sam Gottlob, and he reached forth
and relieved Miss Gubin of the letter
to Thomas Heddon. The director’s plea
he had construed merely as a flagrant
exhibition of artistic temperament or a
particularly feeble attempt at “passing
the buck,” but at Miss Gubin’s fulsome
praise of “The Battle for Bread,” it
occurred to him that no similar remarks
had ever tound expression from her as
daily she skimmed through the dozens
of scenarios with which the New York
office was deluged. Miss Gubin had
_ voluntarily assumed the task of looking
through this litter, returning the obvi-
ously impossible and forwarding the
mediocre to the scenario editor at the
Western studio. It occurred to Sam

Gottlob that perhaps there might be
some justice in Heddon’s wail, after all;
hence, until he had investigated, by
reading, “The Battle for Bread,” per-
haps it would be just as well to stay his
destroying hand.

“Thank you, Miss Gubin, but I shall
buy the book on my way home,” he told
her. “What would you think of this
‘Battle for Bread’ in moving pictures?”

Miss Gubin clasped her hands in an
attitude of prayer, raised her head, and
glanced at the ceiling.

“Heavenly,” she murmured. “In the
scene where Pioche, the anarchist, leads
the starving mob in the attack on the
chateau of the Duc de Maupavaux,
where the nobleman and his aristocratic
friends are banqueting—oh, Mr. Gott-
lob, it would be just simply wonderfil.
And there’s a leader you could use for
that scene, right out of the book: ‘Dives,
clothed in purple and fine linen, fares
sumptuously, while Lazarus lies hun-
gry at the gate.””

“We should remember that line,”"
Sam Gottlob warned her, “and use it
some time when we get a chance. There
is fellers what can write a two-reel com-
edy around a line with a punch in it
like that.”

CHAPTER II.

Sam Gottlob retired early that night,
for he looked forward to unusual men-
tal labor and he desired to be comfort-
able. Propped up on three pillows, he
lighted a cigar, adjusted his reading
lamp, sighed, and opened Mr. Henry -
Emerson van Twiller’s latest and great-
est novel, “The Battle for Bread.” He
looked first at the illustrations, which
seemed to predicate action of a violent
nature, thus causing the book to make
an instant appeal to this man who
thought of everything in terms of mo-
tion pictures.

Fortunately for Henry Emerson van
Twiller, Miss Gubin had recommended
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his book to Sam Gottlob, otherwise the
latter would never have screwed up his
courage to the point of considering se-
riously the reading of the book from
cover to cover, including the advertising
matter on the jacket. He had once been
a producer of ‘“the legitimate,” and
whenever a popular novel that seemed
to contain material for a play had been
presented to him for his judgment, in-
variably he would read the first five
thousand words, skip to page one hun-
dred and fifty, read the five thousand
words that followed, and then glance
over the last chapter to see how the
story ended. If it looked like a good
final curtain, he would have the office
boy, the stenographer, and the stage
carpenter read the book, and if they
cheered for the tale and a trained dram-
atist could be found to build the book
into three good acts, Sam Gottlob would
gamble on it. He considered office
boys, stenographers, electricians, stage
carpenters, shipping clerks, et cetera,
representative of the average American
audience, and set great store by their
opinions. He had produced hundreds
of their photo plays.

With the reading of the first five
thousand words of “The Battle for
Bread,” however, Sam Gottlob was not
aware of a feeling of ennui. For the
first time in his life he was reading a
story of absorbing interest, and when
the clock in the hall chimed midnight he
was still reading, and his cigar had been
out for three hours. Once or twice
he chuckled a little, but presently his
pendulous lower lip commenced to trem-
ble, and he blinked. Tears bedimmed
his vision, but he wiped them away on
the hem of the sheet and read on.

“Ach, Gott!” he murmured sympa-
thetically, for indeed Sam Gottlob was
one of the kindliest and most sympa-
thetic of men, and, like the majority of
his race, brimful of sentiment outside
office hours. “Those poor little chil-
dren!  Starving! Starving!” He
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sobbed the last “starving,” and men-
tally hurled a curse at the oppressor.

It was a tale inspired by the German
invasion of Belgium, only the author,
who had never been closer to Belgium
than the Battery, laid the scene of his
story in a fictitious European princi-
pality, in order that he might give his
imagination full swing without running
the danger of being exposed by carping
critics with a taste for historical and
geographical detail. It was not a great
novel, and, in justice to Mr. van Twil-

-ler, it must be admitted that he had not
intended it to be such. In the great
European war and the desperate plight
of unhappy little Belgium, he had seen
his opportunity and, promptly pouncing
upon it, had turned out in six weeks a
passably entertaining novel of a hun-
dred thousand words, for mediocre
minds. For Henry Emerson van Twil-
ler belonged to the breadwinning tribe
of novelists who scorn the heights of
Olympus, and write so-called popular
stuff for the money that is in it. The
editor of a second-rate magazine that
specialized in “one-flop” publication of
novels had found himself in a quandary
for his next novel, and Mr. van Twiller,
called in to save the editorial face, had
responded nobly, the story had been
published in book form, and, because
of that dark, mysterious reason which
underlies the majority of best sellers,
“The Battle for Bread” was making a
runaway sale. :

But Sam Gottlob realized nothing of
this, for he was not a judge of litera-
ture. Indeed, it was his proud boast
that he cared not a fig for literature.
What he sought was art. As he had
once remarked to Tom Heddon, while
he and the director were thrashing out
the merits of a three-reel script over
which they had disagreed:

“Art! What do I care what you
think is art? Just so it gets me here”—
he beat his abdomen—*“that is ar¢!”

“I guess you must be right, boss,”
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Heddon had replied grimly, “because
that’s just where it gets me—right in
the stomach.”

And that is the kind of art that Sam
Gottlob found in ‘“The Battle for
Bread,” only it got him a little higher
up this time. Perhaps, after all, his
definition comes closer to being the true
one than most people will admit. Ac-
cording to the critics of literature,
Henry Emerson van Twiller had as
much chance of attaining the hall of
fame as might a side-show fat lady of
winning the first prize in a fox-trotting
contest. He did not have that trick of
making his commonplace scenes glow
with human interest, his diction was
crude, and when he came to basting his
tale with heart throbs, in his great hurry
he had not had the grace to restrain
himself, but had spoiled his best effects
by reiteration and detail. A hack he
. might have been, and doubtless was,
but Sam Gottlob did not know or care
for that. All he realized was that the
story had gotten him—right up under
the spot where he kept his fountain
pen.

What if Van Twiller had pirated his
local color from Stoddard’s Travels and
the Encyclopedia Britannica? The an-
swer was, he made Sam Gottlob weep;
then he made him smile, .and then he
made him weep again, with a final smile
that was like the sun. after an April
shower. For, as he read, Sam’s mind
harked back to those dark days that
had preceded his arrival at the button-
hole and accordion-pleating establish-
ment in Bleecker Street, presided over
by the uncle who had paid his passage
to America. It brought to him a vision
of the oppression, the squalor, the mis-
ery and helplessness of his people in
Russia, for to him there was hunger in
every line of that book, as there had
been hunger in every day of Sam Gott-
lob’s famished childhood—as, indeed,
there might be hunger in his old age

if the Excelsior Motion Picture Com-
pany should become insolvent.

Sam Gottlob blew his nose and
mopped his red-lidded eyes as he closed
the book at dawn. Then he thought of.
his company and bankruptcy, and, smil-
ing, he waddled to the telephone and
dictated to the telegraph company this
hurry-up message to Henry Emerson
van Twiller in care of his Chicago pub-
lishers:

Have just read your book “The Battle for
Bread.” Please wire collect your price for
photo-play right to same.

Excersior MotioN PicTure CoMPANY,

SaMm GorrrLos, President.

1600 Broadway.

Having dispatched this message, Mr.
Gottlob went back to bed and a much-
needed nap. About two o’clock he got
down to his office, and there he found
the author’s reply awaiting him.

It appeared that Henry Emerson van
Twiller only wanted ten thousand dol-
lars. Ordinarily he would have swum
a bloody river for a thousand, but, as
we have previously remarked, he was an
author who, seeing his opportunity, al-
ways took advantage of it, and a most
cursory analysis of Gottlob’s telegram
had convinced him that in one human -
heart, at least, his book had scored
heavily; so he decided to ask ten times
what he expected to receive, in order
that later he might recede gracefully to
a compromise figure.

When he read that telegram, Sam
Gottlob actually screamed. Miss Gubin
rushed in, thinking he had received a
mortal injury, but he only shook the
telegram under her nose.

“There is a robber for you!” he cried.
And then he recalled Tom Heddon’s
letter:

Never mind what it costs if it’s real.
Of course, this kind of stuff comes

: h1gh but it pays for itself in increased divi-

dends.

“We paid fifteen dollars for ‘The
Lady from Mars,’” Miss Gubin broke
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in upon his reflection, “and it netted
fifteen thousand before we retired it.”
It irked her to hear her favorite author
characterized as a robber. Hero wor-
shiper that she was, she would have
been pained and hurt had he asked a
nickel less, notwithstanding the fact
that it was really none of her business.
“The Nonpareil people paid Max
Neitsch ten thousand for ‘The Toilers,’
and look at the business it’s doing, Mr.
Gottlob,” she continued. “Why, the
people are standing in line at every box
office all over the country. And who
is Max Neitsch? - He never saw the
day he could hold a candle to Henry
Emerson van Twiller.”

