
SERGEANT KINNAIRD

R M Moitania, Chief Monannods bisF wýit lck t e Crow'sý Nucst in Canada.
Ada 1as ride I cyond î-; a creasie iu thic

Rýockiçcs rouiî wbich swaggers Bl3cly River
tio rin iii th, fooltIis winding patb of a iost child.
F.ifty rnlil(s onl- its xvay, a reachîig bank of vellow

da ho~ il, l ike the loop of a lariat, about a
c"rlof oo flat, etched by t'hin, red lites of
dog wilow :ad thec soft re of silver Icaf. withi
her mii tereth'. g0ho)t 1pot af a w'hite î>oplar,

on the high euit-bankl sat a Sergeant of Mourned
Police puering- moodlily îito the hollow, "'hat's
what I call unltrainieiled hell, Soiners !" he exclaini-
,d, as the lifting wind carne twanging up front tlic
river, vibrant with Piegan and Blood war cries.
,cýrisp ulp here, and look at the fircwater dance!

A slim, figure in khakî that had sprawled ini the
buff alo grass behind, lazily curled to a seat, and a
hoyisil voice growled discontentedly, "Pum sick of
Nichies !"

Thec Sergeant Iaughed ironically. "You sick of
theml, you, moist water colour of a trooper I Heavens 1
yoUir regulation nuniber is the last but three. Wlaiî

ilyorsoul has starved for years in FortNesn
with riothirng to eat but food-your whole life tied
up in a beefskin, steers, whisky, and N. W. M. 1,-
tliat's; the wiigon the Wall. Ride, ride, ride-
wheni the suni is sheol, and the blizzard is loadeil
with bueksqhot, and the paths of glory lead to steers,
stolIen or straiyed!"

"You've got botts, Sergeant; but bite your own
riba,» the youth replied gravely.

"This breaks the monotony. It's elemental man
in' a pastoral play-hie acts natural." And the
Sergeant swept bis long arm over the bushed bol-
low that held a cormaled riot, a pantomime of
docorated devils. Campfires flared petuilantly in
the erratic wind, smnall red eyes blinking in the
dusk that was settling down over the lowland,
ShadowY figures dlarted here and there like wolves
of a pack< at play; voices chantiug guttural war
,mnRs to the boomi and twang of tonitons mningled
,ith a crackle of rifles; the howI of train dongs and
the shrill voiced cries of squaws eut the heavier

ý'They re druink. Phiew! I can smell 'emi!" the
constable exclainied.

"ýYes, the Government bas given each animal
down there, fromn patriach to pup, five dollars of
license ini depravity. Ail the treaty mioney we saw
paid out to-day will be in Stand Off to.-morrow;
tir, dead Jndianis will be buried in the branches
of tiiose willow trees; and the whisky ruinners of
Stand off will have another laugh on the police."

"Wýhy don't we catch tie whisky runners ?»
Sýomers queried petulantiy.

-That's w#hat the Comnptrollem at Ottawa asks
th Commissioner at Regina; and the Commiissioner
sends the query along in a big hle envelop to
Major Dixon at Fort Nelson; the Major interro-

tes the detachmnent; and Troop C curses the out-
fi at Stand Off; and Stand Off laughs. It's a

long answer, kid, and yoti're we-Icome to it."

By W. A. FRASER

"«It's no answer. Why don't we catch thein ?
the boy persisted.*

"Because we wear a uniforni, and picket a troop
horse instead of hobbling bum and ride fmonli point
to point according to Forni D. We can't jump
over the red tape, that's why. Across the line
the Yanks would tumn the job over to, John Wilkie;
he'd slip lu men that didn't look alike animated
posters, and find out wbere the whisky was brewed,
We patrol the border, ight enougli; but ail we
catch theme is juat a bluff. They're moons-hining
it up in that stone wall somnewheme." Kfinuai'rd
nodded towamd the miass of gloom that rose agaiust
the western sky.

"But the Major doesn't think that way," the
boy objected. "He's been wmiting Sergeant i4awke,
at Border City, wigging us for not catchiing the
runners cro9sinig the Une. God of Great Prairies!
I've sat in thie saddle that locoed for sleep I've had
to rope myself to thre born 2"

Suddenly a low, tremulous bowl mioaned over
the hill, and the gzaunt forni of a wolf ouitlined
agaînst the chrome sky fromt a knoli on their left,

The boy laughed. "Let's pull our freight, Ser-
geant. We're in bad company."

