
his huge %,ellow fangs: it was like the snari of a
hungry wolf.

"i't is the firewater that speaks, Police Ogama,"

Two Mooris interrupted; then calling irnpcrieusly,

"Lotie WVolf, corne back !"

But the Indiari drove his caytuse forward, and,

as bis barc leg rubbed Kinnaird's hoot, he spat in

the Sergeaut's face. Then at a dig from bis heels

thie pinto sprallg like a cat front the trail.

Kinnaird turned a handkerchief that was knotted

about his neck and wiped his check, saying in a

suppressed voice, "That is the way of a skunk,

Nichie; but when we are on duty we do flot kilI

snk.Sorte day 1 will put you wbere you may

5 1 )it no0 more!
He turned toward Two Moons, asking, "Do wc

take the prisoner in peace.?
A screain of terror at his brick, a cuirsing coin-

înand from Semers, caused the Sergeant to wheel

his horse just in tinle te drive 'him like a battering

rani into the lean ribs of a cayuse, on whose back

an Indian, knife in hand, tbrust with vengeful cut

at the cowering Dupre. Kinnaird's revolver held

i ts cold barrel in tbe Indiaui's face as he said :
"Go back with Two Moons, or l'Il take you te

the fort, too!1 Back, or you corne with me, dead
or alive !"

"lbo, brethers !" the Chief cried. "It is enough
-evil etiough lias been done. We fight not with

the soldiers of the Queen. If Dupre is taken te

the fort, '1'wo Mooîis wîll go to tell tbe Police
Ogaîna of Kamoos Dupre's dog way. Corne, braves,
we go back. lest there be bloodsheà. Our tribe bas

smoked the pipe of 1>cace. We eat of the Queen's
rations, and we make flot war with ber soldiers.
Marse! marse !" he bellowed,

And reluctantly, with scowling faces, the young

bucks, their lips mutteriflg tbe vile blasphemy of

Indians, turnied their penies over the back trail.
ani trooped slowly, like mielting sbadows, inte 'the
gatbering gloom tbat bung over tbe valley, a black
paîl.

'Fle Chîef, bolding last in caution, wbeeled bis

pony on the edge of tbe batik, and bis voice carne
barsb and sbrill, crying, "In tbe W'hite Mother's
hands nnw is punisbment for Kamoos Dupre; but
the long trail brings bim again to the tepees of the
Bloods 1 Trwo Moons will flot forget 1"

Ibis voice was smiothered by the appreving cries
of his braves w'hich rang like the fierce cali of a
wolf pack.

Dupre sbuddered; and the Sergeant said, "Keep
tbat tribe the length of a day's gallop fromn your
tbroat, Dupre. Now mnove out in front, and no
tri cks 11"

,Tlhe- balfbreed, true te bis heritage, eased of his

tcrrible enernes, swaggered. "By Gar 1" be cried,
-you got ne rigbt put han'cuffs on me 1 Tak' de
i 'ings off! I can't ride."

"Shut up 1 Move on, you truiserable coyote 1"
the Sergeant grewled.

"You got ne warrant for arrest, I t'ink mie,"

Duipre persisted. "I won't goe de fort' That Nichie
heç's lie for me. Dey go f or steal my hoss--dat's
ail."

"Look here, Dupre 1" Kinnaird snarled, "If yeu

gling lip at me, l'Il throw this quirt into yeu goed
and plenty 1"P

Te quirt hissed tbireugh the air and landed on
the rump of Dupre's cew hocked cayuse. Trhe
troopers' herses broke into a gallop behind, and

1 hey swung ever the trait to Fort Nelsen, forty
miiles away.

Tbey had ridden for a mile> when Kanniaird
spoke out of a moe-dy silence bitterly. "T'hauk God,

this is my last day as Number 86o! That, back

tbere"-he swept bis gloved hand over the back

tral-"to have te stand for a filthy Nichie spitting
in your face for a dollar a day I I ve had five years
of it. I have these," he Ilifted his artn with its

carrying; of three stripes, "net a sout iu my peeket>
and fit for notbing but te sit a herse."

"Are youi going te eut it?" the boy queried.
"Yes, my five years is uip to-day, and I won't

takWjhoafl ge Captaini Holla.nd's inspectorship?

When Little Snake shot hum, I thought the bullet

carried promotion for yeu, Sergeaut. Yeu're the
mari for the place."

"*Marriag s are made in hecaven, kid, and inspee-

torshi ps in Ottawa. I don't care. But there's watet

ahead, That's FiShi Creek, and we'll camp fer the
nigbt."

Dupre sat staring moodily into the fire w~

Semners boiled a fierce dlecoctien of tea in the cop-

pet kettle; and wben Kinnaird, filling a pipe, tosse(

hlm th plug of tobacco, saying curtly, "Have
suioke 1" the breed worded the thoughts he bac
been turning ever and ever in bis mind.

