
THE HOMESTEADERS

The policeman dismounted carefully. There

was scarce'/ room for him to pass his horse on

the narrow ledge. Where the stream had worn
it it sloped downwards at an uncomfortable

angle. He knelt beside it and traced the marks
of the shoe-calks with his finger. They led over

the edge. Eighteen inches down the nountain

side was a fresh scar where steel had struck a

projecting corner of rock.

A thousand feet below the green water slid

and swirled in the bed of the canyon.

The End.
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