As Somers rose to bis feet a rifle snapped
viciously down in the hollow. There was a low'whining "Pzing-g-g 2" and a bullet bumied itself in
the bull.

Kinnaird Iaughed as the constable, throwing
hiniself back to eartb, said, "Somebody-'s, knocking,
Sergeant. See who it is !"

"Soute drunken Nichie pottirng at me for the
Wolf."

As Kinnaird spoke there was a tattoo of rifle
shots, and bullets passed in miusie like the fligbt of
humming birds. Poundfing boofs were drumming
at the trail that angled uip the bill, and the "Ki-yi.
yi!" battle cry ci Indians carried to their cars.

Kinnaird spread the flat of a brand above bis
eyesq. "Tbey're running sometbing-sqometbing on
a cayuise," he said. "Hope it's a whisky rumner
and they -et hilm. Corne ,on, youngster, we'l
mnount! Phese reri devils may stamnpede our horses?"

As the policemen coiled the picket lines of two
homses that had been feediný and swilng to the
saddles, a galloping cayuse slipped froni the hold-

iug sh i low of bu sb, and a bu nd red a rd I îbhi m
a grrJup of pursuring I iflians huuii ou its trai I.

lIt's a b)rccd,ý' Kinuaird advised, "and the
Nichlies arc stark, staring, murder drunk. Une
ni), Sonliers! 1.et tbe breed slip tbrotugh, and then
close in ! l'ut that bainnmer doxvu !" lie a(l(ld sharli
1>', at the click of a cocking carbîne.

'lie brecd biad raised thecest of a bank, and
ou thec level, bis cayuse. lean neck stretcbed like a
swan's galloped froîîî the uiierciless slash of rowels
that bit into its flank. The ri(ler's face xvas a iask
of (lread. Aý the fleeiîîg borsenan tbundered l>ast,
Kinnaird bcld bis svide briînicd biat aloft, and
called to tbc ITudians. *'Hait!

Oni rbcy swvcpt like gallolîig fiends, their velluw
biodies vcrmnilion sîncared, tbeir raven bair fiicking
tire breeze like pirate fiags.

Thbe Sergeant flung bis heavy bay faitros
the trail, and, tbrowing the muazie of a gun for-
ward, cried again, 'Halt !"

A shower of dirt spattered against tire khaki
as, almost thrown ou its hiaunches, a cayuse slid
on braced feet till its clhest rammed the ofllcer's
leg.

" keopen the trail, Soldier Ogama !" an In-
dian cried, pusiýng fomward, "I arn Two Mooris;
and Dupre, who now skulks like a wapoos (rabbit)
béhind you, bas spoken with the forked tongute to
Sleeping Water, who is squaw in the tepee of Two
Moons."

"Ho, brother," began the Sergeant, using the
sanie soft voice of dignity in whiclh tbe Indian bad
spoken; "we, who are soldiers of the White Mother.
have sat here in peace witb our faces held to the'
yellow sky, our eyes not seeingz the evil of fimewate rthat is clown in your tepees. Our horses have eaten
of the sweetgrass, and now we journey back to the
fort with a report of the trail that is quiet. Then
the soldiers will sleep in the fort, and your people
will sleep in their tepees; and wheil the sun comeý
again in thec sky trail tbey will jourrey back to
the reserve; and their rations will not be cut, rior
will any of the young bucks go to Stony Mountain
where they die choked by the walls of the jail. 1
have spoken, Chief, Go back in Ieace !"

"Give into our hands the pinto man, who is
Dupre 2" Two Moons demanded.

Kinnaîrd wheeled his horse, and, putting his
hand on the breed s shoulder, saîd, "You are my
prisoner ini tbe name of the Queei 2,'

He nodded to Somers, and the constable drew
a pair of handcuifs froni bis blouse and clicked theni
over the wrists of Dupre. Then the Sergeant
threw 'bis horse as a barrier against the crowdîng
Indians, sayingr:

"Dupre is a prisoner of the Great White Mother;
and ber soldiers must defend a prisoner with their
lÎves. He will be taken to Fort Nelson, and when
you tell to the Major Ogama of the wrong, be will
be punisbed."

Wewill take Dupre. Ho, braves! the wrong
was in our tepees, and his punisbment must be
judge in the Chief's lodge 1" A gaunt Indian
pushed in his pinto between Trwo Moons and Kmn-
naird; and as lie said this his thick lips lapped at