Sam Gottlob had not known whether
Max Neitsch was an author or a ball
player until that moment. And, as we
have intimated previously, he had pro-
found respect for Miss Gubin’s literary
judgment; a respect that had increased
a thousand per cent by reason of the
fact that she had “called the turn” on
“The Battle for-Bread.” Consequently
he took her word for it that Max
- Neitsch was a mere nobody; hence if
the Nonpareil people could clean up a
fortune on a single film by a literary
tramp—for so Miss Gubin vehemently
characterized the gentleman—then he,
Sam Gottlob, could afford at this des-
perate stage of the motion-picture in-
dustry to make a heap of what was left
of his winnings in happier days, and
gamble all on Henry Emerson van
Twiller, the brightest star in the literary
firmament. Twenty-four hours before,
he would not have done this thing; in
fact, he had contemplated the summary
dismissal of the man who had dared
suggest such heresy, but

Sam Gottlob had read “The Battle
for Bread,” and to him it was art raised
to the nth power, for it had gotten him
—here! He seized a telegraph blank
and scrawled a counter offer:

Will give you seventy-five hundred.

Then he paused. Somewhere, some
time, somebody had told him that au-
thors were the worst business men in
the world; that no matter how much
money they made they were always in
desperate need of additional funds, and
that in consummating a deal with an
author one should employ tactics sim-
ilar to those of a Texas cowboy chaf-
fering with a greaser for a horse; i. e,
make him an offer, and then show him
the money—in silver dollars, which al-
ways appear to be more value than they
actually represent! So Sam Gottlob
added this line:

If you accept, deposit formal -assignment
of photo-play rights with any Chicago bank,
wire me, and I will transfer the money by
telegraph.

“I bet you that gets the sucker,” Sam
Gottlob prophesied—and it did. The
Cliff Dwellers, haunt of Chicago’s lit-
erati, rang with his triumphant shouts
as he ran for a telegraph blank to wire
his acceptance. This is the message he
sent clattering out into the night to Sam
Gottlob:

Accept, but only on condition I am per-
mitted to be present At production to drama-
tize story and assist your director. Will de-
posit formal assignment photo-play rights
in escrow Illinois Trust Company to-morrow
morning, but only on above condition. These
terms absolutely final.

From the foregoing it will be ob-
served that while Mr. van Twiller un-
dountedly had written a lot of silly stuff
in his day, he was not a fool. As a
matter of fact, he had no more intention
of wasting further time on “The Battle
for Bread” than Sam Gottlob had of
permitting -it. The latter believed he
knew authors from tip to tip, for in the
days when he had produced the legiti-.
mate, he had fought many pitched bat-
tles with them over the necessity for
pruning their scripts in the interests of .
the box office.

Having made his “telegraphic bluff,
therefore, Van Twiller was careful to
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deposit the formal assigrment of the
photo-play rights in escrow without in-
cluding these stipulations in it. He
smiled when he received Gottlob’s an-
swer. It read merely:

Will transfer the funds to-day.

In the meantime, Gottlob wired the
trust company to telegraph him a copy
of the assignment, and when his suspi-
cions as to Van Twiller’s lax business
methods were confirmed, he transferred
the money immediately.

It will be seen, therefore, that there
are tricks in all trades. That night,
Henry Emerson van Twiller gave a lit-
tle dinner party to celebrate the swindle
he had perpetrated, and concluded a
witty speech in these words:

“Brethren, let us quaff a noggin of
nepenthe to the health of my fairy god-
father, Mr. Sam Gottlob, of little old
New York, where the suckers come
from. When he films my ‘Battle for
Bread,” may the public forgive him his
crust!”

The which clearly demonstrating that
Mr. van Twiller was one of those rare
but delightful authors who have no il-
lusions regarding their work.

That same night Sam Gottlob sent a
night letter to Tom Heddon, apprising
the latter of the artistic treat in store
for him. The message reached Hed-
don while he was in the midst of a prob-
lem which threatened to set his reason
tottering on its throne. That day he
was to commence filming the story of
the attack of the Indians on the emi-
grant train and the massacre of all
hands, with the exception of little An-
nie, who is taken to the Indian village
and adopted by the chief, et cetera.

He had been out all morning in the
company automobile, searching in vain
for a location for the massacre, where
the principal feature in the background
would not be a long string of telegraph
and telephone poles. Also he wanted
a grove where his Indians could wait

in ambush, and the only trees he could
find were eucalyptus, which, as every-
body knows, were imported from Aus-
tralia some twenty years ago after poor
Lo commenced wearing overalls and
using slang.

A martyr to his art was Tom Hed-
don. However, Sam Gottlob’s telegram
ordering him to clear the decks for ac-
tion cheered him wonderfully. Forth-
with he discharged his emigrants and
Indians, motored into Los Angeles, and
purchased a copy of the Van Twiller
masterpiece. That night, like Sam Gott-
lob, he read it in bed, and, when the task
was done, he fell asleep. Tom Heddon
had a horrible nightmare!

He dreamed he saw Sam Gottlob
covered with blood!

After breakfast, Tom Heddon went
into consultation of the commiitee of
the whole with himself, and decided
finally that his art required certain sac-
rifices, one of which was the prompt
severing of his relations with the Ex-
celsior Motion Picture Company. He
knew Sam Gottlob was gambling, that
he was staking his all on this common-
place book, and that if the picture failed
to “get over” Gottlob would hold him
responsible—particularly since Sam had
paid seven thousand five hundred dol-
lars for the right to produce it. Tom
Heddon concluded he could not pos-
sibly accept the responsibility, so he
sent Gottlob this day letter, and tried
to break the news as gently as possible:

Good for you, boss. You're a bully sport,
and I take off my hat to you. Read the book
last night, and could hardly wait to finish it.
It does ample credit to your judgment. I
hope you get it over big. Do not feel that
I can do full justice to your ideas in produc-
ing the picture, however. Would not care to
start the production and then fall down.
You ought to engage a director especially
for this spectacular picture—one who will
measure up to the story, and accordingly I
tender my resignation, to take effect at your
pleasure.

“He’s been wanting to get rid of me
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gracefully for a long time,” Heddon
mused, “so I'll give him an opening.”

To his great surprise, however, Sam
Gottlob wired back:

Absolutely decline to accept your resigna-
tion. Your letter of the sixteenth an eye
opener, and now that I have followed your
advice you want to quit. What is the mat-
ter with you, Tom? Consider you the ideal
man to put this picture over. Please do not
go back on me when I need you most.

Sam.

Yes, he signed it “Sam,” and, of
course, after that there was nothing else
for Heddon to do except conform to his
employer’s request. Putting the matter
squarely up to him on a personal basis
like that left him no “out,” so he tele-
graphed back:

All right, Sam. United we stand, divided
we fall, TowMm.

:CHAPTER III.

The chief of police of Los Angeles
was reading a long and interesting com-

munication from the chief of police of

San Francisco, who, having solved a
problem in his city, had been good
enough to send the recipe to his south-
ern colleague. Before proceeding to
quote the letter in question, however, a
brief statement of the conditions that
called it forth is necessary.

The winter of 1913-14 had been pro-
ductive of,a puzzle which had not hith-
erto greatly worried the municipal au-
thorities in the principal cities of Cali-
fornia; to wit, the task of providing
food, clothing, and work for the unem-
ployed. With San Francisco and San
Diego both pfeparing for their respec-
tive expositions in 1915, thousands of
floating laborers, both skilled and un-
skilled, had come to California in the
hope of obtaining employment in either
of these fwo cities, only to discover,
upon arrival, that there were three men
for every job available. On the other
hand, numerous strikes and lockouts
within the State had deprived many

resident workingmen of employment,
and these, together with the influx of
hobos ‘and ne’er-do-wells who always
winter in California, constituted the
most serious sociological problem the
State had confronted in many years.

Probably sixty-five per cent of the
idle and penniless forgathered in San
Francisco and adjacent cities, with the
other thirty-five per cent distributed
over the sunny southland, principally
in Los Angeles and vicinity. As the
winter advanced, this congestion of idle,
semidesperate men provoked the usual
crime wave, and the police, unable to
cope with the criminals, and harried un-
mercifully by the press, naturally exer-
cised a stricter surveillance over the
lodging-house  districts. Suspicious
characters were arrested on vagrancy
charges until the jails were filled, but
the arrests were continued for the moral
effect, the men being dismissed with a
warning to leave town immediately.

Quite naturally it happened that the
police arrested a.few demagogues and
I. W. W. agitators, who, when released,
declined to leave the city and returned
to their old haunts in the lodging-house
districts, their hearts filled with fierce
resentment against law and order.

It became the practice of these fel-
lows to hold impromptu meetings of the
unemployed in vacant lots and quiet
side streets, where they clamored for
relief and demanded employment from
the city.