"By gar! ain't ne use you fell's tak', mie For

Nelson. Dat Nichie woul't cerne for mnak' charge

I don' do not'inig." His tenle changed te a wheedlinl
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while. -'i get seeck hittie boy, me. S'pose you
let me go on mx' shack I don' mmnid give you flftv

dollars, mie. I

",You ound !" the Sergeant exclaimed. "Do

voit tbink xve're breeds, te take a bribe?"
Dupre's shallow face grew black ini bis disap-

1>inted anger, and hc babblcd in foelisb sneering.

*Dat's ail I got me-s'pose 'tain 't 'nough. Youi

îîîak' big maris yot'self tak' one mnaus pris'ner. Wbv

you don' catch de whisky jacks, eh? Dey got

plcnty money-dat's w,,hy. eh ?"

"Yotn're a liar, pinte miant!" Kinnaird retorted.

"Dat's de trut'. Whv don' Constable Somers

tell de p'lice 'bout be whisky routiers at Stand Off,

eh? Cause de head mans, Mayo, he get tami fille

girl, Chris. An' Somers be's mak' de goed wit'

dat Chris girl-dat's wby."
XVith a cmx' cf rage the constable sprang te bis

feet; but Kininaird's 1streng arm, tbmust across bis

cbest, barre<l hini from the insulting breed.

"Let nie go 1" the boy pleaded. "l'Il kilI the

vile Iying anial!"
"I.cave it te nie." the Sergeatit answcred, a

smotbered quiet iii bis tonles. He reached down

beside bis saddle and picked up a qui rt, sayîng

sternly, "Get te your feet, Dupre! By Heavens!

unen cari't stand toe luch, even if they are police-

îuen. l'n geing to teaclh yeu te kee> your dirty

tongue stili wbere white women are concerned."

The breed creuched like a suillen dog till the

whip sang through the air and stung bis back. With

a curse be sprang to bis feet. Again it bissed

snake-like. Dupre threw p bis arm, and tbe divert-
cd lasb bit into bis check, drawing a tribute of blood.

Kinnaird threw bis qirt dewn in disgust, saying

wearily, "There, I lest mny temper? But wbat is

oee te do?"
Encouraged by the cessation of bospitahities.

I)npre ventcd bis anger iii tbreats. "I1l mak' report

te tic Major (lat yeni strike (le pris'ner. You get

broke, M'sicui' Sargen' ! Dem stripe wili be strip

from yeu' 'sîceve, 1"
Kinnaird laughed, and turning to Somers said,

*"Tbat's why I stoppcd you, boy-tbeugh it had te

be dene."
Presently Dupre was bandcuffed by bis rigbt

wrist te the heft wrist of Soniers,, and side by side

tbey lay down en the constabhe's grey blanket,
wbile Kinnaird stretched biniself a few feet away
on the other side of the prisonel'.

For a long time tbe Sergeant lay starîng up into
the niighit sky, jewelled, with milions and millieons
of bliue-white dliamonds. Ht ceuid hear the steady
slumber breath of tbe boyisb constable, and the
guttural stick of the breed's-e--iveu in sleep, he was
like an aimral.

Strangely tht malicieus werds of Dupre about
the girl at Stand Off lingered distastefully in bis
mi. Tbey were in a land barren of women, aud
Soniers was but a boy. What if there was really
sorte cause? Scandai swept the prairies with tht
saine curious leaping of distances as did the In-
dian's knowiedge of fair away events. Wbat if

there was somerbiing-sonuetbînig-Kintiaird siept,
net tbe deep sleep of a toiler, but tht police sleep
of the plains, whicb is sbattered te wakefuhlntss by
the faîl of a leaf or tht soft slip of a foot.

Siewly a pair of iids lifted froin tht black
snakeeyesof the breed; bis suicking breatb sttlied,

Thle Sergeanit'ts b)read chest rose and feil lu the ligbt
of the flickerinig tire wvith a steady rhythm that tolci
be was asleite.

Thlen the breed's mioccasined foot siipped along
the grass, and gently, gently, roiied toward bis
free biand a faggot of wihhow. Hlis nierveus fingers
c1itched it, and witb tire gentle pass of a juiggler
he( swept it over the sîteper on bis righit and through
the hoep of a heather pistol beit. With tht nioiseless
stealth ef a lynx creeping slowhy inch by inch, he
carried tht belt te bis side, bis bead tyts gheamning
with iurid ferocity in the red light of the dying tire.
As bis bluiish fingers, clutchiug tht butt cf a six-
shooter, drew it fron its leather peeket, a buckie
ciinked softly, like thtc faint chirp ef a cricket.

Fiat on bis back, chained by tht rigbt wrist, niol
daring te move, the breed, waiting with chosed Iidh
lest tht slight noise had carried te tht tars of the

secepers, did net ste that Kinnaird's eyes were open
Tht Sergeaut la>' îtarinig in cautieus quiet, won-

dering why this sensie cf dreafd behd hmni on thg
alert. Nothiug moved; there was ne sounid-jus7
the soulless red of the dying embers. Vihat bac
waked buî witb a sCflst of evil? Tht fortm cf tb4
brttd was miotioniess ln sheep.

