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I was sure we would find him in the valley. The hills 
were too steep;.besides, even a madman stays by the 
water. We looked all day without finding anything 
until near dark. Then we came on some tracks in the 
mud by the stream. We camped right there the first 
night. There were many coyotes on the hills, both 
sides, and I thought he must be near and they were 
— waiting." She shuddered.

“In the morning we found him," she went on in a 
low voice. “Just below here. He had fallen down 
beside the water. His face was in the mud, but the 
mosquitoes had not left him. So I knew he was not 
dead. Davy and I carried him up here where it was 
dry. I fed him a little bread soaked in water. Davy 
went back for the other horses and the dunnage, 
and to leave a sign for you. That was yesterday. 
This morning Davy went to the cache.”

“Oh, Mary ! what a woman you are!” Jack murmured 
out of the deeps of his heart.

She rose with an abrupt movement, and went to 
look at the sick man. She came back presently with a 
pale, composed face, and quietly set to work mixing 
dough for their evening meal. There was a long and 
sufficiently painful silence.

“It’s a funny situation, isn’t it?” said Jack at last, 
with a bitter note of laughter.

“ Better not talk about it,” she murmured. “ Let us 
just wait and see.”

Being forbidden to talk about it, the desire to do so