When the city of San Francisco cre-
ated jobs for some two thousand labor-
ers at a wage of two dollars and fifty
cents per day, the malcontents declined
and stood out for three dollars, where-
upon the public lost patience, and the
police commenced breaking up all meet-
ings where inflammatory speeches were
being made.

A few small-sized riots developed,
and the situation was rapidly assuming
grave proportions when the chief of po-
lice of San Francisco fathered a partic-
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ularly brilliant scheme for relieving the
city of its noisy and unwelcome visitors.
His letter to the chief of police of
Los Angeles will explain. After dwell-
ing at some length on the various as-
pects of the conditions among the un-
employed in San Francisco, he made the
statement that at least two thousand of
these belonged to the class which, while
ostensibly looking for work, carefully
avoid finding it. Here is part of what
the San Francisco chief had written:

To get these roughnecks, bums, agitators,
trouble makers, hobos, and near-yeggs out
of the cities and scatter them is the only
solution to our problem. I have been raid-
ing their revolutionary meetings and break-
ing them up, but it doesn’t get me anywhere,
and every raid means torn uniforms. My
men are beginning to look like ragamuffins,
and the thuggery and burglary goes merrily
on, with no real relief in sight until this
dangerous element leaves town. This is my
plan for coaxing it out of town in a body:

I have detailed Officer Tomsky to disguise
himself as an anarchist. He looks the part,
anyhow. As a structural ironworker out of
a job, he has gone to mingle with the Great
Unwashed, listen to the speeches of the
leaders, and get a line on the arguments that
will sway the feelings of the mob. Tomsky
is a born orator, and once he gets the right
dope he’ll make the other fellows look cheap
at their own game. While he is getting ac-
quainted I am not raiding the sand-lot meet-
ings, but on Sunday afternoon, when the
oratory is at its height, and the government
is being knocked the hardest, every speaker
will be arrested for speaking in public with-
out a license, disturbing the peace, and va-
grancy. They will all be given sixty days
before I get through with the rascals.

The arrest of these leaders will be Tom-
sky’s cue to leap into the fray. He will
mount the first empty barrel and deliver a
masterpiece of invective against the police,
rent a headquarters for the unemployed at
his own expense, and hire attorneys to de-
fend the martyred leaders. I'll get some of
these police-court shysters to do it for noth-
ing, but Tomsky will get the credit for it,
and the newspaper boys around headquarters
will furnish the right kind of publicity to
make Tomsky the hero of the rabble. Within
a week he will begin enlisting volunteers for
an “army” to march to Washington, there
to petition the president in persen for ade-
quate legislation by Congress, designed to

€A

improve the lot of the downtrodden working-
man. Coxey got away with this, and so will
Officer Tomsky.

In the meantime the authorities here are
arranging with the authorities in every town
through which the army must pass at feed-
ing time to furnish one or two meals, and
pass the army on to the next town. The
right publicity, giving the army a gentle hint
of these conditions, will do the trick. They
will all follow Tomsky on a jolly camping
trip, and when they get well up into the Sac-
ramento Valley, the free grub will cease, and
sheriff’s posses and police armed with riot
guns will disintegrate the army within a
week, the men will scatter over the interior
of the State, and in small numbers, and
without organization, will not constitute a
menace to society or a difficult problem for
the police to solve.

I commend this plan to your consideration.
A clever man with leather lungs and a cop-
per-riveted larynx, together with a couple of
hundred dollars from your police emergency
fund, will do the trick. If I might presume
to offer a suggestion, in the event that you
follow this plan, have your man lead the
southern army north, with the idea of effect-
ing a junction with Tomsky’s army, and
proceeding on east with it. You might get
the railréad to stand in and furnish a train
of flat cars to lift your gang across the Mo-
have Desert as far as Bakersfield. Once you
get them in the San Joaquin Valley you can
have them effectually scattered.

When the chief of police of Los An-
geles read that letter, he sent immedi-
ately for Officer Dennis Dunnigan, “a
speed cop” patrolling the road to Ven-
ice, and, while waiting for Officer Dun-
nigan to motor in to headquarters, he
wired his San Francisco colleague that
the latter’s letter came to him like a gen-
tle rain over an arid country.

When Officer Dunnigan reported, the
chief looked him over and nodded. Yes,
without doubt Officer Dunnigan would
do! Physically he was the Adonis of
the department. Of Irish parentage, he
was famous among his fellows for his
wit, intelligence, and personal charm,
while of his sterling ability as a police-
man the chief had had frequent evi-
dence. He seemed the ideal man for
the detail.
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“Denny,” the chief asked, “can you
make a rattling good speech?”

“I never tried, chief,” replied Officer
Dunnigan modestly. “but I have a
sneaking idea I could give a lot of so-
called orators a run for their money—
provided, of course, I had some knowl-
edge of my subject. It takes years of
practice before a man can jump up on
two seconds’ notice and orate on any-
thing under the sun.”

“Read that, Denny,” the chief said,
and handed over the letter from the
San Francisco chief. “Can you do the
job?” he continued, when Dunnigan,
having read the letter, glanced at him
inquiringly.

Officer Dunnigan nodded. “You do
your end of it, chief, and I'll do mine
or resign from the department,” he re-
plied.

“Then go where glory waits you,
Denny. And remember, if you get away
with this job right, there’ll be a billet
as detective sergeant waiting for you
when you return. I’ll send your ex-
pense money out to the house and have
you ordered to special duty.”

Officer Dunnigan saluted, and de-
parted to disguise himself. That night
his wife peroxided his black head and
mustache, and, with the aid of a solu-
tion of henna, Denny Dunnigan became

the handsomest auburn male in Los An--

geles. The following night, arrayed in
the old suit he always wore fishing, he
fared forth as Thomas Dorgan, a union
teamster out of a job.

Three days later he was standing on
a box in Westlake Park, addressing an
audience of unemployed men, and
pleading, in the voice of a veritable
bull of Bashan, for a government “that
would not make one law for the rich
and another for the poor.” Cheers.

When he was arrested and the Black
Maria bore him away—to make a confi-
dential report to the chief—a mob of
admirers followed the “martyr” to the
police station, the hat was passed, and

Thomas Dorgan was bailed out; but not
until he had been photographed and in-
terviewed and given out a signed state-
ment to the press protesting against the
abrogation of his constitutional .right to
free speech!

Three days later came a telegram
from “General” Tomsky, leader of the
San Francisco forces, inviting the Los
Angeles brethren to meet him at
Sacramento and join in the march on
Washington. The newspapers played
up the story, and Thomas Dorgan
risked( ?) arrest and six months in the
county jail to make another address in
Westlake Park and plead with his fol-
lowers to hearken to the call of their
oppressed brethren in the north. What
more liable to make a deep and indel-
ible impression on the public than the
sublime spectacle of twenty thousand
men, ground under the iron heel of
capital, marching across the United
States to plead for justice at the fount
of government? None—according to
Thomas Dorgan. It was their solemn
duty to follow General Tomsky to
Washingtori, by their presence adding
their moral support to the great work
of their leaders.

Overnight the newspapers promoted
Thomas Dorgan to a generalship, in
which capacity he sent a most fraternal
telegram to General Tomsky, accepting
the latter’s invitation. Then he opened
his recruiting office, where eight hun-
dred men promptly enlisted under his
banner, for the simple reason that they
liked “General” Dorgan’s line of ora-
tory and had come under the spell of
his dominant spirit. Also, they had
nothing better to do.

And now, since we can serve no good
purpose by proceeding farther with this
apparently immaterial diversion to our
main story, let us state that the sole
excuse for this entire chapter lies in
the fact that the studio of the Excelsior
Motion Picture Company was located
in a field on the western fringe of San
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Fernando, and a camping site in a field
on the eastern fringe of San Fernando
became the objective of the first day’s
march of General Dorgan’s northbound
“army.”

CHAPTER IV.

When Gottlob arrived in San Fer-
nando, he found that Heddon had made
wonderful progress in the preparation
.of the scenery, costumes, cast, extra
people, et cetera. His inability to find
a country house which he could use for
the chateau of the Duc de Maupauvaux
had forced him to the construction, in
an adjacent field, of the false front of a
chateau, for Tom Heddon, most par-
ticular of directors, was bound to have
his architecture conform to that of the
duc’s ancient habitation.

A papier-maché wall surrounded the
“grounds” before the chateau, the huge
barred gate and the lodge beside it were
already completed, shrubbery had been
set in the grounds, and a long avenue
of potted orange trees led from the gate
to the chateau entrance.

The large outdoor stage had been
lengthened, to accommodate the ban-
quet scene, the carpenters were busy
constructing the court inside the cha-
teau, and nearly everything was in
readiness to make the most expensive
scene in the picture shortly after Sam
Gottlob should arrive. For Tom Hed-
don realized that Sam was coming West
for the sole purpose of guarding the
treasury; consequently the director
planned to have the worst agony over
first and while Sam was in the first flush
of his Van Twiller enthusiasm.

The scene where the starving mob,
under the leadership of Pioche, was to
storm the chateau of the Duc de Mau-
pauvaux, constituted the only big epi-
sode Tom Heddon could find in the
script, hence he desired to make the
most of it, and to do this he had to
make this scene first and spare no
expense. '

If he delayed it, he feared the ex-
pense of filming the remainder of the
story would find Sam Gottlob develop-
ing an economical streak when they
came to the mob scene, in which event
it would be like him to “pinch down”
on the number of supers at the ban-
quet and make Heddon work with fifty
supers in the mob, whereas, to make the
picture really effective, he should have
not less than three hundred.