Ahi! Dupre's swarthy fingers had mnoved; the:
jclutcbed somnething, A suddtni tinge cf tire rei

hay like biood ou sfteel.
As Kinuaird drew a hand fret of tht blankel

somne part of bis anatomny crtaked. Two baud
tsprang into action the samne instant; and twe bodie

writhed and twisttd, dragging the constable b
bis chained armn. Thiere was tht sharp hark c

a six-shooter; alI( then tbe breed was hurled to
eartb, Kinnaird's knees on his chest, bis armn ai

u:est tomn froni its socket as the pistol was wrenched
from bis grasp.

"What do you ýthink of that. Somers? ~Thf
.sweep meant te uîurder us " Kinnaird panted, as,
forced te his kucees by the drag of bandcuff s, tuhe
,constable stared in haîf xvakened wonidermient. "Un-.
ýlock that bracelet and slip it on this coyote's other

wrist! There !" the Sergeant continued, rising as
the steels clickcd home. "Boit the kettle. W'e'fl
bave a cup of tea and pull out. I don't want te
sleep beside a snake."

CHAPT1nR IL

Ali Indian dreads tbe law; and Two Moons
abede in his tepee far from Fort Nelson.

.But Major Dixon gave Dupre tbree menths in~
tbe guard bouse because be was evil, even for a

breed, and was known te belong witb the men of
Stand Off.

David Kinnaird placed on hais iren cet a khaki
nniform, a red tunic, a pair of blue-black breeches
with wide yellow stripes down the side, and walked
eut in a suit ef tweed, ne longer Number 86o of the
N. W. M. P.

IHe continued on across the barrack square, run-

ning bis eye up tbe tapering wbite pole in its centre.
te rest for a second witb a littie feeling cf regret
on the Union jack that fluttered lazily frein its

pcak as be passed te the Commandant's quarters on
thie farther side.

As he approacbed, Major Dixen drew a chair
close te bis own on the verandah, saying, "Hello,
Mister Kinnaird! Sounds odd, doesn't Ît, Sergeant
-the civiliati toucb, I mean? Sit down. There's

a cigar. What about the whisky runners at Stand
Off te (lay? StilI tbink you can bag the lot with
that detective sebeme ?"

Kinnaird puffed a cleud of smoke f romn bis Iips;
and nodded cenfldently.

"I1t's devilish risky. Tbey'd shoot you in a lioly
minute if tbey caught you spying on then. They

killed Sergeant Blain for less. IHe was supposed
te have been drewned ferding Bleeding River; but
there was the mark of a lariat about bis neck."

"If 1 succeed-"2
Tbe Major interrupted Kinnaird eagerly. "Yoj

could take on again in the vacant Înspectorahip.
1 wouldn't dare even sugest this thing te hcaâ..
quarters, and you do it a Il off yeur ewn 'bat; but
if you can get cenvicting preef that they're moon.
sbining,, ll slip down a force strong eneugh te corý
rai the wboie outfit. If I report that yeu broke ur
that damnable traffic, the powers will ruake yoi
inspecter."

"Vieil, lt'm geing te try it."
"I want te tell yeu semething, Kinnaird," tht

Major said, casting bis veice in a contidenitial tone

"I brought young Somers up from tht border patro'

because of taik about a girlat Stand Off. Chrii

is the nrame. Probably notbing in it; but you knomj
wbat talk about a wemau dots te a youngster il
the force. And that cursed breed Dupre-"ý

'Il know. He's a lying hound! I have knowi
Somers, in the EZast, silice he was born, and if dut1
demanded it he'd arrest 'his ewn father. Hlis honou-î
ils as brigbt as that medal," and be touched a silvec
disk that hung from a red and black ribbon oi
Dixon's black tunic.

"But what about the girl? He used te, see he
in Border City."I

"I talked wýith hlm, on the trail of ber. Ht'l
but a boy-I don't kuow," Kinuaird interjecte,
somewbat wearily. "But I want te-- He's rathe
in my charge- His mother- It's got nthing to d,
with bis duty te the force--that's like steel-it

lust birnstîf. I want te break it up. There, that'
ah, Major. It bas nething te do with the M. r
-its between the boy and me."

"And Chri s Maye. the outlaw chief'sdaughter?
"Yes. Tbat's ene f my reasons for a holida

in Stand Off. If there is anythiug fooish bttwee
the girl and Somers, 1 Il break it off somehow.
can't let biln throw bis yeung life away."1

CHAPTER III.

t Kootenay Jack, Cayuse George, and Toug
Wilkins sat on the verandah of the Loue Pine
Stand Off, flipping Colt bullets at a fausily
gophers that eccuped basemeut rooms in the prair,

~'jtst across Broadway.
Square and angular, lîke the abutient of

bridge, the stopping place lay against the domina~
ing veraudab. from which thrust a lean seiaphoi

sbsaped wooden armi carrying the crisp iuscriptio
s Tb'ad Maye."

y
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