
THE PATROL OF THE CYPRESS HILLS.
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Young Aleck had inherited "ome r;oney through
his dead mother from his grandfather, a Hudson's
Bay factor. He had been in the East for some years,

and when he came back he brought his " little pile
"

and an impressionable heart with him. The former,

Pretty Pierre and his friends set about to win ; the

latter, Mab Humphrey won without the trying. Yet
Mab gave Young Aleck as much as he gave her.

More. Because her love sprang from a simple,

earnest, and uncontaminated life. Her purity and
affection were being played against Pierre's designs

and Young Aleck's weakness. With Aleck cards

and liquor went together. Pierre seldom drank.

But what of Sergeant Fones ? If the man that

knew him best—the Commandant—had been asked
for his history, the reply would have been :

" Five
years in the Service, rigid disciplinarian, best non-

commissioned officer on the Patrol of the Cypress
Hills." That was all the Commandant knew.
A spldi^j-policeman's life on the frontier is rough,

solitary, and severe. Active duty and responsibility

are all th?t makes it endurable. To few is it fasci-

nating. A free and thoughtful nature would, however,
find much in it, in spite of great hardships, to give

interest and even pleasure. The sense of breadth
and vastness, and the inspiration of pure air could

be a very gospel of strength, beauty and courage, to

such an one—for a time. But was Sergeant Fones
such an one ? The Commandant's scornful reply to

a question of the kind would have been :
" He is

the best soldier on the Patrol."

And so with hard gallops here and there after the

refugees of crime or misfortune, or both, who fled