The morning after his arrival, Sam
Gottlob sat in Heddon’s little cubby-
hole of an office. Heddon was “doping
out” the scenes from “The Battle for
Bread,” closing his eyes after reading
each one and striving to visualize it as
the dramatist had outlined it. In a
chair by the window, Gottlob was read-
ing a Los Angeles morning paper.

“Well, Tom,” he announced pres-
ently, “because you have the duck’s cha-
teau all ready yet, we wouldn’t have
much trouble getting supers for the big
mob scene. I see by the paper there is
a thousand loafers in Los Angeles going
to march to meet two thousand other
loafers by Sacramento, and, according
to this General Dorgan low life, they
camp the first night in San Fernando.”

Heddon opened his eyes and stared
at Gottlob a little stupidly. The latter
repeated his remarks, and Heddon saw
the nucleus of the thought in Sam Gott-
lob’s head before Gottlob was aware of
it himself. He hastened to express it
first and place his employer in good
humor by professing a desire to save
a dollar wherever a dollar could be
saved.

“That gives me a bully idea, Sam,”
he declared. “The bigger the mob in
that scene, the more punch it will add
to the picture—and this will be a real
mob 2

“Realism, my boy, is everything,”
Sam interrupted ponderously.

“If we use the regular people, we’ll
have to have three hundred at least, and
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they’ll cost us three dollars a day each,
and—"

“Make the scene in one day,” Sam

Gottlob warned him.

“I can make it in an hour, if I have
luck. But we’ll have to pay for a full
day, just the same; and then there are
the items of luncheon and costumes.
But these hobos would arrive dressed
for the part as no director could ever
hope to dress them, and this, added to
the fact that there are a thousand of
them, would add a heap to the real-
ism——"

“How would it be to get this General
Dorgan to be Pioche?” Gottlob queried
eagerly. “Pioche would got to appear
in not more than half a dozen scenes
before he is killed in the banquet hall
by the duck.”

“An‘ amateur—a bright amateur—
might carry that bit off very well.”
Heddon laughed. ““We'll interview the
general when the army arrives in San
Fernando.”

“I bet you that low-life bum is a
beautiful type,” Sam answered mus-
ingly, and returned to a perusal of his
paper, while Heddon sat at his desk,
nibbling the rubber on a lead pencil and
gazing abstractedly at the floor. Pres-
ently he rose, went into the business of-
fice, and dictated this letter to General
Thomas Dorgan:

GENERAL TuomAas DorcaN, Commanding
Army of the Unemployed, Los Angeles,
Cal. 3

My Dear GeNErRAL: I understand you are
planning a march of your forces to connect
with those of General Tomsky at Sacra-
mento. According to this morning’s paper
you will halt for the first night at San Fer-
nando.

I am about to produce a spectacular mo-
tion picture entitled “The Battle for Bread,”
adapted from the famous novel of that name
by Mr. Henry Emerson van Twiller. I will
require a thousand men in a mob scene,
which can be enacted within half an hour,
and the company would be very glad indeed
to pay your-soldiers fifty cents each for ap-
pearing in the scene. It is understood, of
course, that you will receive a liberal bonus

for your individual efforts in persuading
your army to go to work.

Will you please indicate to bearer the. na-
ture of your reply to this communication?
Cordially and sincerely yours,

TH]]J. TroMAs Heppon, Director.

The chauffeur of the Excelsior Mo-
tion Picture Company drove into Los
Angeles and delivered that note to Gen-
eral Dorgan at his headquarters. One
hour later he returned to the studio
with the general, for Officer Dennis
Dunnigan was not the man to counsel
delay when he saw a bit of honest graft
in sight. Opportunity, so the sages in-
form us, knocks once on every man’s
door, but it had never knocked on
Denny’s. Invariably he met it at the
front gate.

“Well, what’s the dope, gentlemen?”
he queried, as, introductions over, he
accepted a chair from Tom Heddon
and a good cigar from Sam Gottlob.
The director explained at considerable
length exactly what was wanted, and
the general nodded.

“We can do business,” he declared
briskly. ‘“Now, gentlemen, let us get
together and understand each other. In
the first place, my name isn't Thomas
Dorgan, although it is something just as
good.” I'm Officer Dennis Dunnigan,
No. 327 on the muster rolls of the Los
Angeles police department,” and forth-
with Dennis proceeded to unfold, in
strictest confidence, the scheme of the
chief to rid Los Angeles of her turbu-
lent visitors. When he had finished,
Sam Gottlob glanced at Heddon.

“What a beautiful type for Pioche!”
he said. Heddon nodded, and Sam con-
tinued: “Dunnigan, believe me, you
would be a star the day you quit wear-
ing one. Now, understand, what we
want it in this picture is realism &

“Then, if you do,” Officer Dunnigan
interrupted, “leave this mob scene to
me, because if you motion-picture guys
butt in you’ll kill the realism. I've been
looking at motion pictures for a good
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many years now, and I know there’s
room for a lot of improvement, al-
though you fellows never seem to get
wise to it. Take fights, for instance.
One actor pokes the other, and the au-
dierce can see he doesn’t mean it. They
just claw around and wrastle and pull
and never get anywhere. Then, again,
take the mob scene. I've fought my
way through a few mobs in my day, and
I tell you a mob doesn’t shout like it
was giving a college yell, and wave its
arms like it was working by signals.
No, - gentlemen. A mob growls and
surges around and stares and struggles
with itself, until it begins to move—and
then you can see murder in every man’s
face. That’s a real mob—and I take it
you want a real mob for this picture.”

Gottlob licked his lips and stared, fas-
cinated, at Dennis Dunnigan.. “I would
give you a hundred dollars to furnish
that kind of a mob,” he declared.

“Very well, then. You just fix it for
me to lead them 2

“You are Pioche, general,” Sam
yelled joyfully. “You are the sucker
what leads the starving mob on the
duck’s chateau. Tom, here, is the duck,
and he shoots you dead from a horse
pistol.”

“Tll furnish between eight and nine
hundred men—a real mob—and they’ll
make a real attack on the chateau and
rough-house the highbrows in the ban-
quet hall the way a mob ought to rough-
house highbrows,” he declared, “so con-
sider the mob scene settled. Now, for
these extra people in the banquet scene.
They won’t do, gentlemen. We've got
to have people that will act real, if we'ie
going to get this thing over right. You
can’t have one gang feeling the scene
and the other gang just looking it, you
know. Why, the audience would get
hep in a second.”

“One hundred more if you would
put realism into the banquet scene, gen-
eral,” Sam Gottlob prompted.

“I’ll make you a flat rate for the job,”

the general replied, “after I've ex-
plained my proposition. Now, as I un-
derstand it, this banquet scene is high
society—ladies in low necks and gents
in swallowtail coats.” Heddon nodded.
“Well,” Dennis continued, “you slip a
fifty-dollar bill to the society editor of
any one of the morning papers and get
her to call up a lot of society people in
Pasadena and Los Angeles, and ask
them to appear in a motion picture—the
big banquet scene from Henry Emerson
van Twiller’s great novel, ‘The Battle
for Bread.” There’s going to be a big
society dansant at the San Antonio Ho-
tel ballroom next Saturday night, and,
after dancing until three o’clock Sunday
morning, these people would think it
great sport to sit around till daylight
and then motor out to San Fernando,
where you’ll have a caterer serve them
a bully breakfast on the open-air stage.
While they’re eating, you film them.
That’s simple enough, ain’t it?”

“General,” Tom Heddon said, “I
should like to shake hands with you.
You are a genius.”

“But,” Sam Gottlob warned him, “we
don’t work on Sundays.”

“Don’t butt in, boss,” growled Hed-
don savagely. “The first thing you
know you’ll ditch the general’s train of
thought and the wreck will cost you
all kinds of money. We'll work Sun-
day morning, general, because you're
going to start north with your army
next Saturday morning, arriving in San
Fernando that night and pitching camp.
And you’re going to have something
happen to your grub wagon, aren’t
you?”

Officer Dunnigan turned to Sam Gott-
lob. “Mr. Gottlob,” he declared, “if
you ever fire this director, it’s the same
as petitioning for involuntary bank-
ruptcy. He gets me almost before I
get myself. Sure, Mr. Heddon, some-
thing happens to the commissary. The
grub wagon fails to arrive in San Fer-
nando, and when my army rolls out
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Sunday morning it’s nix on the break-
fast. That’ll make ’em all fighting mad,
and when one of my scouts comes in
and says—well, never mind what he’ll
say. TI'll say it myself, and it will do
the business.”

“‘Dives, clothed in purple and fine
linen, fares sumptuously, while Lazarus
lies hungry at the gate,” Sam Gottlob
quoted eagerly.

Officer Dunnigan produced his little
book and the stub of a lead pencil. “Let
me have that again, Mr. Gottlob,” he
requested. “A lme like that in my
speech will make ’em roar till you'd
think it was feeding time over at the
Nonpareil company’s animal farm.”

