
Chapter Eighteen

"You!"

" Yes, 1. Proof was brought me that he

had won fiom me my young wife. It could

not be doubted. I could not kill him. After-

ward the man who deceived me confessed.

He is now dead."

Ned Trent, gasping, rose slowly to his feet.

One hand stole inside his jacket and clutched

the butt of the little pistol.

* You did that," he cried, hoarsely. " You
tell me of it yourself? Do you wish to

know the real reason for my comhig into this

country, why I have traded in defiance of

the Company throughout the whole Far

North ? I have thought my father was per-

secuted by a body of men, and though I

could not do much, still I have accomplished

what I could to avenge him. Had T known
that a single man had done this—and you

are that man !

"
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