THE WESTWARD WAY

on the pillow, sat there until the sun went down
and the darkness came in and closed softly about
her. She had died, the old woman said, with his
name on her lips.

Dolph and Rube had come back and they would
take good care of the old mother until the end
of her days. But Jack—what should be done with
Jack? The old dog could follow him no longer.
He could live hardly more than another year, and
the old mother wanted him—to remind her, she
said, of Chad and of Melissa, who had loved
him. He patted his faithful old friend tenderly
and, when he mounted Dixie, late the next after-
noon, Jack started to follow him.

“No, Jack,” said Chad, and he rode on, with
his eyes blurred. On the top of the steep moun-
tain he dismounted, to let his horse rest a moment,
and sat on a log, looking toward the sun. He
could not go back to Margaret and happiness—
not now. It seemed hardly fair to the dead girl
down in the valley. He would send Margaret
word, and she would understand.

Once again he was starting his life over afresh,
with his old capital, a strong body and a stout
heart. In his breast still burned the spirit that
had led his race to the land, had wrenched it from
savage and from king, had made it the high tem-
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