While Dennis Dunnigan made note
of this semibiblical quotation, Heddon
whispered to Gottlob: “He’s going to
incite his army to fury and lead it in
an attack on the aristocrats. The break-
fast is to be the gage of victory.”

Sam’s eyes actually popped with the
enormity of this conception. “Then it
would be a real battle for bread,” he
whispered hoarsely.

“Well, you might as well be a sport
and throw in a plate of hash and' a
cup of Java while you're at it,” Dennis
Dunnigan interrupted dreamily. “I’ve
got to promise my army some breakfast,
and when the scrap is over and they dis-
cover it’s only motion pictures, it’s going
to require a square meal to square me.”

“We'll do it, general,” Tom Heddon
promised. “After that, you're a bigger
hero than ever, and it gives you a
chance to jolly them back into good
humor. You can sit at one end of the
table, and the chief of police at the
other. We'll have some set speeches
and pull more publicity for the picture
than any picture ever had before. The
chief will respond to a toast based on
the old Chinese proverb: ‘No workee,
no eatee” All the trade papers will
carry the story, the newspapers will
eat it up, and the whole country will be

on tiptoe waiting to see ‘The Battle for
Bread.”

Sam Gottlob was overcome at the
glorious prospect. Tears came to his
eyes at the contemplation of such bril-
liance, such unswerving loyalty, such
monumental ingenuity. However, he
was a business man, and from force of
habit he always searched for the dark
side of any proposition.

“How about these society fellers,”
Sam queried anxiously.> “Might we be
sued if somebody gets hurt?”

“Nobody will get anything werse
than a black eye or a bloody nose,” Of-
ficer Dunnigan assured him. “I'll pro-
vide against fatalities.”

“‘But the duck shoots you,” Sam pro-
tested, “and when the shooting begins
it would be a wise feller could tell when
it stops.”

“Leave that worry to the police, Mr.
Gottlob, and let us get on with the mat-
ter in hand. Now, we've provided for a
real mob and a real sooiety scene and a
real rough-house. What comes next?”

“The dragoons. They come charging
up to the chateau on horseback 2

“How do you dress a dragoon, Mr.
Heddon?”

“A military uniform, with epaulets
on the shoulders, black-corded frogs
across the breast of the tunic, a cap
or a busby, and a pair of riding boots
with 2 man inside of all that, makes a
dragoon,” the director explained. “Then
you fasten a saber and a pistol on him,
and, with a carbine sticking up out of
the gun scabbard on his saddle——"

“All right, we've got the dragoons,”
Dennis interrupted. “How many do
you want? Will fifty be enough?”

Would fifty dragoons be enough?
Sam Gottlob actually blinked at the in-
nocence of the man. A low, sucking
noise burst from his parted lips, he
mopped the perspiration from his fore-
head notwithstanding the predaylight
chill of that February morning, and
wondered if he was awake or dreaming.
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He had hoped that this Aladdin of the
motion pictures, having produced a mob
of at least eight hundred men and ban-
quet guests to the number of fifty or
sixty, sans expense for wages and cos-
tumes, might go further and produce
the dragoons, although he had hesitated
to suggest it. Something told him Den-
nis Dunnigan was too good to be true.
Also he might be temperamental, and
if Sam joggled his elbow he might sulk
and refuse to go on.

“All right, then,” Dennis continued
calmly. “We’ll fix the dragoons up, all
right. The chief, commanding a detail
of fifty mounted cops, all with riot guns
sticking up out of the -gun boots on the
saddles, is going to escort my army until
it’s clear of the city limits. I’ll just fix
it with the chief to come on to San
Fernando, camp overnight, and pull this
dragoon stunt in the morning. All you

fellows have to furnish are the belts, .

sabers, pistols, epaulets, and frogs—
yes, and you might send a couple of
leading ladies down to the police camp
to sew these dewdads on the cops’ coats
and rip the letters L. A. P. off the coat
collars and saddle blankets. I tell you,
gentlemen, the chief is mighty proud of
the way I'm pulling off this General
Dorgan stuff, and if I ask him as a
favor to appear in the picture, I think
he’ll perform. Besides, he’ll be tickled
to death for a chance to see himself
charging at the head of the troop. If
I were you, Mr. Heddon, I'd have him
measured for a swell dragoon officer’s
uniform. And you needn’t worry about
not having realism in the charge of the
dragoons. None of those mounteq cops
love this army of mine, and the way
they’ll wallop ’em with the flats of the
sabers will be real gnough for anybody.
Besides, these dragoons can ride, while
if you had regular motion-picture dra-
goons, every other man would be show-
ing daylight between him and the sad-
dle. I tell you, this whole thing is going
to be real.”

“Words fail me, Dennis,” Tom Hed-
don declared. “I can only say ‘Thank
you.’ ”

“If I would have your imagination,
general,” Sam Gottlob declared, and ex-
tended his hand, “I would control the
pictures of the world. And now, if
you would tell me the charges for all
this, we would make a payment on ac-
count, balance on completion of con-
tract.”

Tom Heddon beamed upon his em-
ployer. “It took you a long time to get
started, Sam,” he declared, “but you're
certainly a hard-pulling old horse once
you bulge into the collar.”

“I’ve got a five-hundred-dollar mort-
gage on a bungalow in Hollywood,”
Officer Dunnigan suggested timidly,
“and I guess I’'m going to save you a
couple of thousand dollars, ain’t I?
Would five hundred be too much?”

Would wonders never cease? Sam
Gottlob produced a bale of currency
and peeled off five hundred dollars. “Go
pay that mortgage, Irisher,” he said
happily, “and if the film turns out good
I would mention your name in the ad-
vertising.”

The overjoyed Dennis thanked him,
and shortly thereafter returned to Los
Angeles, there to interview the chief of
police and complete his daring plan to
the most minute detail. The same night
he telephcned Heddon that the dra-
goons were assured, and the following
morning Heddon and Gottlob motored
into town, Heddon to rent the necessary
props for the dragoons, and Sam Gott-
lob to hatch his base conspiracy with
a stout, middle-aged spinster who, in
addition to writing the society page for
a morning paper, also syndicated daily
a column entitled “Advice to the Love-
lorn.”

The three days that followed were
busy ones for Tom Heddon. Realizing
that Dennis Dunnigan’s plans would
preclude any rehearsal, Heddon never-
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theless was not worried. If Dennis
could produce the realism he guaran-
teed, rehearsals would be superfluous,
for, after all, rehearsals are merely in-
dulged in for the purpose of obtaining
an effect of realism.

Neither did the knowledge that he
must forego make-up on the features of
Dunnigan’s army and the dragoons
worry him, for neither would it be
working under artificial light. The so-
ciety people could, of course; readily
be induced to make up for the banquet
scene on the huge roofless stage, al-
though even here make-up was not ab-
solutely necessary. And lastly Heddon
had overcome the difficulty of filming
each scene in the episode consecutively
and without moving from the location.

On Friday the bavarde to whom Sam
Gottlob had intrusted the society round-
up telephoned that she had never earned
fifty dollars easier in all her life. She
had merely telephoned an invitation to
an ambitious social climber, and the
latter had thereupon completed the con-
tract for her. Fifty ladies and their es-
‘corts, in evening dress, would be on
hand at San Fernando at half past nine
on Sunday morning, all eager to appear
in the picture.

Naturally they regarded Sam Gott-
lob’s invitation as something not to be
despised, for it savored of a distinct
adventure and formed a welcome break
in the monotony of existence. As Den-
nis Dunnigan had remarked to Tom
Heddon:

“I’'ve pinched most of these people
at one time or another for speeding, but
they don’t care. You’d think folks with
nothing to do wouldn’t be in such a
hurry to do it, but that’s society for
you. They’ll jump at any proposition
that’s new and helps them kill time.
Besides, Mr. Heddon, you can take my
word for it that if there’s one thing,
not a mirror, that a woman would
rather see herself in, that thing is a
motion picture.”

Tom Heddon recalled this prediction
now ; also another from the same source
to wit: that the entrance of General
Dorgan’s army would frighten these un-
suspecting social canaries to the verge
of hysterics. -Consequently the thought-
ful Heddon arranged to have a doctor
and a trained nurse in attendance out-
side the banquet hall.

By Saturday afternoon, all the sets
were in place, and a comfortable camp
had been established at a farmhouse a
mile south of town and a few hundred
yards off the country road. Here the
mounted police were to spend the night,
unknown to the army of the unem-
ployed. A huge auto truck, bearing a
caterer, his assistants, and the Sunday-
morning breakfast for both Dives and
Lazarus, as Mr. Gottlob would have
expressed it, came out from Los An-
geles, and a scout appeared and se-
lected a camping site for General Dor-
gan’s brigade of potential anarchists,
which straggled in, cheering, about
dark.

CHAPTER V.

It still lacked half an hour to dawn
when Officer Dennis Dunnigan met with
Sam Gottlob and Tom Heddon in the
latter’s office for a final consultation.

“Everything is O. K. in my depart-
ment,” Dennis reported. “Every sin-
gle move is timed, and every piece of
business provided for. I've taken half
a dozen wise guys into my confidence—
I had to—and they’ll herd the gang
after me and handle that battering-ram.
Have you provided the battering-ram?”

“You'll find a piece of four-by-four
sixteen-foot pine forming the top of a
hitching rack near the chateau entrance.
It isn’t nailed down tight. Tear it off
and proceed to batter in the door. The
door is going to be braced from the in-
side, so your men in the know will have
to do some pounding.”

“Now what do I do myself?” asked
Dennis.
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“You follow the hobo I'll send to you
with the news that the aristocrats are
breakfasting. He’ll lead you over the
route you are to travel to the chateau.
Up the orange-tree avenue you come
with your battering-ram, smash in the
front door, and pour into the court,
across the court, and through another
door into the banquet hall. You must
be sure to get in first, and when fifteen
or twenty men have followed you,
pause, face your men, and hold up your
hand in an imperious gesture—this way
—and say: ‘One moment, men, before
we clean this bunch of highbrows. I
want to tell ’em why we’re doing it.
You will then face me—I’m playing the
part of the Duc de Maupauvaux, and
I’'m at the head of the table—and make
a speech.” -

“What kind of a speech?” Denny in-
quired anxiously.

“The speech of an anarchist, of
course—all about capital and labor and
the starving babes—you know- the old
bunk to pull.”

“I ought to, Mr. Heddon. I haven’t
been doing anything else for the past
two weeks. Leave it to me, and I'll
deliver the goods. How long a speech
do I make?”

“About fifty feet. Your cue to stop
comes when I pull a pistol and shoot
you—"

“I’ll have a look at your gun, Mr.
Heddon,” Dennis interrupted, and de-
clined to proceed further until he had
examined the weapon Tom Heddon
purposed using, and made certain it was
loaded with blank cartridges.

“When 1 fire, you pitch forward,
dead, Dennis,” Heddon continued.
“That will jar your gang for a couple
of seconds. They'll just stand and
gape. Then you half rise and wave
to your men to come on and avenge
you. Be sure you tell them to avenge
your death.”

“Tom,” said Officer Dunnigan, for
the first time calling Heddon by his

first name, “blamed if I ain’t almost
afraid to do that. Remember, I've got
eight hundred crazy tramps outside try-
ing to get in.”

“They shall not get in,” Heddon re-
torted. “I shall have posted behind
black portiéres at each side of the en-
trance two men armed with powerful
atomizers loaded with spirits of ammo-
nia, and they will deluge the entrance
with a fine spray that will not show in

the film, on account of the tobacco

smoke and the general riot. Ammonia,
I might state for your information,
Dennis Dunnigan, is the only thing that
will make a pit bull let go his hold,
once he has fastened on. Don’t worry
about ammonia spray not stopping the
rush.”

“How long do I lay dead?’ Dennis
wanted to know.

“When the dragoons clear the room,
the Marchioness de Mountford—that’s
Miss Ward, our leading lady—will go
over to you, kneel beside you, and
bathe your temples with cologne 2

“All right, Tom; just so she don’t
get hold of the wrong bottle and bathe
me with ammonia.”

“After Miss Ward has mopped your
brow for about twenty feet of film, two
dragoons come in and carry you out
of the picture. Then you explain it
all to the army, and march back to your
camping site, where our caterer and his
men will have breakfast waiting, with
the compliments of the Excelsior Mo-
tion Picture Company.”

“I get you, Tom.”"

“Here are your instructions in de-
tail—in case you forget me. Rehearse
your part mentally, Dennis, and remem-
ber that you and Miss Ward and a
couple of supers and myself are the
only actors on in this scene. We’re the
only ones that know the show isn’t
real.”

“If anything slips, and those dra-
goons fail to show up, we’ll know it is
real,” Dennis retorted grimly.
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“And remember,” Sam Gottlob
warned him craftily, “in this scene you
are the star.”

Dennis Dunnigan grinned at the com-
pliment, and returned to take command
of his army which shortly would begin
to heave and surge under its dirty red
comfortables and gray blankets, and
consider the eternal problem of break-
fast.

CHAPTER VL

Before proceeding northward at the
head of his army, Dennis Dunnigan had
thoughtfully provided himself with the
one thing that lent to his tatterdemalion
rabble a semblance of military organi-
zation—a bugler late of the United
States infantry, but now, to his great
comfort, dishonorably discharged. It
was the duty of this individual to sound
reveille each morning, officers’ call
whenever a conference of Dennis and
his staff impended, and assembly when-
ever the beloved general desired to
exhort his ragged soldiery. At eight
o’clock that Sunday morning the gen-
eral roused his bugler, with instructions
to sound reveille, and five minutes later
to follow it with “the assembly.”

The army promptly rolled out as the
bugler sounded off. No sooner had the
men completed the trivial task of rolling
up their bedding than assembly call was
heard, and a moment later their peer-
less leader was seen to emerge from
his tent headquarters and mount a bar-
rel in front thereof. Realizing that he
was about to make an announcement,
and vaguely suspecting it might have to
do with breakfast, the entire absence of
any preparations for which had not es-
caped its notice, the army crowded
around and waited for the general to
unbosom himself of his proclamation.

“Men,” he said, “I am sorry to re-
port that the wagons containing the
food supplies that were to last us as
far as Ventura, and which should have
arrived in camp late last night, were

treacherously waylaid by the enemies
of labor, some five miles down the
road, early last evening. All five
wagons, with their contents, were
burned, which dastardly outrage places
you in the position- of having to .do
without breakfast——"

He paused to listen to the sullen
murmur that went up from the army.
It was rapidly swelling to a rumble,
when the doughty general held up his
hand.

‘<

which places you in the position
of having to do without breakfast until
about ten o’clock—a. m.,” he finished.

He smiled upon them, and a laugh
went up from the crowd. One might
safely leave to General Thomas Dor-
gan the task of handling competently
any situation that might arise!

“I did not tell you this last night,
men,” the crafty Dunnigan went on,
“for fear that news of the outrage
might incite certain headstrong indi-
viduals among you to acts of reprisal
against a society which we know, from
bitter experience, will take no steps to
grant us justice or protection. In ad-
dition to this reason, I had another.
Anticipating as I did just such an act
of vandalism on the part of the enemies
of labor, I had arranged that the five,
wagons which were halted and burned’
should contain but a very modest por-
tion of our food supplies. Instead, the
bulk of our rations left Los Angeles
early this morning, thus outwitting our
enemies. I do not anticipate that these
wagons will be attacked en route, and
if you will have patience, breakfast
will be ready before you have had op-
portunity to get desperately hungry.
Now that we know what we may ex-
pect from the hired vandals of the
Merchants’ and Manufacturers’ Asso-
ciation, we shall take care, in. the fu-
ture, to have our provision wagons ac-
company us on the march, regardless
of the dust. I am sorry this has hap-
pened, but we are all human and bound
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to err some time. This may check,
but it will not defeat, that grand move-
ment of the Hosts of Labor 2

But that was sufficient. A mighty
cheer startled the peaceful residents of
San Fernando. Dennis Dunnigan was
snatched from his barrel and carried
around the lot on the shoulders of his
loyal adherents, while Sam Gottlob,
seated in his automobile and watching
from afar, returned to the studio,

cheered and comforted by this ocular,

demonstration of D. Dunnigan’s power
over his ragged cohorts.

When nine-thirty o’clock passed with-
out any signs of the approaching com-
missary wagons, however, Dennis Dun-
nigan’s practiced eye' noted signs of
restlessness on the part of his peckish
constituents. In order to allay this he
left word that he would go uptown
and telephone in an endeavor to get
track of the wagons. He returned at
five minutes of ten to announce that
breakfast would be served not later
than ten-thirty, and that he had already
dctailed a number of men to gather
firewood and locate water for the
coffee.

The army was once more dispersing
when one of its members was seen
approaching across the lot. As he drew
nearer it was observed that his face was
smeared with blood and a purplish patch
was visible under his right eye.

“Where’s the general?” this person
cried in anguished tones. “I've got to
see him right away!”

A thrill of excitement ran through
the army. The men closest to him
gathered around the gory-faced man.
Tom Heddon had slain a spring chicken
and smeared the blood on the spy’s face
“himself. Filled with forebodings of an-
other attack on the precious grub
wagons, they eagerly sought informa-
tion as to the cause of his damaged
condition.

“I can’t tell you now, boys,” he half

screamed, half sobbed. “I've got to
report to the general first.”

“What's the trouble here?” the gen-
eral’s crisp voice demanded. “Casey,
what have you been doing? Fighting
with some citizen of this town?”

“No, I ain’t been fightin’ with no-
body. They been fightin’ with me,”
Casey wailed, “an’ if I hadn’t ’a’ run
they’d ’a’ killed me. I'm over on the
other side o’ town, moseyin’ around a
motion-picture studio where they’ve
been doin’ some buildin’. I’'m scoutin’
for some firewood, when about twenty
automobiles comes out from Los An-
geles, all loaded with a lot o’ swells
an’ their molls. So I don’t say nothin’,
but just lay around, an’ bimeby I get
next to what’s bein’ pulled off. This
bunch o’ capitalists is the board of
directors an’ all the sub-committees o’
the Merchants’ an’ Manufacturers’ As-
socition, come out to rubber at the
Army o’ the Unemployed. An’ they
sent a caterer out last night to have
breakfast ready for ’em this morning,
an’ now they’re eatin’ it on a big open-
air motion-picture stage inside that big
white thing that looks like a fake house
front, over there in the field across
town. After breakfast they’re goin’ to
watch the army break camp, and as
soon as we’re on the road they’re goin’
to come whoppin’ along in their auto-
mobiles an’ stir the dust up on us. One
fresh Johnny had a whole sack o’
cayenne pepper, an’ he said he was goin’
to scatter it behind his car 4

A growl, half horror, half rage, went
up from the army. The general raised
his arm for silence, and the man went
on with his story:

“When I heard that, general, I spoke
up. I says: ‘Yes, you will, you big
stiff! Just because you’re rotten with
money you think you can walk over
us guys that ain’t got any,” an’ then I
cussed ’em out good an’ proper.”

“‘Hello,” says the feller that’s plan-
nin’ to make us sneeze to death with
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the cayenne pepper, ‘here’s one o’ the
ragamuffins,’ an’ he comes over an’
makes a pass at me. I lay him cold
for his pains, but there’s a dozen of
’em on top o’ me before I know it, an’
I have to run. So I come back to re-
port to you what’s goin’ on, general,
an’ if there ain’t enough of us to make
that gang lay off from harassin’
us 2

“Silence!” - thundered the general.
“I'm the one to decide what shall be
done in this matter, and I think”—turn-
ing to the crowd—'you all know me
well enough by this time to have no
fear that I will assume a weak or vacil-
lating attitude in this crisis.”

At this juncture somebody kicked the
barrel over toward the general, and
he mounted it and commenced to
harangue the crowd.

“Never mind that motion-picture fel-
low,” he yelled, referring to Tom Hed-
don’s camera man, who had approached
in the automcbile. “He’s an honest
workingman and has his living to earn
the same as the rest of us, so let him
take all the pictures he wants. We
have no quarrel with him, so pay atten-
tion to me.”

And then he proceeded, employing all
the forceful and vituperative stock
phrases of the demagogue, to denounce
this tagging after the army by those
whom he had declared had “fattened on
the blood of the lowly toiler.” He
painted them a- word picture of this
soulless leisure class, lolling in com-
fort in its five-thousand-dollar touring
cars, gazing through lorgnette and mon-
ocle upon the proletariat, sneering su-
perciliously upon this, the organized
effort of the downtrodden to gain jus-
tice by marching in a body to the na-
tional capital.

It is probable that no race on earth
possesses in greater measure than the
Irish the ability to arouse human re-
sentment by an appeal to class preju-
dice, and Officer Dennis Dunnigan had

been equipped by nature to perform
well his allotted task of playing upon
the passions of the mob. Winding up
a magnificent peroration, wherein he
pictured to his excitable auditors the
spectacle of “Dives, clothed in purple
and fine linen, faring sumptuously,
while Lazarus lay hungry at the gate,”
he shouted hoarsely:

“Have you men had breakfast?”

A chorus of cries in the negative.

“Do you want breakfast?”

A chorus of cries in the affirmative.

“Then if that be true, my brothers,”
shouted Dennis Dunnigan, “follow me.
If these plutocrats have journeyed far
to heap contumely upon the Hosts of
Labor, let us be kindly and meet them
at least halfway. Let us not stand upon
convention, but call upon them as they
sit at breakfast, drive them out of their
banquet hall, and possess ourselves of
their breakfast.” _

A deep, ominous roar at this state-
ment demonstrated all too clearly the
willingness of the army to do whatever
their leader requested or suggested.

“Remember, men,” the general con-
tinued, “that under ffo provocation must
the women of this party meet with any
injury at your hands. The men—these
monsters banded together by, the inter-
ests of capital, are the real culprits.
Do not attempt to chastise them per-
sonally. When we come upon them at
breakfast we shall seize them bodily,
with as little injury to them in the pres-
ence of their women as possible, -and
escort them outside, where each man
will be stripped to the waist and flogged!
Do you hear me—flogged! And T’ll
do the flogging myself. .Promise me
now, men. No more rough stuff than
is absolutely necessary. We mustn’t
kill or seriously injure anybody.”

“We: promise,” they shrieked, and at
the word the general leaped from the
barrel.

“This way,” a low voice spoke at his
ear, and away they went.
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As they swarmed into the chateau
grounds, the door of the chateau
opened, a man and two women stepped
out, looked, shrieked, and ran back,
closing the door behind them.

“There they are,” shouted one of the
supers with whom Tom Heddon had
“salted” the general’s army. ‘“We'll
have to bust in the door,” and he ran
toward a hitching rack outside the main
gate. Others aided him in tearing off
the heavy top timber, and the mob
swept on up the orange-tree avenue.

The wild and terrifying cries of the
mob, as the chateau door crashed in-
ward under a bombardment of about
forty seconds’ duration, brought up
standing every man and woman who
had accepted 6f Sam Gottlob’s hospi-
tality. Surely this could not be a part
of the program, for the breakfast had
scarcely begun and the camera men had
not appeared as yet.

Sam Gottlob, in immaculate evening
dress, had received them graciously,
and, seated well toward the head of
the table, close to the Duc de Maupau-
vaux, had been partaking of the feast
with _the greatest gusto, cracking jokes
left and right. When that first wild
yell sounded from out front, all eyes
immediately turned toward him. It
was observed that Mr. Gottlob was
disturbed; the look of anxiety that
flashed across his face was too real for
a motion picture. He was seen to lean
toward Tom Heddon, playing the part
of the Duc de Maupauvaux, and whis-
per excitedly. The director rose and
addressed the guests:

“Pray do not get excited, ladies and
gentlemen,” he said. “I am at a loss
to understand——"

The first crash of the battering-ram
on the door drowned the specious fib
he was about to unloose.

“It’s only a mob of union camera
men, protesting against Sunday work,”
Heddon shouted. “I feared some such

outburst as this. We’ll have the fire
hose played on them.”

The door fell with a crash, the sound
of hurrying footsteps, cries, and oaths
was plainly audible. An instant later
the door leading to the stage was burst
open and Officer Dennis Dunnigan in
blue overalls and undershirt, bare-
headed and looking like an avenging
red god, leaped into view. A dozen
men followed him.

For a moment he stood regarding the
banqueters, a sneering scowl on his
handsome features; then, following in-
structions, he turned and waved back
his men with “an imperious gesture.”

“Before we trim this bunch o’ cheap
Los Angeles highbrows,” he thundered,
“I'm goin’ to tell 'em why they’re due
to be cleaned.” He turned to the
hereinbefore-mentioned highbrows, who
were exhibiting every evidence of trepi-
dation and alarm. ‘“D’ye know who I
am?” he snarled. “Well, .I'll tell you.
I'm General Thomas Dorgan, com-
manding the Army of the Unemployed.
You guys have come out here in your
limousines for a Sunday-morning break-
fast, just so you can motor past us
later on and throw your dirty dust in
the faces of the men you hate. I know
all about your plans. You're going to
wait until we’re on the march to-day,
and then you plan to scorch by and
scatter fine cayenne pepper behind you.
Then when my men kick up the dust
and get the benefit of your little joke,
you’ll laugh, won’t you? But I promise
you that laugh will be out the sides
of your infernal mouths. The dignity
of labor must be maintained. The toil-
ing, half-starved thousands whom civi-
lization has condemned to penury and
despair, that you may ride in automo-
biles——"

The Duc de Maupauvaux sprang to
his feet, and drew a pistol from the
last place a gentleman should carry
one—the hip pocket of his dress suit.

“You dirty ruffian!” he yelled. “T’ll



94 THE POPULAR MAGAZINE

teach you and your good-for-nothing
crew to mind your own business,” and
with the words he fired. Dennis stag-
gered, clutched wildly at the. cloth on
the table nearest him as he fell, and
dragged eight dollars’ worth of “silver,”
crockery, and ham and eggs to the floor
with him. A dozen women shrieked.

“Put the women behind you and pre-
pare to defend yourselves from these
yeggs,” the duc shouted. “They must
be crazy to attack us like this.”

The mob in the entrance stared stu-
pidly at the tragedy that had just been
enacted, and for the space of perhaps
ten seconds it made no move. Then
Dennis Dunnigan raised himself weakly
on his elbow and waved them on.

“‘Leader “Boys, avenge my
death,”’” was the lire that leaped be-
fore Sam Gottlob’s eyes—and then the
riot started.

Sam Gottlob knew that a camera,
concealed ten feet behind him, had been
quietly grinding away. As the mob
swept in and over the stage among the
tables, he glanced toward the door and
saw that the atomizers loaded with am-
monia had been brought into action and
that the first forward rush of the mob
had been halted. A dozen men were
jammed in the doorway, those inside
struggling to back up, and those just
outside pressing eagerly forward.

Sam’s male guests had taken Tom
Heddon’s advice. Some of the women
had risen and retreated toward the rear
of the stage as the mob entered, while
others were lined up alongside the
walls, behind their men, who met the
first rush of the army with straight
rights and lefts, cursing inwardly the
while because there were no coffee cups,
sugar bowls, et cetera, to follow. What
crockery the prudent Heddon had seen
fit to permit on the table, however, was
quickly brought into action; then the
unwashed swashbucklers closed in on
their natural enemy and the fight de-
veloped into a series of clinches and

wrestling matches, in which, however,
short-arm jabs and kidney blows were
freely indulged in. There was realism
sufficient to suit the tastes of the most
exacting.

Sam Gottlob had hoped that the dra-
goons would arrive before the enemy
would be enabled to fight his way to
the head of the host’s table. In this
he was disappointed, however. A large,
swarthy Mexican, observing Sam’s lack
of stature and exceeding girth, selected
Mr. Gottlob for his particular prey, and
fought his way through the struggling
mass straight to the president of the
Excelsior Motion Picture Company.

Sam was aware of this individual’s
intentions some time prior to-the lat-
ter’s arrival within striking distance.
Tom Heddon was also.

“Meet him, Sam!” the director or-
dered. “Here ‘comes one after me, but
T’ll have to bluff him off with the gun.
That big Mexican is too heavy for you
to tackle so close to the camera, Sam.
He'll force you back and into the cam-
era; perhaps in your struggles you'll
back into the portiéres and upset it.
Go to him, Sam, and give the camera
plenty of room to shoot. It’s a case of
fight him in the open, and keep him
away from the camera.” :

For an instant Sam hesitated, but the
thought that the picture might be
spoiled if he disobeyed his director’s
orders promptly overcame his natural
repugnance to a pitched battle. “I’ll
clinch him, Tom,” he replied, and
charged. The Mexican swung at him
as he came, but Sam ducked under the
blow, and planted left and right in the
man’s face. A second later, however,
the Mexican’s fist landed with consider-
able force on the very apex of Sam
Gottlob’s nose, and—Sam forgot he was
playing a part in a motion picture.

My reader—gentle or otherwise—
have you ever received on the end of
your nose a punch that was really
meant? If you have you will sympa-
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thize with Sam Gottlob; also you will
understand without further explanation
exactly how furiously angry that punch
made him. There was the lust of mur-
der in his soul on the instant.

“You rotten sneaker!” he shouted,
and kicked his antagonist in the abdo-
men. “I'lll learn you somethings!”
And he bored in, swinging wildly with
both arms. Blows rained on his face,
but he did not heed them. He seemed
to be fighting in a fog, out of which
loomed the dark, evil countenance of
the Mexican; apparently from a great
distance he heard Tom Heddon shout:

“Get Gottlob, you fool! Get him and
that Mexican! They’ll kill each other.
Gad, what a peach of a battle!”

Sam Gottlob gathered himself for a
superhuman effort, for his breath was
fast failing him. He leaped into the
air, and swung his right fist at the face
that leered at him out of the fog. Then
the fog closed in and blotted out the
face, and Sam lost all interest in “The
Battle for Bread.”

However, let us return to the scene
in the court and in the grounds outside
the chateau entrance.

When the shot rang out and the on-
ward rush ceased for a moment, those
outside shouted hoarsely, demanding to
know what had happened. A voice re-
plied that General Dorgan had been
killed, and the word was passed quickly
down the line.

The fury of the mob at receipt of
that news was indescribable. Those in
the court made a concerted rush up the
three low steps to the stage entrance;
those in the entrance came backing
down to escape the horrible ammonia
spray that settled in the stubble on their
unwashed faces, blinding and choking
them with its fumes; both factions met
and struggled like fiends with each
other, those in front shouting for air
and those in the rear cursing the leaders
for cowards. And while they shouted,

one Kansas City Charley, who under

orders had remained aloof, raised a
piercing shout of “Police! The mounted

cops! DBeat it, fellers! Here they
come!”
How the mounted police, trans-

formed for the occasion into dragoons,
charged up the street and across the
fields straight to the chateau entrance is
something one cannot fully appreciate
until one has seen the film. A gate
in the papier-maché garden wall was
suddenly flung open, and, driven by the
dragoons, who belabored shoulders and
backs with the flats of their sabers, the
“Hosts of Labor” poured pell-mell out
of the grounds of the Duc de Maupau-
vaux.
The “Battle for Bread” was over.

CHAPTER VIL

Peace hath its victories no less than
war.

True to Dennis Dunnigan’s promise,
by half past ten, at which hour the dis-
integrated army returned to its camp
site, the caterers provided by Sam Gott-
lob had set up their long table, laden
with eight hundred breakfasts.

Dennis Dunnigan, convoyed by the
dragoons, returned to his headquarters
and ordered his bugler to sound assem-
bly, which, being done, Dennis again
mounted his barrel and made oration
to such good effect that before he had
spoken five minutes he had his mer-
curial army laughing at the joke(?) he
had played upon it.

He introduced the chief of police,
who disclaimed any personal animus
behind the flats of the sabers and
earned a cheer for himself by calling
for three cheers for Dennis Dunnigan.

‘Next Dennis introduced Sam Gott-
lob, whose features considerable Red
Cross work had made halfway present-
able, and, on behalf of the Excelsior
Motion Picture Company, Mr. Gottlob
invited “his friends” to breakfast.

The caterer would distribute sanitary
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drinking cups, wooden spoons, and
paper picnic plates, and if the army
would form in line and pass by the ra-
tions, the caterer would fill each man’s
cup and plate. It was Mr. Gottlob’s
earnest wish that they should all en-
joy the breakfasts they had so amply
earned.

Then he called forward every man
wounded in the fray, no matter how
slightly, and presented each with a five-
dollar bill, which crowning act of
sportsmanship eradicated all feeling of
rancor and made the genial Sam brother
to them all. And finally, when break-
fast was done, and the army marched
away, it was singing lustily: “For
He’s a Jolly Good Fellow,” and Dennis
Dunnigan marched at the head of his
command.

In the meantime Tom Heddon was
having his troubles with Los Angeles
society ladies and gentlemen. The men
could see the joke and appreciate it,
but owing to that lack of humor so
noticeable in the female of the species
Heddon was finding the going very
heavy indeed. The climber, who, for
her own social aggrandizement, had un-
dertaken to supply free supers in cos-
tume to Sam Gottlob, was weeping copi-
ously and threatening the company with
suit, until Tom Heddon received one
more evidence of the resourcefulness
of Officer Dennis Dunnigan. Dennis,
having seen his army scoffing a long-
delayed breakfast, had returned to view
the scenes of his brief histrionic tri-
umph and discovered Tom Heddon
about to be overwhelmed.

“Forget it, madam,” he said to the
irate dowager. “You all gave your
names to Mr. Heddon when you arrived,
didn’t you? He told you he was going
to write a story for the papers, all
about you high-society folks appearing
in this picture, didn’t he? And of
course that’s what you wanted, wasn’t
it? Well, now listen to me, lady. Nix
on this talk of suits for damages until

you’ve seen the film. If it’s rotten,
go ahead and sue; but if it’s as good
as it ought to be you’d be lobsters to
let this story leak out. Why, all your
friends will be complimenting you on
your acting when you weren’t acting at
all, but just naturally scared stiff, and
you ladies and gentlemen just can’t
afford to have this story leak out
anyhow.. You'd be joshed into an
early grave. Jumping Jupiter! What
wouldn’t the newspapers give for this
story? Why, they’d pay five dollars
each for your names, and Heddon and
I have to work for a living, you know.
We could b€ tempted to sell out. You’d
rather have the papers write nice things
about your acting than have them kid
you to death, wouldn’t you?”

That aspett of the case hadn’t oc-
curred to the lady, but that Denny had
landed a telling blow was at once appar-
ent. Tom Heddon saw his opportunity,
murmured some shameless apologies,
and told her he would be very glad to
have her and all her friends the only
persons present, with the exception of
the members of the company, when the
picture should have its first private ex-
hibition. Thereupon Tom Heddon was
permitted to march out with the honors
of war, leaving the dowager and her
guests to discuss their interrupted
breakfast.

CHAPTER VIIL

When “The Battle for Bread” was
first released in a Los Angeles cinema
theater, Sam Gottlob dropped in one
night to see himself in action for the
twentieth time. Immediately in front
of him two young men sat, and at the
conclusion of the fourth reel, which
depicted the mob scene and Sam Gott-
lob’s now famous battle with the Mexi-
can, he observed that these two young
men immediately got up and went out,
so he followed at their heels to eaves-
drop on their conversation anent the
picture. :
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In the lobby they paused to light their
cigars, and one of them remarked:

“Well, Bill, what do you think of it?”

“It is, without doubt, the worst story
in the world, but beautifully produced,”
his companion replied. “That man
Heddon would be the greatest director
in the business if his people would only
furnish him a vehicle worthy of his art.
And that new man, Dunnigan—the fel-
low that played the part of Pioche—
I wonder where they picked him up.
He’s going to be a big man if they give
him half a chance.”

“I promised you the greatest mob
scene ever produced anywhere,” his
friend reminded him. “Did it come up
to your expectations?”’

The other man nodded. “I'm going
to see it again to-night and tell my
friends to see it also,” he replied. “It’s
marvelous. I forgot I was looking at
a motion picture. To me it was real.
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